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5 TO  EMILE  EOKGUES. 

^ timG  'wliGu  Frencli  readers  were  altogether  unaware 
of  the  existence  of  any  books  of  my  writing,  a critical 
examination  of  my  novels  appeared  under  your  signature, 
m the  “ Eevue  des  Deux  Mondes/"  I read  that  article, 
at  the  time  of  its  appearance,  with  sincere  pleasure  and 
sincere  gratitude  to  the  writer  j and  I have  honestly  done 
my  best  to  profit  by  it  ever  since. 

At  a later  period,  when  arrangements  were  made  for 
the  publication  of  my  novels  in  Paris,  you  kindly  under- 
took, at  some  sacrifice  of  your  own  convenience,  to  give 
the  first  of  the  series— TAe  Dead  Secret— the  great  advan- 
tage of  being  rendered  into  French  by  your  pen.  Your 
exceiient  translation  of  The  Lighthouse  had  already  taught 
•me  howto  appreciate  the  value  of  your  assistance;  and 
when  The  Dead  Secret  appeared  in  its  French  form, 
although  I was  sensibly  gratified,  I was  by  no  means 
surprised  to  find  my  fortunate  work  of  fiction— not  trans- 
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lated,  in  the  mechanical  sense  of  the  word — but  trans- 
formed, from  a novel  that  I had  written  in  my  language, 
to  a novel  that  you  might  have  written  in  yours. 

I am  now  about  to  ask  you  to  confer  one  more  litcravv 
obligation  on  me,  by  accepting  the  dedication  of  this 
I)ook ; as  the  earliest  acknowledgment  which  it  has  been 
in  my  power  to  make,  of  the  debt  I owe  to  my  critic,  to 
my  translator,  and  to  my  friend. 

The  Stories  which  form  the  principal  contents  of  the 
following  pages,  are  all,  more  or  less,  exercises  in  that 
art  which  I have  now  studied  anxiously  for  some  years, 
and  which  I still  hope  to  cultivate,  to  better  and  better 
purpose,  for  many  more.  Allow  me,  by  inscribing  the 
collection  to  you,  to  secure  one  reader  for  it  at  the  outset 
of  its  progress  through  the  world  of  letters,  whose  capa- 
city for  seeing  all  a writer's  defects  may  be  matched  by 
many  other  critics,  but  whose  rarer  faculty  of  seeing  all  a 
writer’s  merits  is  equalled  by  very  few. 

Wilkie  Collins. 

i/CN'jCTNa  Octobc'r,  1850. 
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THE  QUEEN  OE  HEARTS, 


CHAPTEE  1 

OURSELYES. 

We  were  three  quiet,  lonely  old  men,  and  she  was  a lively, 
handsome  young  woman ; and  we  were  at  our  wit’s  end  what 
to  do  with  her. 

A word  about  ourselves,  first  of  all — a necessary  word  to 
explain  the  singular  situation  of  our  fair  young  guest. 

We  are  three  brothers ; and  we  live  in  a barbaro'i;is  old 
house,  called  The  Grlen  Tower.  Our  place  of  abode  stands  in 
a hilly,  lonesome  district  of  South  Wales.  'No  such  thing  as 
a line  of  railway  runs  anywhere  near  us.  No  gentleman’s  seat 
is  within  an  easy  drive  of  us.  We  are  a distressingly  in- 
convenient distance  from  a town;  and  the  village  to  which 
we  send  for  our  letters  is  three  miles  ofi*. 

My  eldest  brother,  Owen,  was  brought  up  to  the  church. 
All  the  prime  of  his  life  was  passed  in  a populous  London 
parish.  Eormoreyears  thani  nowliketo  reckon  up,  he  worked 
unremittingly,  in  defiance  of  failing  health  and  adverse  for- 
tune, amid  the  multitudinous  misery  of  the  London  poor; 
and  he  would,  in  all  probability,  have  sacrificed  his  life  to  his 
duty,  long  before  the  present  time,  if  The  Grlen  Tower  had  not 
come  into  his  possession  through  two  unexpected  deaths  in 
the  elder  and  richer  branch  of  our  family.  This  opening  to 
man  of  a place  of  rest  and  refuge  saved  his  life.  No  man  ever 
drew  breath  who  better  deserved  the  gifts  of  fortune — for  no 
man,  I sincerely  believe,  more  tender  of  others,  more  diffideo'tl 
of  himself,  more  gentle,  more  generous,  and  more  simpla- 
hearted  than  Owen,  ever  walked  this  earth. 
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My  second  brother,  Morgan,  started  in  life  as  a doctor ; and 
learnt  all  that  his  profession  could  teach  him,  at  home  and 
abroad.  He  realised  a moderate  independence  by  his  prac- 
tice ; beginning  in  one  of  our  large  northern  to^vns,  and  end- 
ing as  a physician  in  London.  But,  although  he  was  well 
known  and  appreciated  among  his  brethren,  he  failed  to  gain 
that  sort  of  reputation  with  the  public,  which  elevates  a i nan 
into  the  position  of  a great  doctor.  The  ladies  never  Lked 
him.  In  the  first  place,  he  was  ugly  (Morgan  will  excuse  me 
for  mentioning  this) ; in  the  second  place,  he  was  an  invete- 
rate smoker,  and  he  smelt  of  tobacco  when  he  felt  languid 
pulses  in  elegant  bedrooms;  in  the  third  place,  he  was  the 
most  formidably  outspoken  teller  of  the  truth,  as  regarded 
himself,  his  profession,  and  his  patients,  that  ever  imperilled 
the  social  standing  of  the  science  of  medicine.  Bor  these  rea- 
sons, and  for  others  which  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention,  he 
never  pushed  his  way,  as  a doctor,  into  the  front  ranks — and 
he  never  cared  to  do  so.  About  a year  after  Owen  came  into 
possession  of  The  Grlen  Tower,  Morgan  discovered  that  he  had 
saved  as  much  money  for  his  old  age  as  a sensible  man  could 
want;  that  he  was  tired  of  the  active  pursuit — or,  as  he 
termed  it,  of  the  dignified  quackery — of  his  profession;  and 
that  it  was  only  common  charity  to  give  his  invalid  brother  a 
companion  who  could  physic  him  for  nothing,  and  so  prevent 
him  from  getting  rid  of  his  money,  in  the  worst  of  all  possible 
ways,  by  wasting  it  on  doctors’  biUs.  In  a week  after  Mor- 
gan had  arrived  at  these  conclusions,  he  was  settled  at  The 
Grlen  Tower ; and  from  that  time,  opposite  as  their  characters 
were,  my  two  elder  brothers  lived  together  in  their  lonely 
retreat,  thoroughly  understanding,  and,  in  their  very  difierent 
ways,  heartily  loving  one  another. 

Many  years  passed  before  I,  the  youngest  of  the  three — 
christened  by  the  unmelodious  name  of  Griffith — ^found  my 
way,  in  my  turn,  to  the  dreary  old  house,  and  the  sheltering 
quiet  of  the  W elsh  hills.  My  career  in  life  had  led  me  away  from 
my  brothers.  And  even  now,  when  we  are  all  united,  I have 
still  ties  and  interests  to  connect  me  with  the  outer  world, 
wmcii  neither  Owen  nor  Morgan  possess. 

I was  brought  up  to  the  bar.  After  my  first  year’s  study  of 
the  law,  I wearied  of  it,  and  strayed  aside  idly  into  the 
brighter  and  more  attractive  paths  of  literature.  My  occa- 
sions! occupation  with  my  pen  was  varied  by  long  travelling 
excursions  in  aU  parts  of  the  Continent;  year  by  year,  my 
circle  pf  gay  friends  and  acquaintances  iiicreased  and  I badc^ 
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fair  to  sink  into  tlie  condition  of  a systematic  idler,  witliout  a 
fixed  purpose  in  life  of  any  sort,  when  I was  saved  by  what 
has  saved  many  another  man  in  my  situation.  By  the  time  I 
had  reached  the  age  of  thirty-five,  I had  done  what  neither  of 
my  brothers  had  done  before  me.  I had  married. 

As  a single  man,  my  own  small  independence,  aided  by  wliat 
little  additions  to  it  I could  pick  up  by  my  pen,  had  been  suf 
ficient  for  my  wants.  But  with  marriage  and  its  responsibi- 
lities came  the  necessity  for  serious  exertion.  I returned  to 
my  neglected  studies,  and  grappled  resolutely,  this  time,  vdth 
the  intricate  difficulties  of  the  law.  I was  called  to  the  Bar. 
My  wife’s  father  aided  me  with  his  interest,  and  I started  into 
practice,  without  difficulty,  and  without  delay. 

Bor  the  next  twenty  years  my  married  life  was  a scene  of 
happiness  and  prosperity,  on  which  I now  look  back  with  a 
grateful  tenderness,  that  no  words  of  mine  can  express.  The 
memory  of  my  wife  is  busy  at  my  heart,  while  I think  of  those 
past  times.  The  forgotten  tears  rise  in  my  eyes  again,  and 
trouble  the  course  of  my  pen,  while  it  traces  these  simple 
lines. 

Let  me  pass  rapidly  over  the  one  unspeakable  misery  of  my 
life ; let  me  try  to  remember  now,  as  I tried  to  remember 
then,  that  she  lived  to  see  our  only  child — our  son  who  was  so 
good  to  her,  who  is  still  so  good  to  me — grow  up  to  manhood ; 
that  her  head  lay  on  my  bosom  when  she  died ; and  that  the 
last  frail  movement  of  her  hand,  in  this  world,  was  the  move- 
ment that  brought  it  closer  to  her  boy’s  lips. 

I bore  the  blow— with  God’s  help  I bore  it,  and  bear  it  stiL. 
But  it  struck  me  away  for  ever  from  the  purposes  and  pur- 
suits, the  companions  and  the  pleasures  of  twenty  years,  which 
her  presence  had  sanctioned  and  made  dear  to  me.  If  my 
son  George  had  desired  to  follow  my  profession,  I should  still 
have  struggled  against  myself,  and  have  kept  my  place  in  the 
world,  until  I had  seen  him  prosperous  and  settled.  But  his 
choice  led  him  to  the  army  ; and  before  his  mother’s  death  he 
had  obtained  his  commission,  and  entered  on  his  path  in  life. 
No  other  responsibility  remained  to*  claim  from  me  the  sacri- 
fice of  myself ; my  brothers  had  made  my  place  ready  for  me 
by  their  fireside ; my  heart  yearned,  in  its  desolation,  for  the 
friends  and  companions  of  the  old  boyish  days ; my  good, 
brave  son  promised  that  no  year  should  pass,  as  long  as  he 
was  in  England,  without  his  coming  to  cheer  me — and  so  it 
happened  that  I,  in  my  turn,  withdrew  from  the  world,  which 
b^d  onee  b^eu  a bright  ^lid  a happy"  worid  to  me,  and  retired 
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to  end  my  days,  peacefully,  contentedly,  and  gratefully,  ay  my 
brothers  are  ending  theirs,  in  the  solitude  of  The  Grlen  Tower. 

How  many  years  have  passed  since  we  have  all  three  been 
unitec it  is  not  necessary  to  relate.  It  will  be  more  to  the 
purpose,  if  I briefly  record,  that  we  have  never  been  separated 
since  the  day  which  first  saw  us  assembled  together  in  our  hill- 
side retreat ; that  we  have  never  yet  wearied  of  the  time,  of 
the  place,  or  of  ourselves ; and  that  the  influence  of  solitude 
on  our  hearts  and  minds  has  not  altered  them  for  the  worse — 
for  it  has  not  embittered  us  towards  our  fellow  creatures,  and 
it  has  not  dried  up  in  us  the  sources  from  which  harmless  oc- 
cupations and  innocent  pleasures  may  flow  refreshingly  to  the 
last,  over  the  waste  places  of  human  life.  Thus  much  for  our 
own  story,  and  for  the  circumstances  which  have  withdrawn  us 
from  the  world  for  the  rest  of  our  days. 

And  now  imagine  us  three  lonely  old  men,  tall,  and  lean, 
and  white-headed ; dressed,  more  from  past  habit  than  from 
present  association,  in  customary  suits  of  solemn  black.  Bro- 
ther Owen,  yielding,  gentle,  and  affectionate,  in  look,  voice, 
and  manner.  Brother  Morgan,  with  a quaint  surface-sourness 
of  address,  and  a tone  of  dry  sarcasm  in  his  talk,  which  single 
him  out,  on  all  occasions,  as  a character  in  our  little  circle. 
Brother  Griffith,  forming  the  link  between  his  two  elder  com- 
panions ; capable,  at  one  time,  of  sympathising  with  the  quiet, 
thoughtful  tone  of  Owen’s  conversation,  and  ready  at  another 
to  exchange  brisk  severities  on  life  and  manners  with  Morgan 
in  short,  a pliable,  double-sided  old  lawyer,  who  stands  between 
the  clergyman-brother  and  the  physician-brother,  with  an  ear 
ready  for  each,  and  with  a heart  open  to  both,  share  and  share 
together. 

Imagine  the  strange  old  building  in  which  we  live  to  be 
really  what  its  name  implies,  a tower  standing  in  a glen ; in 
past  times  the  fortress  of  a fighting  Welsh  chieftain;  in  pre- 
sent times,  a dreary  land-lighthouse,  built  up  in  many  stories 
of  two  rooms  each,  with  a little  modern  lean-to  of  cottage 
form,  tacked  on  quaintly  to  one  of  its  sides ; the  great  hill,  on 
whose  lowest  slope  it  stands,  rising  precipitously  behind  it ; a 
dark,  swift-flowing  stream  in  the  valley  below  ; hills  on  hills 
all  round,  and  no  way  of  approach  but  by  one  of  the  loneliest 
and  wildest  cross-roads  in  all  South  Wales. 

Imagine  such  a place  of  abode  as  this,  and  such  inhabitants 
of  it  as  ourselves ; and  then,  picture  the  descent  among  us — 
as  of  a goddess  dropping  from  the  clouds — of  a lively,  hand- 
some, fashionable  young  lady : a bright,  gay,  butterfly  creature, 
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used  to  flutter  away  its  existence  in  the  broad  sunshine  of 
perpetual  gaiety — a child  of  the  new  generation,  with  all  tlie 
modern  ideas  whirling  together  in  her  pretty  head,  and  all  the 
modern  accomplishments  at  the  tips  of  her  delicate  fingers. 
Imagine  such  a light-hearted  daughter  of  Eve  as  this,  the 
spoilt  darling  of  society,  the  charming  spendthrift  of  Nature’s 
choicest  treasures  of  beauty  and  youth,  suddenly  flashing  into 
the  dim  life  of  three  weary  old  men — suddenly  dropped  into 
the  place  of  all  others  which  is  least  fit  for  her — suddenly  shut 
out  from  the  world  in  the  lonely  quiet  of  the  loneliest  home  in 
England.  Eealise,  if  it  be  possible,  all  that  is  most  whimsical 
and  most  anomalous  in  sucii  a situation  as  this ; and  tlie 
startling  confession  contained  in  the  opening  sentence  of  tliese 
pages  will  no  longer  excite  the  faintest  emotion  of  surprise. 
Who  can  wonder  now,  when  our  bright  young  goddess  really 
descended  on  us,  that  I and  my  brothers  were  all  three  at  our 
wit’s  end  what  to  do  with  her ! 


CHAPTEE  11. 

OUa  DILEMMA. 

Who  is  the  young  lady  ? And  how  did  she  find  her  way  mto 
The  Grlen  Tower  ? 

Her  name  (in  relation  to  which  I shall  have  something 
more  to  say  a little  further  on)  is  Jessie  Lister.  She  is  an 
orphan,  and  an  only  child.  Her  mother  died  while  she  was 
an  infant ; her  father  was  my  dear  and  valued  friend.  Major 
Lister.  He  lived  long  enough  to  celebrate  his  daughter’s 
seventh  birthday.  When  he  died,  he  entrusted  his  authority 
over  her,  and  his  responsibility  towards  her,  to  his  brother 
and  to  me. 

When  I was  summoned  to  the  reading  of  the  Major’s  will, 
I knew  perfectly  well  that  I should  hear  myself  appointed 
guardian  and  executor  with  his  brother ; and  I had  been  also 
made  acquainted  with  my  lost  friend’s  wishes  as  to  his  daugh- 
ter’s education,  and  with  his  intentions  as  to  the  disposal  of 
all  his  property  in  her  favour.  My  own  idea,  therefore,  was, 
that  the  reading  of  the  will  would  inform  me  of  nothing  which 
I had  not  known  in  the  testator’s  lifetime.  When  the  day 
came  for  hearing  it,  however,  J found  that  I had  been  over- 
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hasty  in  arriving  at  this  conclusion.  Towards  the  e]id  of  the 
document  there  was  a clause  inserted,  which  took  me  entirely 
by  surprise. 

After  providing  for  the  education  of  Miss  Lister,  under  the 
direction  of  her  guardians,  and  for  her  residence,  under  or- 
dinary circumstances,  with  the  Major’s  sister.  Lady  Westwiek, 
the  clause  concluded  by  saddling  the  child’s  future  inheritance 
with  this  curious  condition : — 

Prom  the  period  of  her  leaving  school  to  the  period  of  her 
reaching  the  age  of  twenty-one  years.  Miss  Lister  was  to  pass 
not  less  than  six  consecutive  weeks,  out  of  every  year,  under 
the  roof  of  one  of  her  two  guardians.  During  the  lives  of 
both  of  them,  it  was  left  to  her  own  choice  to  say  which  of  the 
two  she  would  prefer  to  live  with.  In  all  other  respects,  the 
condition  was  imperative.  If  she  forfeited  it,  excepting,  of 
course,  the  case  of  the  deaths  of  both  her  guardians,  she  was 
only  to  have  a life-interest  in  the  property.  If  she  obeyed  it, 
the  money  itself  was  to  become  her  own  possession,  on  the  day 
when  she  completed  her  twenty-first  year. 

This  clause  in  the  will,  as  I have  said,  took  me  at  first  by 
surprise.  I remembered  how  devotedly  Lady  "VVestwick  had 
soothed  her  sister-in-law’s  death-bed  sufferings,  and  how  ten- 
derly she  had  afterwards  watched  over  the  welfare  of  the  little 
motherless  child ; — I remembered  the  innumerable  claims  she 
had  established,  in  this  way,  on  her  brother’s  confidence  in  her 
affection  for  his  orphan  daughter — and  I was,  therefore,  natu- 
rally amazed  at  the  appearance  of  a condition  in  his  will,  which 
seemed  to  show  a positive  distrust  of  Lady  AYestwick’s  undi- 
vided influence  over  the  character  and  conduct  of  her  niece. 

A few  words  from  my  fellow-guardian,  Mr.  Eichard  Lister, 
and  a little  after- consideration  of  some  of  my  deceased  friend’s 
peculiarities  of  disposition  and  feeling,  to  which  I had  not 
hitherto  attached  sufficient  importance,  were  enough  to  make 
me  understand  the  motives  by  which  he  had  been  influenced  in 
providing  for  the  future  of  his  child. 

Major  Lister  had  raised  himself  to  a position  of  affluence 
and  eminence  from  a very  humble  origin.  He  was  the  son  of 
a small  farmer,  and  it  was  his  pride  never  to  forget  this  circum- 
stance, never  to  be  ashamed  of  it,  and  never  to  allow  the  ])re- 
judices  of  society  to  influence  his  own  settled  opinions  on  so- 
cial questions  in  general. 

Acting,  in  all  that  related  to  his  intercourse  with  the  world, 
on  such  principles  as  these,  the  Major,  it  is  hardly  necessary  tc 
say,  held  some  strangely  heterodox  opinions  on  the  modern 
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education  of  girls,  and  on  the  e\il  influence  of  society  over  the 
characters  of  women  in  general.  Out  of  the  strength  of  these 
opinions,  and  out  of  the  certainty  of  his  conviction  that  his 
sister  did  not  share  them,  had  grown  that  condition  in  his  will, 
which  removed  his  daughter  from  the  influence  of  her  aunt  for 
six  consecutive  weeks  in  every  year.  Lady  Westwick  was  the 
most  light-hearted,  the  most  generous,  the  most  impulsive  of 
women ; capable,  when  any  serious  occasion  called  it  forth,  of 
all  that  was  devoted  and  self-sacriflcing,  but,  at  other  and  or- 
dinary times,  constitutionally  restless,  frivolous,  and  eager  for 
perpetual  gaiety.  Distrusting  the  sort  of  life  which  he  knew 
his  daughter  would  lead  under  her  aunt’s  roof,  and  at  the  same 
time  gratefully  remembering  his  sister’s  affectionate  devotion 
towards  his  dying  wife  and  her  helpless  infant ; Major  Lister 
had  attempted  to  make  a compromise,  which,  while  it  allowed 
Lady  Westwick  the  close  domestic  intercourse  with  her  niece 
that  she  had  earned  by  innumerable  kind  offices,  should,  at  the 
same  time,  place  the  young  girl  for  a fixed  period  of  every  year 
of  her  minority  under  the  corrective  care  of  two  such  quiet 
old-fashioned  guardians  as  his  brother  and  myself.  Such  is  the 
history  of  the  clause  in  the  will.  My  friend  little  thought^ 
when  he  dictated  it,  of  the  extraordinary  result  to  which  it  was 
one  day  to  lead. 

Lor  some  years,  events  ran  on  smoothly  enough.  Little 
Jessie  was  sent  to  an  excellent  school,  with  strict  instructions 
to  the  mistress  to  make  a good  girl  of  her,  and  not  a fashion- 
able young  lady.  Although  she  was  reported  to  be  anything 
but  a pattern  pupil  in  respect  of  attention  to  her  lessons,  she 
became,  from  the  first,  the  chosen  favourite  of  every  one  about 
her.  The  very  offences  which  she  committed  against  the  dis- 
cipline of  the  school  were  of  the  sort  which  provoke  a smile 
even  on  the  stern  countenance  of  authority  itself.  One  of 
these  quaint  freaks  of  mischief  may  not  inappropriately  be 
mentioned  here,  inasmuch  as  it  gained  her  the  pretty  nick 
rame  under  which  she  will  be  found  to  appear  occasionally  in 
these  pages. 

On  a certain  autumn  night,  shortly  after  the  midsummer 
vacation,  the  mistress  of  the  school  fancied  she  saw  a light 
under  the  door  of  the  bedroom  occupied  by  Jessie  and  three 
other  girls.  It  was  then  close  on  midnight ; and  fearing  that 
some  case  of  sudden  illness  might  have  happened,  she  hastened 
into  the  room.  On  opening  the  door,  she  discovered,  to  her 
horror  and  amazement,  that  all  four  girls  were  out  of  bed — 
were  dressed  in  brilliantly-fantastic  costumes,  representing  the 
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four  grotesque  Queens”  of  Hearts,  Diamonds,  Spades,  and 
Clubs,  familiar  to  us  all  on  the  pack  of  cards — and  were  danc- 
ing a quadrille,  in  which  Jessie  sustained  the  character  of  The 
Queen  of  Hearts.  The  next  morning’s  investigation  disclosed 
that  Miss  Lister  had  smuggled  the  dresses  into  the  school ; and 
had  amused  herself  by  giving  an  impromptu  fancy  ball  to  her 
companions,  in  imitation  of  an  entertainment  of  the  same  kind, 
at  which  she  had  figured  in  a ‘‘  Court-card”  quadrille  at  her 
aunt’s  country  house. 

The  dresses  were  instantly  confiscated,  and  the  necessary 
punishment  promptly  administered ; but  the  remembrance  of 
Jessie’s  extraordinary  outrage  on  bedi’oom  discipline  lasted  long 
enough  to  become  one  of  the  traditions  of  the  school ; and  she 
and  her  sister- culprits  were  thenceforth  hailed  as  the  ‘‘  Queens” 
of  the  four  “ suits,”  by  their  class  companions,  whenever  the 
mistress’s  back  was  turned.  "Whatever  might  have  become  of 
the  nick-names  thus  employed,  in  relation  to  the  other  three 
girls,  such  a mock  title  as  The  Queen  of  Hearts  was  too  ap- 
propriately descriptive  of  the  natural  charm  of  Jessie’s  charac- 
ter, as  well  as  of  the  adventure  in  which  she  had  taken  the  lead, 
not  to  rise  naturally  to  the  lips  of  everyone  who  knew  her.  It 
followed  her  to  her  aunt’s  house — it  came  to  be  as  habitually 
and  familiarly  connected  with  her,  among  her  friends  of  an 
ages,  as  if  it  had  been  formally  inscribed  on  her  baptismal  re- 
gister— and  it  has  stolen  its  way  into  these  pages  because  it 
falls  from  my  pen  naturally  and  inevitably,  exactly  as  it  often 
falls  from  my  lips  in  real  life. 

When  Jessie  left  school,  the  first  difficulty  presented  itself. 
In  other  words,  the  necessity  arose  of  fulfilling  the  conditions 
of  the  will.  At  that  time,  I was  already  settled  at  The  Grien 
Tower ; and  her  living  six  weeks  in  our  dismal  solitude  and  our 
humdrum  society,  was,  as  she  herself  frankly  wrote  me  word 
quite  out  of  the  question.  Tortunately,  she  had  always  got  on 
well  with  her  uncle  and  his  family.  So  she  exerted  her  liberty 
of  choice ; and,  much  to  her  own  relief  and  to  mine  also,  passed 
her  regular  six  weeks  of  probation,  year  after  year,  under  Mr. 
Richard  Lister’s  roof. 

During  this  period,  I heard  of  her  regularly ; sometimes 
from  my  fellow  guardian  ; sometimes  from  my  son  George,  who, 
whenever  his  military  duties  allowed  him  the  opportunity,  con- 
trived to  see  her ; now  at  her  aunt’s  house,  and  now  at  Mr. 
Lister’s.  The  particulars  of  her  character  and  conduct,  which 
I gleaned  in  this  way,  more  than  sufficed  to  conv  ince  me  that 
the  poor  Major’s  plan  for  the  careful  training  of  his  daughter’^ 
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disposition,  though  plausible  enough  in  theory,  was  little  better 
than  a total  failure  in  practice.  Miss  Jessie,  to  use  the  ex- 
pressive common  phrase,  took  after  her  aunt.  She  was  as  ge- 
nerous, as  impulsive,  as  light-hearted,  as  fond  of  change  and 
gaiety  and  fine  clothes — in  short,  as  complete  and  genuine  a 
woman  as  Lady  Westwick  herself.  It  was  impossible  to  reform 
the  Queen  of  Hearts,”  and  equally  impossible  not  to  love  her. 
Such,  in  few  words,  was  my  fellow-guardian’s  report  of  his  ex- 
perience of  our  handsome  young  ward. 

So  the  time  passed  till  the  year  came  of  which  I am  now 
writing — the  ever -memorable  year,  to  England,  of  tlie  Eussian 
war.  It  happened  that  I had  heard  less  than  usual  at  this  pe- 
riod, and  indeed  for  many  months  before  it,  of  Jessie  and  her 
proceedings.  My  son  had  been  ordered  out  with  his  regiment 
to  the  Crimea,  in  1851,  and  had  other  work  in  hand  now  than 
recording  the  sayings  and  doings  of  a young  lady.  Mr.  Eich- 
ard  Lister,  who  had  been  hitherto  used  to  write  to  me  with 
tolerable  regularity,  seemed  now,  for  some  reason  that  I could 
not  conjecture,  to  have  forgotten  my  existence.  Ultimately,  I 
was  reminded  of  my  ward  by  one  of  Gleorge’s  own  letters,  in 
which  he  asked  for  news  of  her ; and  I wrote  at  once  to  Mr. 
Lister.  The  answer  that  reached  me  was  written  by  his  wife 
— ^he  was  dangerously  iU.  The  next  letter  that  came  informed 
me  of  his  death.  This  happened  early  in  the  spring  of  the  vear 
1855. 

I am  ashamed  to  confess  it,  but  the  change  in  my  own  posi- 
tion was  the  first  idea  that  crossed  my  mind  when  I read  the 
news  of  Mr.  Lister’s  death.  I was  now  left  sole  guardian ; and 
•Jessie  wanted  a year  still  of  coming  of  age. 

By  the  next  day’s  post  I wrote  to  her  about  the  altered  state 
of  the  relations  between  us.  She  was  then  on  the  Continent 
with  her  aunt,  having  gone  abroad  at  the  very  beginning  of  the 
year.  Consequently,  so  far  as  eighteen  hundred  and  fifty-five 
was  concerned,  the  condition  exacted  by  the  will  yet  remained 
to  be  performed.  She  had  still  six  weeks  to  pass — her  last  six 
weeks,  seeing  that  she  was  now  twenty  years  old — under  the 
roof  of  one  of  her  guardians.  And  I was  now  the  only  guar- 
dian left! 

In  due  course  of  time  I received  my  answer,  written  on  rose- 
coloured  paper,  and  expressed  throughout  in  a tone  of  light, 
easy,  feminine  banter,  which  amused  me  in  spite  of  myself. 
Miss  Jessie,  according  to  her  own  account,  was  hesitating,  on 
feceipt  of  my  letter,  between  two  alternatives — the  one,  of 
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allowing  lierself  to  be  buried  six  weeks  in  Tlie  Glen  Tower ; the 
other  of  breaking  the  condition,  giving  up  the  money,  and  re- 
maining magnanimously  contented  with  nothing  but  a life- 
interest  in  her  father’s  property.  At  present  she  inclined  de- 
cidedly towards  giving  up  the  money,  and  escaping  the  clutches 
of  “ the  three  horrid  old  men;”  but  she  would  let  me  know 
again,  if  she  happened  to  change  her  mind.  And  so,  with  best 
love,  she  would  beg  to  remain,  always  affectionately  mine — as 
long  as  she  was  well  out  of  my  reach. 

The  summer  passed ; the  autumn  came — and  I never  heard 
from  her  again.  Under  ordinary  circumstances,  this  long  si- 
lence might  have  made  me  feel  a little  uneasy.  But  news 
reached  me  about  this  time,  from  the  Crimea,  tha,t  my  son  was 
wounded — not  dangerously,  thank  God,  but  still  severely 
enough  to  be  laid  up — and  aU  my  anxieties  were  now  centred 
in  that  direction.  By  the  beginning  of  September,  however,  I 
got  better  accounts  of  him,  and  my  mind  was  made  easy  enough 
to  let  me  think  of  Jessie  again,  Just  as  I was  considering  the 
necessity  of  writing  once  more  to  my  refractory  ward,  a second 
letter  arrived  from  her.  She  had  returned  at  last  from  abroad 
had  suddenly  changed  her  mind,  suddenly  grown  sick  of  society 
suddenly  become  enamoured  of  the  pleasures  of  retirement, 
and  suddenly  found  out  that  the  three  horrid  old  men  were 
three  dear  old  men,  and  that  six  weeks’  solitude  at  The  Glen 
Tower  was  the  luxury  of  all  others  that  she  languished  for 
most.  As  a necessary  result  of  this  altered  state  of  things, 
she  would  therefore  now  propose  to  spend  her  allotted  six 
weeks  with  her  guardian.  We  might  certainly  expect  her  on 
the  twentieth  of  September  ; and  she  would  take  the  greatest 
care  to  fit  herself  for  our  society,  by  arriving  in  the  lowest 
possible  spirits,  and  bringing  her  own  sackcloth  and  ashes 
along  with  her. 

The  first  ordeal  to  which  this  alarming  letter  forced  me  to 
submit,  was  the  breaking  of  the  news  it  contained  to  my  t^vo 
brothers.  The  disclosure  affected  them  very  differently.  Poor 
dear  Owen  merely  turned  pale,  lifted  his  weak  thin  hands  in  a 
panic-stricken  manner,-  and  then  sat  staring  at  me  in  speechless 
and  motionless  bewilderment.  Morgan  stood  up  straight  be- 
fore me,  plunged  both  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  burst  sud- 
denly into  the  harshest  laugh  I ever  heard  from  his  lips,  and 
told  me,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  it  was  exactly  what  he 
expected. 

Wliat  you  expected?”  I repeated  in  astonishment. 

‘‘Yes,”  returned  Morgan  with  Ins  bitterest  emphasis.  ‘Gt 
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doesn’^t  surprise  me  in  tlie  least.  It’s  tlie  way  tilings  go  in  tli}*^ 
world — it’s  the  regular  moral  see-saw  of  good  and  evil- — the 
old  story,  with  the  old  end  to  it.  They  were  too  happy  in  the 
garden  of  Eden — down  comes  the  serpent,  and  turns  them  ut. 
Solomon  was  too  wise — down  comes  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  and 
makes  a fool  of  him.  We’ve  been  too  comfortable  at  The  G-len 
Tower — down  comes  a woman  and  sets  us  all  three  by  the  ears 
together.  What  are  you  both  staring  at  ? I tell  you  again, 
this  mess  of  ours  is  in  the  established  order  of  things.  All  I 
wonder  at  is,  that  it  hasn’t  happened  before.”  With  those 
words,  Morgan  resignedly  put  on  his  hat,  and  turned  to  the 
door. 

“ You’re  not  going  away  before  she  comes !”  exclaimed 
Owen,  piteously.  “ Don’t  leave  us — please  don’t  leave  us  !” 

“ Going !”  cried  Morgan,  with  great  contempt.  ‘‘  What 
should  I gain  by  that  ? When  destiny  has  found  a man  out, 
and  heated  his  gridiron  for  him,  he  has  nothing  left  to  do  that 
I know  of  but  to  get  up  and  sit  on  it.” 

I opened  my  lips  to  protest  against  the  implied  comparison 
between  a young  lady  and  a hot  gridiron,  but,  before  I could 
speak,  Morgan  was  gone. 

Well,”  I said  to  Owen,  “we  must  make  the  best  of  it. 
We  must  brush  up  our  manners,  and  set  the  house  tidy,  and 
amuse  her  as  well  as  we  can.  The  difficulty  is  where  to  put 
her — and  when  that  is  settled,  the  next  puzzle  will  be,  what  to 
order  in  to  make  her  comfortable.  It’s  a hard  thing,  brother, 
to  say  what  will,  or  what  will  not,  please  a young  lady’s 
taste.” 

Owen  looked  absently  at  me,  in  greater  bewilderment  than 
ever — opened  his  eyes  in  perplexed  consideration — ^repeated  to 
himself  slowly  the  word  “ taste” — and  then  helped  me  with 
this  suggestion ; — 

“ Hadn’t  we  iDetter  begin,  Griffith,  by  getting  her  a plum- 
cake  ?” 

“ My  deax  Owen !”  I remonstrated, ^ “ it  is  a grown  young 
woman  who  is  coming  to  see  us,  not  a little  girl  from  school.” 

^ Oh !”  said  Owen,  more  confused  than  before.  “ Yes — I 
see.  We  couldn’t  do  wrong,  I suppose — could  we? — if  we 
got  her  a little  dog,  and  a lot  of  new  gowns  ?” 

There  was,  evidently,  no  more  help  in  the  way  of  advice  to 
be  expected  from  Owen  than  from  Morgan  himself.  As  I 
came  to  that  conclusion,  I saw  through  the  window  our  old 
housekeeper  (promotCvd,  years  since,  from  my  chambers  in 
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Loudon)  on  her  way,  with  her  basket,  to  the  kitchen-  garden. 
I left  the  room  to  ascertain  if  she  could  assist  us. 

To  my  great  dismay,  the  housekeeper  took  even  a more 
gloomy  view  than  Morgan  of  the  approaching  event.  When  I 
had  explained  all  the  circumstances  to  her,  she  carefully  put 
down  her  basket,  crossed  her  arms,  and  addressed  me  in  these 
terms : 

You  want  my  advice  about  what’s  to  be  done  with  this 
young  woman  ?”  |said  the  housekeeper.  ‘‘  Don’t  you  trouble 
your  head  about  her.  It  won’t  be  no  use.  Mind,  I teU  you, 
it  won’t  be  no  use !” 

W^hat  do  you  mean  ?” 

“ Look  at  this  place,  sir, — it’s  more  like  a prison  than  a 
house,  isn’t  it?  Look  at  us,  as  lives  in  it.  We’ve  got  (saving 
your  presence)  a foot  a-piece  in  our  graves,  haven’t  we  ? When 
you  was  young  yourself,  sir,  what  would  you  have  done  if  they 
had  shut  you  up  for  six  weeks  in  such  a place  as  this,  among 
your  grandfathers  and  grandmothers  with  their  feet  in  the 
grave  ?” 

“ I really  can’t  say.” 

“ I can,  sir.  You’d  have  run  away.  She'll  run  away.  Don’t 
you  worry  your  head  about  her — she’ll  save  you  the  trouble. 
She’ll  run  away.” 

With  those  ominous  words,  the  housekeeper  took  up  her 
basket,  and  left  me. 

I sat  down  under  a tree,  quite  helpless.  Here  was  the 
whole  responsibility  shifted  upon  my  miserable  shoulders.  Hot 
a lady  in  the  neighbourhood  tc  whom  I could  apply  for  assist- 
ance— and  the  nearest  shop  eight  miles  distant  from  us.  The 
toughest  case  I ever  had  to  conduct,  when  I was  at  the  Bar, 
was  plain  sailing  compared  with  the  difficulty  of  entertaining 
our  fair  guest. 

It  was  absolutely  necessary,  however,  to  decide  at  once  where 
she  was  to  sleep.  All  the  rooms  in  the  tower  were  of  stone — 
dark,  gloomy,  and  cold  even  in  the  summer-time.  Impossible 
to  put  her  in  any  one  of  them.  The  only  other  alternative 
was  to  lodge  her  in  the  little  modern  lean-to,  which  I have 
already  described  as  being  tacked  on  to  the  side  of  the  old 
building.  It  contained  three  cottage-rooms,  and  they  might 
be  made  barely  habitable  for  a young  lady.  But  then  those 
rooms  were  occupied  by  Morgan.  His  books  were  in  one,  his 
bed  was  in  another,  his  pipes  and  general  lumber  were  in  the 
third.  Could  I expect  him,  after  the  sour  similitudes  he  had 
used  in  reference  to  our  expected  visitor,  to  turn  out  of  his 
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habitation,  and  disarrange  all  his  habits,  for  her  convenience  ? 
The  bare  idea  of  proposing  the  thing  to  him  seemed  ridiculous. 
And  yet,  inexorable  necessity  left  me  no  choice  but  to  make 
the  hopeless  experiment.  I walked  back  to  the  tower  hastily 
and  desperately,  to  face  the  worst  that  might  happen  before 
my  courage  cooled  altogether. 

On  crossing  the  threshold  of  the  hall  door,  I was  stopped, 
to  my  great  amazement,  by  a procession  of  three  of  the  farm- 
servants  followed  by  Morgan,  all  walking  after  each  other  in 
Indian  file,  towards  the  spiral  staircase  that  led  to  the  top  of 
the  tower.  The  first  of  the  servants  carried  the  materials  for 
making  a fire ; the  second  bore  an  inverted  arm-chair  on  his 
head ; the  third  tottered  under  a heavy  load  of  books ; while 
Morgan  came  last,  with  his  canister  of  tobacco  in  his  hand, 
his  (&essing-gown  over  his  shoulders,  and  his  whole  collection 
of  pipes  hugged  up  together  in  a bundle  under  his  arm. 

“ What  on  earth  does  this  mean  ?”  I enquired. 

It  means  taking  Time  by  the  forelock,”  answered  Morgan, 
looking  at  me  with  a smile  of  sour  satisfaction.  “ I’ve  got  the 
start  of  your  young  woman,  Grriffith ; and  I’m  making  the 
most  of  it.” 

“ But  where,  in  Heaven’s  name,  are  you  going  ?”  I asked, 
as  the  head  man  of  the  procession  disappeared  with  his  firing 
up  the  staircase. 

“ How  high  is  this  tower  ?”  retorted  Morgan. 

“ Seven  stories,  to  be  sure,”  I replied. 

Yery  good,”  said  my  eccentric  brother,  setting  his  foot  ou 
the  first  stair,  ‘‘  I’m  going  up  to  the  seventh.” 

“ You  can’t,”  I shouted. 

“ She  can’t,  you  mean,”  said  Morgan,  “ and  that’s  exactly 
why  I’m  going  there.” 

“ But  the  room  is  not  furnished.” 

“ It’s  out  of  her  reach.” 

“ One  of  the  windows  has  fallen  to  pieces.” 

“It’s  out  of  her  reach.” 

“ There’s  a crow’s  nest  in  the  corner.” 

“It’s  out  of  her  reach.” 

By  the  time  this  unanswerable  argument  had  attained  its 
third  repetition,  Morgan,  in  his  turn,  had  disappeared  up  the 
winding  stairs.  I knew  him  too  well  to  attempt  any  further 
protest. 

Here  was  my  first  difficulty  smoothed  away  most  unexpect- 
edly ; for  here  were  the  rooms  in  the  lean-to  placed  by  their 
owner’s  free  act  and  deed  at  mj  disposal.  I wrote  on  the  spot 
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to  the  one  upholsterer  of  our  distant  county  town  to  come 
immediately  and  survey  the  premises ; and  sent  off  a mounted 
messenger  with  the  letter.  This  done,  and  the  necessary  order 
also  despatched  to  the  carpenter  and  glazier  to  set  them  at 
work  on  Morgan’s  sky-parlour  in  the  seventh  story,  I began  to 
feel,  for  the  first  time,  as  if  my  scattered  wits  were  coming 
back  to  me.  By  the  time  the  evening  had  closed  in,  I had  hit 
on  no  less  than  three  excellent  ideas,  all  providing  for  the  fu- 
ture comfort  and  amusement  of  our  fair  guest.  The  first  idea 
was  to  get  her  a Welsh  pony;  the  second  was  to  hire  a piano 
from  the  county  town ; the  third  was  to  send  for  a boxful  of 
novels  from  London.  I must  confess  I thought  these  projects 
for  pleasing  her  very  happily  conceived : and  Owen  agreed  with 
me.  Morgan,  as  usual,  took  the  opposite  view.  He  said  she 
would  yawn  over  the  novels,  turn  up  her  nose  at  the  piano, 
and  fracture  her  skull  with  the  pony.  As  for  the  housekeeper, 
she  stuck  to  her  text  as  stoutly  in  the  evening  as  she  had  stuck 
to  it  in  the  morning.  Pianner  or  no  pianner,  story-book  or 
no  story-book,  pony  or  no  pony — you  mark  my  words,  sir : 
That  young  woman  will  run  away.” 

Such  was  the  housekeeper’s  parting  salutation  when  she 
wished  me  good  night. 

When  the  next  morning  came,  and  brought  with  it  that  ter- 
rible waking  time  which  sets  a man’s  hopes  and  projects  before 
liim,  the  great  as  well  as  the  small,  stripped  bare  of  every  illu- 
sion, it  is  not  to  be  concealed  that  I felt  less  sanguine  of  our 
success  in  entertaining  the  coming  guest.  So  far  as  external 
preparations  were  concerned,  there  seemed,  indeed,  but  little 
to  improve.  But,  apart  from  these,  what  had  we  to  offer  in 
ourselves  and  our  society  to  attract  her  ? There  lay  the  knotty 
point  of  the  question,  and  there  the  grand  difficulty  of  finding 
an  answer. 


1 fall  into  serious  reflection,  while  I am  dressing,  on  the 
pursuits  and  occupations  with  which  we  three  brothers  have 
been  accustomed,  for  years  past,  to  beguile  the  time.  Are 
they  at  all  likely,  in  the  case  of  any  one  of  us,  to  interest  or 
amuse  Miss  Lister  ? 

My  chief  occupation — to  begin  with  the  youngest — consists 
in  acting  as  steward  on  Owen’s  property.  The  routine  of  my 
duties  has  never  lost  its  sober  attraction  to  my  tastes,  for  it 
has  always  employed  me  in  watching  the  best  interests  of  my 
brother,  and  of  my  son  also,  who  is  one  day  to  be  his  beifr 
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But  can  I expect  our  visitor  to  sympathize  with  such  family 
concerns  as  these  ? Clearly  not. 

Morgan’s  pursuit  comes  next  in  order  of  review — a pursuit 
of  a far  more  ambitious  nature  than  mine.  It  was  always  part 
of  my  second  brother’s  whimsical,  self- contradictory  character 
to  view  with  the  profoundest  contempt  the  learned  profession 
by  which  he  gained  his  livelihood : and  he  is  now  occupying 
the  long  leisure  hours  of  his  old  age  in  composing  a volu- 
minous treatise,  intended,  one  of  these  days,  to  eject  the  whole 
body  corporate  of  doctors  from  the  position  which  they  have 
usurped  in  the  estimation  of  their  feUow  creatures.  This 
daring  work  is  entitled  An  Examination  of  the  Claims  of 
Medicine  on  the  G-ratitude  of  Mankind.  Decided  in  the  Ne- 
gative, by  a Eetired  Physician.”  So  far  as  I can  tell,  the  book 
is  likely  to  extend  to  the  dimensions  of  an  Encyclopaedia ; for 
it  is  Morgan’s  plan  to  treat  his  comprehensive  subject  princi- 
pally from  the  biographical  point  of  view,  and  to  run  down  all 
the  doctors  of  antiquity,  one  after  another,  in  regular  succession 
from  the  first  of  the  tribe.  When  I last  heard  of  his  progress, 
he  was  hard  on  the  heels  of  Hippocrates,  but  had  no  imme- 
diate prospect  of  tripping  up  his  successor.  Is  this  the  sort 
of  occupation,  I ask  myself,  in  which  a modern  young  lady  is 
likely  to  feel  the  slightest  interest  ? Once  again,  clearly  not. 

Owen’s  favourite  employment  is,  in  its  way,  quite  as  charac- 
teristic as  Morgan’s;  and  it  has  the  great  additional  advantage 
of  appealing  to  a much  larger  variety  of  tastes.  My  eldest 
brother — great  at  drawing  and  painting  when  he  was  a lad, 
always  interested  in  artists  and  their  works  in  after  life — has 
resumed,  in  his  declining  years,  the  holiday  occupation  of  his 
school-boy  days.  As  an  amateur  landscape  painter,  he  works 
vdth  more  satisfaction  to  himself,  uses  more  colour,  wears  out 
more  brushes,  and  makes  a greater  smell  of  paint  in  his  studio, 
than  any  artist  by  profession,  native  or  foreign,  whom  I ever 
met  with.  In  look,  in  manner,  and  in  disposition,  the  gentlest 
of  mankind,  Owen,  by  some  singular  anomaly  in  his  character 
which  he  seems  to  have  caught  from  Morgan,  glories  placidly 
in  the  wildest  and  most  frightful  range  of  subjects  which  his 
urt  is  capable  of  representing.  Immeasurable  ruins  in  howling 
wildernesses,  with  blood-red  sunsets  gleaming  over  them; 
thunder- clouds  rent  by  lightning,  hovering  over  splitting  trees 
on  the  verges  of  awful  precipices ; hurricanes,  shipwrecks, 
waves  and  whirlpools  follow  each  other  on  his  canvas,  without 
an  inteiwening  glimpse  of  quiet,  everyday  nature  to  relieve  the 
succession  of  pictorial  horrors,  'Wbeu  J see  him  at  his  easej, 
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Ko  :K'at  and  quiet,  so  unpretending  and  modest  in  himself,  with 
such  a compose  1 expressioji  ondiis  attentive  face,  with  such  a 
weak  white  hand  to  guide  such  bold  big  brushes  ; and  when 
I look  at  the  frightful  canvasful  of  terrors  which  he  is  serenely 
aggravating  in  fierceness  and  intensity  with  every  successive 
touch,  I find  it  difficult  to  realise  the  connection  between  my 
brother  and  his  work,  though  I see  them  before  me,  not  six 
inches  apart.  Will  this  quaint  spectacle  possess  any  humorous 
attractions  for  Miss  Jessie  ? Perhaps  it  may.  There  is  some 
slight  chance  that  Owen’s  employment  will  be  lucky  enough  to 
interest  her. 

Thus  far  my  morning  cogitations  advance,  doubtfully  enough ; 
but  they  altogether  fail  in  carrying  me  beyond  the  narrow 
circle  of  The  G-len  Tower.  I try  hard,  in  our  visitor’s  in- 
terests, to  look  into  the  resources  of  the  little  world  around 
us  ; and  I find  my  efforts  rewarded  by  the  prospect  of  a total 
blank. 

Is  there  any  presentable  living  soul  m the  neighbourhood 
whom  we  can  invite  to  meet  her  ? ISTot  one.  There  are,  as  ^ I 
have  already  said,  no  country  seats  near  us ; and  society  in 
the  county  town  has  long  since  learnt  to  regard  us  as  three 
misanthropes,  strongly  suspected,  from  our  monastic  way  of 
life,  and  our  dismal  black  costume,  of  being  Popish  priests  in 
disguise.  In  other  parts  of  England,  the  clergyman  of  the 
parish  might  help  us  out  of  our  difficulty.  But  here,  in  bouth 
Wales,  and  in  this  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  century,  we 
have  the  old  type-parson  of  the  days  of  Fielding  still  in  a 
state  of  perfect  preservation.  Our  local  clergyman  receives  a 
stipend  which  is  too  paltry  to  bear  comparison  with  the  wages 
of  an  ordinary  mechanic.  In  dress,  manners,  and  tastes,  he 
is  about  on  a level  with  the  upper  class  of  agricultural  la- 
bourers. When  attempts  have  been  made  by  well-meaning 
gentlefolks  to  recognize  the  claims  of  his  profession,  by  asking 
him  to  their  houses,  he  has  been  known,  on  more  than  one  oc- 
casion, to  leave  his  ploughman’s  pair  of  shoes  in  the  hall,  and 
to  enter  the  drawing-room  respectfully  in  his  stockings. 
Where  he  preaches,  miles  and  miles  away  from  us  and  from 
the  poor  cottage  in  which  he  lives,  if  he  sees  any  of  the  com- 
pany in  the  squire’s  pew  yawn,  or  fidget  in  their  places,  he 
takes  it  as  a hint  that  they  are  tired  of  listening,  and  closes 
his  sermon  instantly  at  the  end  of  the  sentence.  Can  we  ask 
this  most  irreverend  and  ■anclerical  of  men  to  meet  a young 
lady  ? I doubt,  even  if  we  made  the  attempt,  whether  we 
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sliould  succeed,  by  fair  means,  in  getting  him  beyond  the  ser- 
vants’ hall. 

Dismissing,  therefore,  all  idea  of  inviting  visitors  to  enter- 
tain our  guest,  and  feeling,  at  the  same  time,  more  than 
doubtful  of  her  chance  of  discovering  any  attraction  in  the 
sober  society  of  the  inmates  of  the  house,  I finish  my  dressing 
and  go  down  to  breakfast,  secretly  veering  round  to  the  house- 
keeper’s opinion,  that  Miss  Jessie  will  really  bring  matters  to 
an  abrupt  conclusion  by  running  away.  I find  Morgan  as 
bitterly  resigned  to  his  destiny  as  ever;  and  Owen  so  afiection- 
ately  anxious  to  make  himself  of  some  use,  and  so  lamentably 
ignorant  of  howto  begin,  that  I am  driven  to  disembarrass  my- 
self of  him  at  the  outset  by  a stratagem. 

I suggest  to  him  that  our  visitor  is  sure  to  be  interested  in 
pictures,  and  that  it  would  be  a pretty  attention,  on  his  part, 
to  paint  her  a landscape  to  hang  up  in  her  room.  Owen 
brightens  directly,  informs  me  in  his  softest  tones  that  he  is 
then  at  work  on  the  Earthquake  at  Lisbon,  and  enquires  whe- 
ther I think  she  would  like  that  subject.  I preserve  my  gravity 
sufficiently  to  answer  in  the  affirmative ; and  my  brother  re- 
tires meekly  to  his  studio,  to  depict  the  engulphing  of  a city, 
and  the  destruction  of  a population.  Morgan  withdraws,  in 
his  turn,  to  the  top  of  the  tower,  threatening,  when  our  guest 
comes,  to  draw  all  his  meals  up  to  his  new  residence  by  means 
of  a basket  and  string.  I am  left  alone  for  an  hour  ; and  then 
the  upholsterer  (originally,  a journeyman  cabinet-maker  in 
London)  arrives  from  the  county  town. 

This  worthy  man,  on  being  informed  of  our  emergency,  sees 
his  way,  apparently,  to  a good  stroke  of  business ; and  there- 
upon wins  my  lasting  gratitude  by  taking,  in  opposition  to 
everyone  else,  a bright  and  hopeful  view  of  existing  circum- 
stances. 

“ You’U  excuse  me,  sir,”  he  says,  confidentially,  when  I show 
him  the  rooms  in  the  lean-to,  “ but  this  is  a matter  of  experi- 
ence. I’m  a family  man,  myself,  with  grown-up  daughters  of 
my  own  ; and  the  natures  of  young  women  are  well  known  to 
me.  Make  their  rooms  comfortable,  and  you  make ’em  happy. 
Surround  their  lives,  sir,  with  a suitable  atmosphere  of  furni- 
ture, and  you  never  hear  a word  of  complaint  drop  from  their 
lips.  Now,  with  regard  to  these  rooms,  for  example,  sir.  You 
put  a neat  Erench  bedstead  in  that  corner,  with  curtains  con- 
formable— say,  a tasty  chintz.  You  put  on  that  bedstead  what 
I will  term  a sufficiency  of  bedding ; and  you  top  up  with  a 
tiweet  little  eider-do^vn  quilt^  as  li^ht  as  roses,  and  similar  the 
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same  in  colour.  You  do  that,  and  what  follows  ? You  please 
her  eye  when  she  lies  down  at  night,  and  you  please  her  eye 
when  she  gets  up  in  the  morning — and  you’re  all  right  so  far, 
and  so  is  she.  I will  not  dwell,  sir,  on  the  toilet-table,  nor 
will  I seek  to  detain  you  about  the  glass  to  show  her  figure, 
and  the  other  glass  to  show  her  face,  because  I have  the  articles 
in  stock,  and  will  be  myself  answerable  for  their  effect  on  a 
lady’s  mind  and  person.” 

He  led  the  way  into  the  next  room  as  he  spoke,  and  arranged 
its  future  fittings  and  decorations,  as  he  had  already  planned 
out  the  bed-room,  with  the  strictest  reference  to  the  connexion 
which  experience  had  shown  him  to  exist  between  comfortable 
furniture  and  female  happiness. 

Thus  far,  in  my  helpless  state  of  mind,  the  man’s  confidence 
had  impressed  me,  in  spite  of  myself,  and  I had  listened  to  him 
in  superstitious  silence.  But  as  he  continued  to  rise,  by  regu- 
lar gradations,  from  one  climax  of  upholstery  to  another, 
warning  visions  of  his  bill  disclosed  themselves  in  the  remote 
background  of  the  scene  of  luxury  and  magnificence  which  my 
friend  was  conjuring  up.  Certain  sharp  professional  instincts 
of  bygone  times  resumed  their  influence  over  me  ; I began  to 
start  doubts  and  ask  questions  ; and  as  a necessary  consequence, 
the  interview  between  us  soon  assumed  something  like  a prac- 
tical form. 

Having  ascertained  what  the  probable  expense  of  furnishing 
would  amount  to  ; and  having  discovered  that  the  process  of 
transforming  the  lean-to  (allowing  for  the  time  required  to  j)ro- 
cure  certain  articles  of  rarity  from  Bristol)  would  occupy  nearly 
a fortnight,  I dismissed  the  upholsterer,  with  the  understand- 
ing that  I should  take  a day  or  two  for  consideration,  and  let 
him  know  the  result.  It  was  then  the  fifth  of  September,  and 
our  Queen  of  Hearts  was  to  arrive  on  the  twentieth.  The  work, 
therefore,  if  it  was  begun  on  the  seventh  or  eighth,  would  be 
begun  in  time. 

In  making  ab  my  calculations  with  a reference  to  the  twen- 
tieth of  September,  I relied  implicitly,  it  will  be  observed,  on  a 
young  lady’s  punctuality  in  keeping  an  appointment  which  she 
had  herself  made.  I can  only  account  for  such  extraordinary 
simplicity  on  my  part,  on  the  supposition  that  my  wits  had  be- 
come sadly  rusted  by  long  seclusion  from  society.  Whether 
it  was  referable  to  this  cause  or  not,  my  innocent  trustfulness 
was  at  any  rate  destined  to  be  practically  rebuked  before  long, 
m the  most  surprising  manner.  Little  did  I suspect,  when  I 
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partea  from  the  upholsterer  outhe  fifth  of  the  month,  ^v  hat  the 
tenth  of  the  month  had  in  store  for  me. 

On  the  seventh  I made  up  my  mind  to  have  thf5  bedroom 
furnished  at  once,  and  to  postpone  the  question  of  the  sitting 
room  for  a few  days  longer.  Having  despatched  the  necessary 
directions  to  that  effect,  I next  wrote  to  hire  the  piano,  and  to 
order  the  box  of  novels.  This  done,  I congratulated  myself 
on  the  forward  state  of  the  preparations,  and  sat  down  to  re- 
pose in  the  atmosphere  of  my  OAvn  happy  delusions. 

On  the  ninth  the  waggon  arrived  with  the  furniture,  and  the 
men  set  to  work  on  the  bedroom.  Prom  this  moment  Morgan 
retired  permanently  to  the  top  of  the  tower,  and  Owen  became 
too  nervous  to  lay  the  necessary  amount  of  paint  on  the  Earth- 
quake at  Lisbon. 

On  the  tenth  the  work  was  proceeding  bravely.  Towards 
noon,  Owen  and  I strolled  to  the  door  to  enjoy  the  fine  au- 
tumn sunshine.  We  were  sitting  lazily  on  our  favourite  bench, 
in  front  of  the  tower,  when  we  were  startled  by  a shout  from 
far  above  us.  Looking  up  directly,  we  saw  Morgan,  half‘  in 
and  half  out  of  his  narrow  window  in  the  seventh  story,  gesti- 
culating violently  with  the  stem  of  his  long  meerschaum  pipe 
in  the  direction  of  the  road  below  us. 

We  gazed  eagerly  in  the  quarter  thus  indicated,  but  our  low 
position  prevented  us  for  some  time  from  seeing  anything.  At 
last  we  both  discerned  an  old  yellow  post-chaise,  distinctly  and 
indisputably  approaching  us. 

Owen  and  I looked  at  one  another  in  panic-stricken  silence. 
Tt  was  coming  to  us — and  what  did  it  contain  ? Do  pianos 
travel  in  chaises  ? Are  boxes  of  novels  conveyed  to  their  des- 
tiuation  by  a postilion  ? We  expected  the  piano,  and  expected 
the  novels,  but  nothing  else — unquestionably  nothing  else. 

The  chaise  took  the  turn  in  the  road,  passed  through  the 
gateless  gap  in  our  rough  enclosure-wall  of  loose  stone,  and 
rapidly  approached  us.  A bonnet  appeared  at  the  window, 
and  a hand  gaily  waved  a white  handkerchief. 

Powers  of  caprice,  confusion,  and  dismay ! It  was  Miss  Lis- 
ter herself — arriving,  without  a word  of  warning,  exactly  ten 
days  before  her  time. 
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CHAPTEE  ni. 

OUE  TOUNO  LADY. 

Tub  chaise  stopped  in  front  of  us,  and  before  we  had  recovered 
from  our  bewilderment,  the  gardener  had  opened  the  door  and 
let  down  the  steps. 

A bright  laughing  face,  prettily  framed  round  by  a black  veil, 
passed  over  the  head,  and  tied  under  the  chin — a travelling- 
dress  of  a nankeen  colour,  studded  with  blue  buttons,  and 
trimmed  with  white  braid  — a light  brown  cloak  over  it — 
little  neatly-gloved  hands,  which  seized  in  an  instant  on  one  of 
mine  and  on  one  of  Owen’s — two  dark  blue  eyes  which  seemed 
to  look  us  both  through  and  through  in  a moment — a clear, 
full,  merrily-confident  voice — a look  and  manner  gaily  and 
gracefully  self-possessed : such  were  the  characteristics  of  our 
fair  guest  which  first  struck  me  at  the  moment  when  she  left 
the  post-chaise  and  possessed  herself  of  my  hand. 

“ Don’t  begin  by  scolding  me,”  she  said,  before  I could  utter 
a word  of  welcome.  “ There  will  be  time  enough  for  that  in 
the  course  of  the  next  six  weeks.  I beg  pardon,  with  all  pos- 
sible humility,  for  the  offence  of  coming  ten  days  before  my 
time.  Don’t  ask  me  to  account  for  it,  please.  K you  do,  I 
shall  be  obliged  to  confess  the  truth.  My  dear  sir,  the  fact  is, 
this  is  an  act  of  impulse.” 

She  paused,  and  looked  us  both  in  the  face,  with  a bright 
confidence  in  her  own  flow  of  nonsense  that  was  perfectly  ir- 
resistible. 

“ I must  tell  you  all  about  it,”  she  ran  on,  leading  the  way 
to  the  bench,  and  inviting  us  by  a little  mock  gesture  of  sup- 
plication, to  seat  ourselves  on  either  side  of  her.  ‘‘  I feel  so 
guilty  till  I’ve  told  you.  Dear  me ! how  nice  this  is ! Here  I 
am  quite  at  home  already.  Isn’t  it  odd?  WeU,  and  how  do 
you  think  it  happened  ? The  morning  before  yesterday,  Ma- 
tilda— there  is  Matilda,  picking  up  my  bonnet  from  the  bottom 
of  that  remarkably  musty  carriage — Matilda  came  and  woke 
me,  as  usual;  and  I hadn’t  an  idea  in  my  head,  I assure  you, 
till  she  began  to  brush  my  hair.  Can  you  account  for  it — I 
can’t — but  she  seemed,  somehow,  to  brush  a sudden  fancy  for 
coming  here  into  my  head  ? When  I went  down  to  breakfast, 
I said  to  my  aunt,  ‘ Darling,  I have  an  irresistible  impulse  to 
go  to  Wales  at  once,  instead  of  waiting  till  the  twentieth.’ 
She  made  all  the  necesaary  olgections,  poor  dear,  and  my  imw 
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pulse  got  stronger  and  stronger  with  every  one  of  them.  ‘ I’m 
quite  certain,’  I said,  ‘ I shall  never  go  at  all  if  I don’t  go  now.’ 

In  that  case,’  says  my  aunt,  ‘ ring  the  bell,  and  have  your 
trunks  packed.  Tour  whole  future  depends  on  your  going ; 
and  you  terrify  me  so  inexpressibly  that  I shall  be  glad  to  get 
rid  of  you.’  You  may  not  think  it,  to  look  at  her — but  Ma- 
tilda is  a treasure ; and  in  three  hours  more  I was  on  the  Grreat 
Western  Railway.  I have  not  the  least  idea  how  I got  here — 
except  that  the  men  helped  me  everywhere.  They  are  always 
such  delightful  creatures ! I have  been  casting  myself,  and 
my  maid,  and  my  trunks  on  their  tender  mercies  at  every  point 
in  the  journey,  and  their  polite  attentions  exceed  all  belief.  I 
slept  at  your  horrid  little  county  town  last  night ; and  the 
night  before  I missed  a steamer,  and  slept  at  Bristol — and  that’s 
how  I got  here.  And  now  I am  here,  I ought  to  give  my  guar- 
dian a kiss — oughtn’t  I ? Shall  I call  you  papa  ? I think  I 
will.  And  shall  I call  you  uncle,  sir,  and  give  you  a kiss,  too  ? 
Many  thanks.  If  you  see  no  objection,  let’s  begin  kissing  at 
once !” 

Her  fresh  young  lips  touched  my  old  withered  cheek  first, 
and  then  Owen’s ; a soft  momentary  shadow  of  tenderness, 
that  was  very  pretty  and  becoming,  passing  quicldy  over  the 
sunshine  and  gaiety  of  her  face,  as  she  saluted  us.  The  next 
moment  she  was  on  her  feet  again,  inquiring  “ who  the  wonder- 
ful man  was  who  built  The  Grlen  Tower  ?”  and  wanting  to  go  all 
over  it  immediately  from  top  to  bottom. 

As  we  took  her  into  the  house,  I made  the  necessary  apolo- 
gies for  the  miserable  condition  of  the  lean-to ; and  assured 
her  that,  ten  days  later,  she  would  have  found  it  perfectly 
ready  to  receive  her.  She  whisked  into  the  rooms — looked  all 
round  them — whisked  out  again — declared  she  had  come  to 
live  in  the  old  Tower,  and  not  in  any  modern  addition  to  it ; 
and  flatly  declined  to  inhabit  the  lean-to  on  any  terms  what- 
ever. I opened  my  lips  to  state  certain  objections ; but  she 
slipped  away  in  an  instant,  and  made  straight  for  the  Tower 
staircase. 

“ Who  lives  here  ?”  she  asked,  calling  down  to  us,  eagerly, 
from  the  first  floor  landing. 

“ I do,”  said  Owen,  “ but  if  you  would  like  me  to  move 
out — ” 

She  was  away  up  the  second  flight  before  he  could  say  any 
more.  The  next  sound  we  heard,  as  we  slowly  followed  her, 
was  a peremptory  drumming  against  the  room  door  of  the 
iecond  story. 
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“Anybody  here ?”  we  heard  her  ask  through  the  door. 

I called  up  to  her  that  under  ordinary  circumstances  I was 
there;  but  that,  like  Owen,  I should  be  happy  to  move  out, — 

My  polite  offer  was  cut  short,  as  my  brother’s  had  been. 
We  heard  more  drumming  at  the  door  of  the  third  story. 
There  were  two  rooms  here,  also — one  perfectly  empty — the 
other  stocked  with  odds  and  ends  of  clumsy,  dismal,  old- 
fashioned  furniture,  for  which  we  had  no  use ; and  grimly 
ornamented  by  a life-size  basket  figure  supporting  a complete 
suit  of  armour  in  a sadly  rusty  condition.  When  Owen  and 
I got  to  the  third  floor  landing,  the  door  was  open;  Miss 
Jessie  had  taken  possession  of  the  rooms  ; and  we  found  her 
on  a chair,  dusting  the  man  in  armour  with  her  cambric  pocket- 
handkerchief. 

“ I shall  live  here,”  she  said,  looking  round  at  us  briskly, 
over  her  shoulder. 

We  both  remonstrated — but  it  was  quite  in  vain.  She  told 
us  that  she  had  an  impulse  to  live  with  the  man  in  armour  ; 
and  that  she  would  have  her  way,  or  go  back  immediately  in 
the  postchaise  ; which  we  pleased,  binding  it  impossible  to 
move  her,  we  bargained  that  she  should,  at  least,  allow  the 
new  bed,  and  the  rest  of  the  comfortable  furniture  in  the  lean- 
to,  to  be  moved  up  into  the  empty  room  for  her  sleeping  ac- 
commodation. She  consented  to  this  condition ; protesting, 
however,  to  the  last,  against  being  compelled  to  sleep  in  a bed, 
because  it  was  a modern  conventionality,  out  of  all  harmony 
with  her  place  of  residence  and  her  friend  in  armour. 

Fortunately  for  the  repose  of  Morgan, — who,  under  other 
circumstances,  would  have  discovered,  on  the  very  first  day, 
that  his  airy  retreat  was  by  no  means  high  enough  to  place 
him  out  of  Jessie’s  reach — the  idea  of  settling  herself  in- 
stantly, in  her  new  habitation,  excluded  every  other  idea  from 
the  mind  of  our  fair  guest.  She  pinned  up  the  nankeen-co  - 
loured travelling-dress  in  festoons  all  round  her,  on  the  spot , 
informed  us  that  we  were  now  about  to  make  acquaintance 
with  her  in  the  new  character  of  a woman  of  business  ; and 
darted  down  stairs,  in  mad  high  spirits,  screaming  for  Matilda 
and  the  trunks,  like  a child  for  a set  of  new  toys.  The  whole- 
some protest  of  Nature  against  the  artificial  restraints  of  mo- 
dern life  expressed  itself  in  all  that  she  said,  and  in  all  that 
she  did.  She  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  be  happy 
before,  because  she  had  neven*  been  allowed,  until  now,  to 
do  anything  for  herself.  She  was  down  on  her  Iviiees,  at 
cr.e  moment,  blowing  the  fire,  and  telliug  us  that  she  felt 
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like  Cinderella : slie  was  up  on  a table  tbe  next,  attacking 
the  cobwebs  with  a long  bropm,  and  wishing  she  had  been  bom 
a housemaid.  As  for  my  unfortunate  friend,  the  upholsterer, 
he  was  levelled  to  the  ranks  at  the  first  effort  he  made  to 
assume  the  command  of  the  domestic  forces,  in  the  furniture 
department.  She  laughed  at  him,  pushed  him  about,  disputed 
all  his  conclusions,  altered  all  his  arrangements,  and  ended  by 
ordering  half  his  bed-room  furniture  to  be  taken  back  again,' 
for  the  one  unanswerable  reason  that  she  meant  to  do  with- 
out it. 

As  evening  approached,  the  scene  presented  by  the  two 
rooms  became  eccentric  to  a pitch  of  absurdity  which  is  quite 
indescribable.  The  grim  ancient  walls  of  the  bed-room  had 
the  liveliest  modern  dressing-gowns  and  morning-wrappers 
hanging  all  about  them.  The  man  in  armour  had  a collection 
r^f  smart  little  boots  and  shoes,  dangling  by  laces  and  ribbons 
round  his  iron  legs.  A worm-eaten,  steel-clasped  casket, 
dragged  out  of  a corner,  frowned  on  the  upholsterer’s  bran 
new  toilette-table,  and  held  a miscellaneous  assortment  of 
combs,  hair-pins,  and  brushes.  Here  stood  a gloomy  antique 
chair,  the  patriarch  of  its  tribe,  whose  arms  of  blackened  oak 
embraced  a pair  of  pert  new  deal  bonnet-boxes,  not  a fortnight 
old.  There,  thrown  down  lightly  on  a rugged  tapestry  table- 
cover,  the  long  labour  of  centuries  past,  lay  the  brief  delicate 
work  of  a week  ago,  in  the  shape  of  silk  and  muslin  dresses 
turned  inside  out.  In  the  midst  of  all  these  confusions  and 
contradictions.  Miss  J essie  ranged  to  and  fro,  the  active  centre- 
of  the  whole  scene  of  disorder,  now  singing  at  the  top  of  her 
voice,  and  now  declaring,  in  her  light-hearted  way,  that  one  of 
us  must  make  up  his  mind  to  marry  her  immediately,  as  she 
was  determined  to  settle  for  the  rest  of  her  life  at  The  Glen 
Tower. 

She  followed  up  that  announcement,  when  we  met  at  diiiner, 
by  inquiring  if  we  quite  understood  by  this  time,  that  she  had 
left  her  “ company  manners”  in  London  ; and  that  she  meant 
to  govern  us  all  at  her  absolute  will  and  pleasure,  throughout 
the  whole  period  of  her  stay.  Having  thus  provided,  at  the 
outset,  for  the  due  recognition  of  her  authority  by  the  house- 
hold, generally  and  individually  ; having  briskly  planned  out 
all  her  own  forthcoming  occupations  and  amusements,  over  the 
wine  and  fruit  at  dessert ; and  having  positively  settled,  be- 
tween her  first  aj\d  second  cups  of  tea,  where  our  connection 
with  them  was  to  begin,  and  where  it  was  to  end,  she  had  ac- 
tually succeeded,  wheii,  the  time  came  to  separate  for  the  night, 
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in  seiiing  us  as  inucli  at  our  case,  and  in  making  lierself  aef 
coraplctejj  a necessary  part  of  our  household,  as  if  she  had 
lived  among  us  for  years  and  years  past. 

Such  was  our  first  day’s  experience  of  the  formidable  guej!?t, 
whose  anticipated  visit  had  so  sorely  and  so  absurdly  discom- 
posed us  all.  I could  hardly  believe  that  I had  actually  wasted 
hours  of  precious  time  in  worrying  myself  and  everybody  else 
.in  the  house  about  the  best  means  of  laboriously  entertaining 
a lively,  high-spirited  girl,  who  was  perfectly  capable,  without 
an  effort  on  her  own  part  or  on  ours,  of  entertaining  herself. 

Having  upset  every  one  of  our  calculations  on  the  first  day 
of  her  arrival,  she  next  falsified  all  our  predictions  before  she 
had  been  with  us  a week.  Instead  of  fracturing  her  skull  with 
the  pony,  as  Morgan  had  prophesied,  she  sat  the  sturdy,  sure- 
footed, mischievous  little  brute  as  if  she  were  part  and  parcel 
of  himself.  With  an  old  waterproof  cloak  of  mine  on  her 
shoulders,  with  a broad-flapped  Spanish  hat  of  Owen’s  on  her 
head,  with  a wild  imp  of  a Welsh  boy  following  her  as  guide 
and  groom  on  a bare-backed  pony,  and  with  one  of  the  largest 
and  ugliest  cur-dogs  in  England  (which  she  had  picked  up, 
lost  and  starved  by  the  wayside)  barking  at  her  heels,  she 
scoured  the  country  in  all  directions,  and  came  back  to  dinner, 
as  she  herself  expressed  it,  with  the  manners  of  an  Amazon, 
the  complexion  of  a dairy-maid,  and  the  appetite  of  a wolf.” 

On  days  when  incessant  rain  kept  her  indoors,  she  amused 
herself  with  a new  freak.  Making  friends  everywhere,  as  be- 
came The  Queen  of  Hearts,  she  even  ingratiated  herself  with 
the  sour  old  housekeeper,  who  had  predicted  so  obstinately 
that  she  was  certain  to  run  away.  To  the  amazement  of  every- 
body in  the  house,  she  spent  hours  in  the  kitchen,  learning  to 
make  puddings  and  pies,  and  trying  all  sorts  of  receipts  with 
very  varying  success,  from  an  antiquated  cookery-book  which 
she  had  discovered  at  the  back  of  my  bookshelves.  At  other 
times,  when  I expected  her  to  be  upstairs,  languidly  examining 
her  finery,  and  idly  polishing  her  trinkets,  I heard  of  her  in 
the  stables,  feeding  the  rabbits,  and  talldng  to  the  raven,  or 
found  her  in  the  conservatory,  fumigating  the  plants,  and  half 
suffocating  the  gardener,  who  was  trying  to  moderate  her  en- 
thusiasm in  the  production  of  smoke. 

Instead  of  finding  amusement,  as  we  had  expected,  in  Owen’s 
studio,  she  puckered  up  her  pretty  face  in  grimaces  of  disgust 
at  the  smelt  of  paint  in  the  room,  and  declared  that  the  horrors 
of  the  earthquake  at  Lisbon  made  her  feel  hysterical.  Instead 
of  showing  a total  want  of  interest  in  my  business  occupation^ 
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on  the  estate,  she  destroyed  my  dignity  as  steward,  by  joining 
me  in  my  rounds  on  her  pony,  with  her  vagabond  retinue  at 
her  heels.  Instead  of  devouring  the  novels  I had  ordered  for 
her,  she  left  them  in  the  box,  and  put  her  feet  on  it  when  she 
felt  sleepy  after  a hard  day’s  riding.  Instead  of  practising  for 
hours  every  evening  at  the  piano,  which  I had  hired  with  such 
a firm  conviction  of  her  using  it,  she  sho^yed  us  tricks  on  the 
cards,  taught  us  new  games,  initiated  us  into  the  mysteries  of 
dominoes,  challenged  us  with  riddles,  and  even  attempted  to 
stimulate  us  into  acting  charades — in  short,  tried  every  evening 
amusement  in  the  whole  category,  except  the  amusement  of 
music.  Every  new  aspect  of  her  character  was  a new  surprise 
to  us  ; and  every  fresh  occupation  that  she  chose  was  a fresh 
contradiction  to  our  previous  expectations.  The  value  of  ex- 
perience as  a guide  is  unquestionable  in  many  of  the  most 
important  afi*airs  of  life  ; but,  speaking  for  myself  personally, 
I never  understood  the  utter  futility  of  it,  where  a woman  is 
concerned,  until  I was  brought  into  habits  of  daily  communi- 
cation with  our  fair  guest. 

In  her  domestic  relations  with  ourselves,  she  showed  that 
exquisite  nicety  of  discrimination  in  studying  our  characters, 
habits,  and  tastes,  which  comes  by  instinct  with  women,  and 
which  even  the  longest  practice  rarely  teaches,  in  similar  per- 
fection, to  men.  She  saw,  at  a glance,  all  the  underlying  ten- 
derness and  generosity  concealed  beneath  Owen’s  external 
shyness,  irresolution,  and  occasional  reserve  ; and,  from  first  to 
last,  even  in  hei  gayest  moments,  there  was  always  a certain 
quietly-implied  consideration — an  easy,  graceful,  delicate  de- 
ference— in  her  manner  towards  my  eldest  brother,  which  won 
upon  me,  and  upon  him,  every  hour  in  the  day. 

With  me,  she  was  freer  in  her  talk,  quicker  in  her  actions, 
readier  and  bolder  in  all  the  thousand  little  familiarities  of  our 
daily  intercourse.  When  we  met  in  the  morning,  she  always 
took  Owen’s  hand,  and  waited  till  he  kissed  her  on  the  fore- 
head. In  my  case,  she  put  both  her  hands  on  my  shoulders, 
raised  herself  on  tiptoe,  and  saluted  me  briskly  on  both  cheeks 
in  tlie  foreign  way.  She  never  differed  in  opinion  with  Owen, 
without  propitiating  him  first  by  some  little  artful  compliment 
m the  way  of  an  excuse.  She  argued  boldly  with  me,  on  every 
subject  under  the  sun,  law  and  politics  included  ; and,  when  I 
got  the  better  of  her,  never  hesitated  to  stop  me  by  putting 
her  hand  on  my  lips,  or  by  dragging  me  out  into  the  garden 
in  the  middle  of  a sentence. 

As  for  Morgan,  she  abandoned  all  restraint,  in  his  case,  on 
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tlie  second  day  of  her  sojourn  among  us.  She  had  asked  after 
him  as  soon  as  she  was  settled  in  her  two  rooms  on.  the  third 
story ; had  insisted  on  knowing  why  he  lived  at  the  top  of  the 
tower,  and  why  he  had  not  appeared  to  welcome  her  at  the 
door  ; had  entrapped  us  into  all  sorts  of  damagmg  admissions, 
and  had  thereupon  discovered  the  true  state  of  the,  case  in  less 
than  five  minutes. 

From  that  time,  my  unfortunate  second  brother  became  the 
victim  of  all  that  Avas  mischievous  and  reckless  in  her  disposi- 
tion. She  forced  him  downstairs  by  a series  of  manoeuvres 
which  rendered  his  refuge  uninhabitable,  and  then  pretended 
to  fall  violently  in  love  Avith  him.  She  slipped  little  pink 
three-cornered  notes  under  his  door,  entreating  him  to  make 
appointments  with  her ; or  tenderly  inquiring  how  he  AA-ould 
like  to  see  her  hair  dressed  at  dinner  on  that  day.  She  fol- 
loAved  him  into  the  garden — sometimes  to  ask  for  the  privilege 
of  smelling  his  tobacco  smoke ; sometimes  to  beg  for  a lock  of 
his  hair,  or  a fragment  of  his  ragged  old  dressing-goAvn,  to  put 
among  her  keepsakes.  She  sighed  at  him  when  he  was  in  a 
passion,  and  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes  when  he  was 
sulky.  In  short,  she  tormented  Morgan,  whenever  she  could 
catch  him,  with  such  ingenious  and  such  relentless  malice,  that 
he  actually  threatened  to  go  back  to  London,  and  prey  once 
more,  in  the  unscrupulous  character  of  a Doctor,  on  the  cre- 
dulity of  mankind. 

Thus  situated  in  her  relations  toAvards  ourselves,  and  thus 
occupied  by  country  diversions  of  her  own  choosing.  Miss 
Jessie  passed  her  time  at  The  Grlen  Tower,  excepting  now  and 
then  a duU  hour  In  the  long  evenings,  to  her  guardian’s  satis- 
faction— and,  all  things  considered,  not  AAuthout  pleasure  to 
herself  Day  followed  day  in  calm  and  smooth  succession ; 
and  five  quiet  Aveeks  had  elapsed  out  of  the  six  during  Avhich 
her  stay  Avas  to  last,  without  any  remarkable  occurrence  to 
distinguish  them,  AAdien  an  event  happened,  AALich  personally 
affected  me  in  a very  serious  manner ; and  Avhich  suddenly 
caused  our  handsome  Queen  of  Hearts  to  become  the  object  of 
my  deepest  anxiety  in  the  present,  and  of  mv  dearest  hopes 
for  the  future. 
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At  tlie  end  of  tlie  fifth  week  of  our  guest’s  stay,  among  the 
letters  which  the  morning’s  post  brought  to  The  Q-len  Tower, 
there  was  one  for  me,  from  my  son  George,  in  tlie  Crimea. 

The  effect  which  this  letter  produced  in  our  little  circle 
renders  it  necessary  that  I should  present  it  here,  to  speak  for 
itself. 

This  is  Avhat  I read,  alone  in  my  own  room : — 

My  dearest  Eather, 

‘‘  After  the  great  public  news  of  the  fall  of  Sebastopol,  have 
you  any  ears  left  for  small  items  of  private  intelligence  from 
insignificant  subaltern  officers  ? Prepare — if  you  have — for 
a startling  announcement.  How  shall  I write  the  words  ? 
How  shall  I tell  you  that  I am  really  coming  home  ? 

“ I have  a private  opportunity  of  sending  this  letter,  and 
only  a short  time  to  write  it  in.  So  I must  put  many  things, 
if  I can,  into  few  words.  The  doctor  has  reported  me  fit  to 
travel,  at  last ; and  I leave,  thanks  to  the  privilege  of  a 
wounded  man,  by  the  next  ship.  The  name  of  the  vessel,  and 
the  time  of  starting,  are  on  the  list  which  I enclose.  I have 
made  ail  my  calculations  ; and,  allowing  for  every  possible 
delay,  I find  that  I shall  be  with  you,  at  the  latest,  on  the 
first  of  November — perhaps  some  days  earlier. 

I am  far  too  full  of  my  return,  and  of  something  else  con 
nected  with  it  which  is  equally  dear  to  me,  to  say  anything 
about  public  affairs — more  especially  as  I know  that  the  news- 
papers must,  by  this  time,  ha\'e  given  you  plenty  of  informa- 
tion. Let  me  fill  the  rest  of  this  paper  with  a subject  wLich 
is  very  near  to  my  heart ; nearer,  1 am  almost  ashamed  to  say, 
til  an  the  great  triumph  of  my  countrymen,  in  which  my  dis- 
abled condition  has  prevented  me  from  taking  any  share. 

“ I gathered  from  jouv  last  letter  that  Miss  Lister  was  to 
pay  you  a visit  this  autumn,  in  your  capacity  of  her  guardian, 
if  she  is  already  with  you,  pray  move  heaven  and  earth  to  keep 
her  at  The  Glen  Tower  till  I come  back.  Do  you  anticipate 
my  confession  from  this  entreaty  ? Mv  dear,  dear  father,  all 
my  hopes  rest  on  that  one  darling  treasure  which  you  are 
guardiug,  perhaps,  at  this  moment,  under  your  roof;  all  my 
happiness  depends  on  making  Jessie  Lister  my  wife, 
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“ If  I did  not  believe  that  you  will  heartily  approve  of  my 
choice,  I should  hardly  have  ventured  on  this  abrupt  con- 
fession. Now  that  I have  made  it,  let  me  go  on  and  tell 
you  why  I have  kept  my  attachment,  up  to  this  time,  a secret 
from  everyone — even  from  Jessie  herself.  (You  see  I call  her 
by  her  Christian  name  already  !) 

‘‘  I should  have  risked  everything,  father,  and  have  laid  my 
whole  heart  open  before  her  more  than  a year  ago,  but  for  the 
order  whi?h  sent  our  regiment  out  to  take  its  share  in  this 
great  struggle  of  the  Russian  war.  No  ordinary  change  in 
my  life  would  have  silenced  me  on  the  subject  of  all  others  of 
which  I was  most  anxious  to  speak — but  this  change  made  me 
think  seriously  of  the  future  ; and  out  of  those  thoughts  came 
the  resolution  which  I have  kept  until  this  time.  For  her 
sake,  and  for  her  sake  only,  I constrained  myself  to  leave  the 
words  unspoken  which  might  have  made  her  my  promised 
wife.  I resolved  to  spare  her  the  dreadful  suspense  of  waiting 
for  her  betrothed  husband  till  the  perils  of  war  might,  or  might 
not,  give  him  back  to  her.  I resolved  to  save  her  from  the 
bitter  grief  of  my  death,  if  a bullet  laid  me  low.  I resolved  to 
preserve  her  from  the  wretched  sacrifice  of  herself,  if  I came 
back,  as  many  a brave  man  will  come  back  from  this  war,  inva- 
lided for  life.  Leaving  her  untrammelled  by  any  engagement, 
unsuspicious  perhaps  of  my  real  feelings  towards  her,  I might 
die,  and  know  that,  by  keeping  silence,  I had  spared  a pang  to 
the  heart  that  was  dearest  to  me.  This  was  the  thought  that 
stayed  the  words  on  my  lips  when  I left  England,  uncertain 
whether  I should  ever  come  back.  If  I had  loved  her  less 
dearly,  if  her  happiness  had  been  less  precious  to  me,  I might 
have  given  way  under  the  hard  restraint  I imposed  on  myself, 
and  might  have  spoken  selfishly  at  the  last  moment. 

“ And  now  the  time  of  trial  is  past ; the  war  is  over ; and 
although  I still  walk  a little  lame,  I am,  thank  Grod,  in  as  good 
health,  and  in  much  better  spirits  than  when  I left  home.  Oh, 
father,  if  I should  lose  her  now — if  I should  get  no  reward  for 
sparing  her,  but  the  bitterest  of  all  disappointments ! Some- 
times I am  vain  enough  to  think  that  I made  some  little  im-* 
pression  on  her ; sometimes  I have  a doubt  if  she  has  a suspi- 
cion of  my  love.  She  lives  in  a gay  world — she  is  the  centre 
of  perpetual  admiration — men  with  aU  the  qualities  to  win  a 
woman’s  heart  are  perpetually  about  her — can  I,  dare  I,  hope  ? 
Yes,  I must ! Only  keep  her,  I entreat  you,  at  The  G-lec 
Tower.  In  that  quiet  world,  in  that  freedom  from  frivolities 
and  temptations,  she  might  listen  to  me  as  she  might  listeo 
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nowhere  else.  Keep  her,  my  dearest,  kindest  father — and, 
above  all  things,  breathe  not  a word  to  her  of  this  letter.  I 
have  surely  earned  the  privilege  of  being  the  first  to  open  her 
eyes  to  the  truth.  She  must  know  nothing,  now  that  I am 
coming  home,  till  she  knows  all  from  my  own  lips.’* 

Here  the  writing  hurriedly  broke  off.  I am  only  giving 
myself  credit  for  common  feeling,  I trust,  when  I confess  that 
what  I read  deeply  affected  me.  I think  I never  felt  so  fond 
of  my  boy,  and  so  proud  of  him,  as  at  the  moment  when  I laid 
down  his  letter. 

As  soon  as  I could  control  my  spirits,  I began  to  calculate 
the  question  of  time  with  a trembling  eagerness,  which  brought 
back  to  my  mind  my  own  young  days  of  love  and  hope.  My 
son  was  to  come  back,  at  the  latest,  on  the  first  of  November  j 
and  Jessie’s  allotted  six  weeks  would  expire  on  the  twenty- 
second  of  October.  Ten  days  too  soon  ! But  for  the  caprice 
which  had  brought  her  to  us  exactly  that  number  of  days  be- 
fore her  time,  she  would  have  been  in  the  house,  as  a matter 
of  necessity,  on  George’s  return. 

I searched  back  in  my  memory  for  a conversation  that  I had 
held  with  her,  a week  since,  on  her  future  plans.  Towards 
the  middle  of  November,  her  aunt.  Lady  Westwick,  had  ar- 
ranged to  go  to  her  house  in  Paris  ; and  Jessie  was  of  course 
to  accompany  her — to  accompany  her  into  that  very  circle  of 
the  best  English  and  the  best  Erench  society,  which  contained 
in  it  the  elements  most  adverse  to  George’s  hopes.  Between 
this  time  and  that,  she  had  no  special  engagement ; and  she 
had  only  settled  to  write  and  warn  her  aunt  of  her  return  to 
London,  a day  or  two  before  she  left  The  Glen  Tower. 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  first,  the  all-important  ne- 
cessity was  to  prevail  on  her  to  prolong  her  stay  beyond  the 
allotted  six  weeks,  by  ten  days.  After  the  caution  to  be  silent, 
impressed  on  me  (and  most  naturally,  poor  boy)  in  George’s 
letter,  I felt  that  I could  only  appeal  to  her  on  the  ordinary 
ground  of  hospitality.  Would  this  be  sufficient  to  effect  the 
object  ? 

I was  sure  that  the  hours  of  the  morning  and  the  afternoon 
had,  thus  far,  been  fully  and  happily  occupied  by  her  various 
amusements,  in  doors  and  out.  She  was  no  more  weary  of  her 
days  now,  than  she  had  been  when  she  first  came  among  us. 
But  I was  by  no  means  so  certain  that  she  was  not  tired  of  her 
evenings.  I had  latterly  noticed  symptoms  of  weariness  after 
the  lamps  were  lit,  and  a suspicious  regularity  in  retiring  to 
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bed  the  moment  the  clock  struck  ten.  If  I could  provide  heip 
with  a new  amusement  for  the  long  evenings,  I might  leave 
the  days  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  might  then  make  sure 
(seeing  that  she  had  no  special  engagement  in  London  until 
the  middle  of  November)  of  her  being  sincerely  thanldul,  and 
ready,  to  prolong  her  stay. 

How  was  this  to  be  done  ? The  piano  and  the  novels  had 
both  failed  to  attract  her.  What  other  amusement  was  there 
to  offer  ? 

It  was  useless,  at  present,  to  ask  myself  such  questions  as 
Ihese.  I was  too  much  agitated  to  think  collectedly  on  the 
most  trifling  subjects.  I was  even  too  restless  to  stay  in  my 
own  room.  My  son’s  letter  had  given  me  so  fresh  an  interest 
in  Jessie,  that  I was  now  as  impatient  to  see  her  as  if  we  wer^ 
about  to  meet  for  the  first  time.  I wanted  to  look  at  her  with 
my  new  eyes,  to  listen  to  her  with  my  new  ears,  to  study  her  se- 
cretly with  my  new  purposes,  and  my  new  hopes  and  fears.  To  my 
dismay — for  1 wanted  the  very  weather  itself  to  favour  G-eorge’s 
interests — it  was  raining  heavily  that  morning.  I knew, 
therefore,  that  I should  probably  find  her  in  her  own  sitting- 
room.  I^en  I knocked  at  her  door,  with  Greorge’s  letter 
crumpled  up  m my  hand,  with  Greorge’s  hopes  in  full  posses- 
sion of  my  heart,  it  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  my  nerves 
were  almost  as  much  fluttered,  and  my  ideas  almost  as  much 
confused,  as  they  were  on  a certain  memorable  day,  in  the  far 
past,  when  I rose,  in  a bran  new  wig  and  gown,  to  set  my 
future  prospects  at  the  bar  on  the  hazard  of  my  first  speech. 

"When  I entered  the  room,  I found  Jessie  leaning  back 
languidly  in  her  la^rgest  arm-chair,  watching  the  rain-drops 
dripping  down  the  window  pane.  The  unfortunate  box  of 
novels  was  open  by  her  side ; and  the  books  were  lying  for  the 
most  part  strewed  about  on  the  ground  at  her  feet.  One  vo- 
lume lay  open,  back  upwards,  on  her  lap  ; and  her  hands  were 
crossed  over  it  listlessly.  To  my  great  dismay  she  was  yarm- 
ing,  palpably  and  widely  yawning,  when  I came  in. 

No  sooner  did  I find  myself  in  her  presence  than  an  irre- 
sistible anxiety  to  make  some  secret  discovery  of  the  real  state 
of  her  feelings  towards  Gieorge  took  possession  of  me.  After 
the  customary  condolences  on  the  imprisonment  to  which  slie 
was  subjected  by  the  weather,  I said,  in  as  careless  a manner 
as  it  was  possible  to  assume : — 

“ I have  heard  from  my  son  this  morning.  He  talks  of  being 
ordered  home,  and  tells  me  I may  expect  to  see  him  before  the 
end  of  the  year.” 
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I was  too  cautious  to  mention  the  exact  date  of  his  return  ; 
for,  in  that  case,  she  might  have  detected  my  motive  for  asking 
her  to  prolong  her  visit. 

“ Oh,  indeed  ?”  she  said.  How  very  nice ! How  glad  you 
must  be !” 

I watched  her  narrowly.  The  clear  dark  blue  eyes  met  mine 
as  openly  as  ever.  The  smooth  round  cheeks  kept  their  fresh 
colour  quite  unchanged.  The  full,  good-humoured,  smiling  lips 
never  trembled  or  altered  their  expression  in  the  slightest  de- 
gree. Her  light  checked  silk- dress  with  its  pretty  trimming  of 
cherry- coloured  ribbon,  lay  quite  still  over  the  bosom  beneath 
it.  For  all  the  information  I could  get  from  her  look  and  man- 
ner, we  might  as  well  have  been  a hundred  miles  apart  from 
each  other.  Is  the  best  woman  in  the  world  little  better  than 
a fathomless  abyss  of  duplicity  on  certain  occasions,  and  where 
certain  feelings  of  her  own  are  concerned  ? I would  rather  not 
think  that ; and  yet  I don’t  know  how  tc  account  otherwise 
for  the  masterly  manner  in  which  Miss  Jessie  contrived  to 
baffle  me. 

I was  afraid,  literally  afraid,  to  broach  the  subject  of  pro- 
longing her  sojourn  with  us,  on  a rainy  day.  So  I changed 
the  topic,  in  despair,  to  the  novels  that  were  scattered  about 
her. 

“ Can  you  find  nothing  there,”  I asked,  “ to  amuse  you  this 
wet  morning  ?” 

“ There  are  two  or  three  good  novels,”  she  said  carelessly, 
“ but  I read  them  before  I left  London.” 

“ And  the  others  won’t  even  do  for  a dull  day  in  the  coun- 
try ?”  I went  on. 

“ They  might  do  for  some  people,”  she  answered,  but  not 
for  me.  I’m  rather  peculiar,  perhaps,  in  my  tastes.  I’m  sick 
to  death  of  novels  with  an  earnest  purpose.  I’m  sick  to  death 
of  outbursts  of  eloquence,  and  large-minded  philanthropy,  and 
graphic  descriptions,  and  unsparing  anatomy  of  the  human 
heart,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Grood  gracious  me  ! isn’t  it 
the  original  intention  or  purpose,  or  whatever  you  call  it,  of  a 
work  of  fiction  to  set  out  distinctly  by  telling  a story  ? And 
how  many  of  these  books,  I should  like  to  know,  do  that  ? 
Why,  so  far  as  telling  a story  is  concerned,  the  greater  part  of 
them  might  as  well  be  sermons  as  novels.  Oh,  dear  me  ! what 
I want  is  something  that  seizes  hold  of  my  interest,  and  makes 
me  forget  when  it  is  time  to  dress  for  dinner  : something  that 
ieeps  me  reading,  reading,  reading,  in  a breathless  state  to  find 
cut  the  end.  You  know  what  I mean — at  least  you  ought. 
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Why,  there  was  that  little  chance  story  you  told  me  yester- 
day in  the  garden — don’t  you  remember,  about  your  strange 
client,  whom  you  never  saw  again  ? — I declare  it  was  much 
more  interesting  than  half  these  novels,  because  it  was  a story. 
Tell  me  another  about  your  young  days,  when  you  were  seeing 
the  world,  and  meeting  with  all  sorts  of  remarkable  people. 
Or,  no — don’t  tell  it  now — keep  it  till  the  evening,  when  we  all 
want  something  to  stir  us  up.  You  old  people  might  amuse 
us  young  ones,  out  of  your  own  resources,  oftener  than  you  do. 
It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  get  me  these  books  ; but,  with  all 
respect  to  them,  I would  rather  have  the  rummaging  of  your 
memory  than  the  rummaging  of  this  box.  What’s  the  matter ! 
Are  you  afraid  I have  found  out  the  window  in  your  bosom 
already  ?” 

I had  half  risen  from  my  chair  at  her  last  words  ; and  I felt 
that  my  face  must  have  flushed  at  the  same  moment.  She  had 
started  an  idea  in  my  mind — the  very  idea  of  which  I had  been 
in  search,  when  I was  pondering  over  the  best  means  of  amu- 
sing her  in  the  long  autumn  evenings. 

I parried  her  questions  by  the  best  excuses  I could  ofler ; 
changed  the  conversation  for  the  next  five  minutes  ; and  then, 
making  a sudden  remembrance  of  business  my  apology  for 
leaving  her,  hastily  withdrew,  to  devote  myself  to  the  new  idea 
in  the  solitude  of  my  own  room. 

A little  quiet  thinking  convinced  me  that  I had  discovered  a 
means,  not  only  of  occupying  her  idle  time,  but  of  decoying 
her  into  staying  on  with  us,  evening  by  evening,  until  my  son’s 
return.  The  new  project,  which  she  had  herself  unconsciously 
suggested,  involved  nothing  less  than  acting  forthwith  on  her 
own  chance  hint,  and  appealing  to  her  interest  and  curiosity 
by  the  recital  of  incidents  and  adventures  drawn  from  my  own 
personal  experience,  and,  if  I could  get  them  to  help  me,  from 
the  experience  of  my  brothers  as  well.  Strange  people  and  start- 
ling events  had  connected  themselves  with  Owen’s  past  life  as 
a clergyman,  with  Morgan’s  past  life  as  a doctor,  and  with  my 
past  life  as  a lawyer,  which  offered  elements  of  interest  of  a strong 
and  striking  kind  ready  to  our  hands.  If  these  narratives  were 
written  plainly  and  unpretendingly — if  one  of  them  was  read 
every  evening  under  circumstances  that  should  pique  the  cu- 
riosity and  impress  the  imagination  of  our  young  guest — the 
very  occupation  was  found  for  her  weary  hours  which  would 
gratify  her  tastes,  appeal  to  her  natural  interest  in  the  early 
livee  of  my  brothers  and  myself,  and  lure  her  insensibly  into 


The  Clue.~~p.  32 


OUR  GUAND  TROJKOT.  ^3 

prolonging  lier  visit  by  ten  days  without  exciting  a suspicion  of 
our  real  motive  for  detaining  her. 

I sat  down  at  my  desk  and  hid  my  face  in  my  hands,  to 
keep  out  all  impressions  of  external  and  present  things.  I 
searched  back  through  the  mysterious  labyrinth  of  the  past, 
through  the  dim,  ever-deepening  twilight  of  the  years  that 
were  gone. 

Slowly,  out  of  the  awful  shadows,  the  Ghosts  of  Memory 
rose  about  me.  The  dead  population  of  a vanished  world — 
men  and  women  whose  earthly  pilgrimage  had  ended  long  since 
— returned  upon  me  from  the  unknown  spheres  : and  fond  fa- 
miliar voices  burst  their  way  back  to  my  ears  through  the 
heavy  silence  of  the  grave.  Moving  by  me,  in  the  nameless 
inner  light  which  no  eye  saw  but  miue,  the  dread  procession  of 
immaterial  scenes  and  beings  unrolled  its  silent  length.  I saw 
once  more  the  pleading  face  of  a friend  of  early  days,  with  the 
haunting  vision  that  had  tortured  him  through  life,  by  his  side 
again — ^with  the  long-forgotten  despair  in  his  eyes  which  had 
once  touched  my  heart,  and  bound  me  to  him  till  I had  tracked 
his  destiny  through  its  darkest  windings  to  the  end.  I saw  the 
figure  of  an  innocent  woman,  passing  to  and  fro  in  an  ancient 
country-house,  with  the  shadow  of  a strange  suspicion  stealing 
after  her,  wherever  she  went.  I saw  a man  worn  by  hardship) 
and  old  age  stretched  dreaming  on  the  straw  of  a stable,  and 
muttering  in  his  dream  the  terrible  secret  of  his  life.  Other 
scenes  and  persons  followed  these,  less  vivid  in  their  revival, 
but  still  always  recognisable  and  always  distinct.  A young 
girl  alone  by  night,  and  in  peril  of  her  life,  in  a cottage  on  a 
dreary  moor.  An  upper  chamber  of  an  inn,  with  two  beds  in 
it ; the  curtains  of  one  bed  closed,  and  a man  standing  by 
them,  waiting,  yet  dreading  to  draw  them  back.  A husband 
secretly  following  the  traces  of  a mystery  which  his  wife’s 
anxious  love  had  fatally  hidden  from  him  since  the  day  when 
they  first  met.  These,  and  other  visions  like  them — shadowy 
reflections  of  the  living  beings  and  the  real  events  that  had 
been  once — peopled  the  solitude  and  the  emptiness  around  me. 
They  haunted  me  still,  when  I tried  to  break  the  chain  of 
thought  which  my  own  efforts  had  wound  about  my  mind ; they 
followed  me  to  and  fro  in  the  room ; and  they  came  out  with 
me  when  I left  it.  I^had  lifted  the  veil  from  the  past  for  my- 
self ; and  I was  now  to  rest  no  more  till  I had  lifted  it  for 
others. 

I went  at  once  to  my  eldest  brother,  and  showed  him  my 
eon’s  letter,  and  told  him  aU  that  I have  written  here.  His 
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kind  lieart  was  touclied,  as  mine  liad  been.  He  felt  for  my 
suspense  ; lie  shared  my  anxiety  : he  laid  aside  his  own  occu- 
pation on  the  spot. 

‘‘  Only  tell  me,”  he  said,  ‘‘how  I can  help,  and  I will  give 
every  hour  in  the  day  to  you  and  to  George.” 

I had  come  to  him  with  my  mind  almost  as  full  of  his  past 
life  as  of  my  own  : I recalled  to  his  memory  events  in  his  ex- 
perience as  a working  clergyman  in  London  ; I set  him  looking 
among  papers  which  he  had  preserved  for  half  his  lifetime,  and 
the  very  existence  of  which  he  had  forgotten  long  since  : I re- . 
called  to  him  the  names  of  persons  to  whose  necessities  he  had 
ministered  in  his  sacred  oiEce,  and  whose  stories  he  had  heard 
from  their  own  lips,  or  received  under  their  own  handwriting. 
When  we  parted,  he  was  certain  of  what  he  was  wanted  to  do, 
and  was  resolute  on  that  very  day  to  begin  the  work. 

I went  to  Morgan  next,  and  appealed  to  him,  as  I had  al- 
ready appealed  to  Owen.  It  was  only  part  of  his  odd  charac- 
ter to  start  all  sorts  of  eccentric  objections  in  reply ; to  affect 
a cynical  indifference,  which  he  was  far  from  really  and  truly 
feeling ; and  to  indulge  in  plenty  of  quaint  sarcasm  on  the 
subject  of  Jessie  and  his  nephew  George.  I waited  till  these 
little  surface-ebullitions  had  all  expended  themselves,  and  then 
pressed  my  point  again  with  the  earnestness  and  anxiety  that 
I rea-Uy  felt. 

Evidently  touched  by  the  manner  of  my  appeal  to  him,  even 
more  than  by  the  language  in  which  it  was  expressed.  Morgan 
took  refuge  in  his  customary  abruptness,  spread  out  his  paper 
violently  on  the  table,  seized  his  pen  and  ink,  and  told  me  quite 
fiercely  to  give  him  his  work  and  let  him  tackle  it  at  once. 

I set  myself  to  recall  to  his  memory  some  very  remarkable 
experiences  of  his  own  in  his  professional  days ; but  he  stopped 
me  before  I had  half  done. 

“ I understand,”  he  said,  taking  a savage  dip  at  the  ink,  “ I’m 
to  make  her  flesh  creep,  and  to  frighten  her  out  of  her  wits^ 
rU  do  it  with  a vengeance !” 

^ Reserving  to  myself  privately  an  editorial  right  of  supervi- 
Bion  over  Morgan’s  contributions,  I returned  to  my  own  room 
to  begin  my  share — by  far  the  largest  one — of  the  task  before 
us.  The  stimulus  applied  to  my  mind  by  my  son’s  letter  must 
have  been  a strong  one  indeed ; for  I had  hardly  been  more 
than  an  hour  at  my  desk,  before  I found  the  old  literary  faci- 
lity of  my  youthful  days,  when  I was  a VTiter  for  the  maga- 
zmes,  returning  to  me  as  if  by  magic.  I worked  on  unrem  it- 
tingly  till  dinner-time ; and  then  resumed  the  pen  after  we 
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had  all  separated  for  the  night.  At  two  o’clock  the  next  morn- 
ing, I found  myself — Grod  help  me ! — masquerading,  as  it  were, 
in  my  own  long-lost  character  of  a hard-witing  young  man, 
with  the  old  familiar  cup  of  strong  tea  by  my  side,  and  the  old 
familiar  wet  towel  tied  round  my  head. 

My  review  of  the  progress  I had  made,  when  I looked  back 
at  my  pages  of  manuscript,  yielded  all  the  encouragement  I 
wanted  to  drive  me  on.  It  is  only  just,  however,  to  add  to  the 
record  of  this  first  day’s  attempt,  that  the  literary  labour  which 
it  involved  was  by  no  means  of  the  most  trying  kind.  The 
great  strain  on  the  intellect — the  strain  of  invention — was 
spared  me,  by  my  having  real  characters  and  events  ready  to 
my  hand.  If  I had  been  called  on  to  create,  I should,  in  all 
probability,  have  suffered  severely  by  contrast  with  the  very 
worst  of  those  unfortunate  novelists  whom  Jessie  had  so  rashly 
and  so  thoughtlessly  condemned.  It  is  not  wonderful  that  the 
public  should  rarely  know  how  to  estimate  the  vast  service 
which  is  done  to  them  by  the  production  of  a good  book,  see- 
ing that  they  are,  for  the  most  part,  utterly  ignorant  of  the 
Immense  difficulty  of  writing  even  a bad  one. 

The  next  day  was  fine,  to  my  great  relief;  and  our  visitor, 
while  we  were  at  work,  enjoyed  her  customary  scamper  on 
the  pony,  and  her  customary  rambles  afterwards  in  the 
neighbourhood^  of  the  house.  Although  I had  interrup- 
tions to  contend  with  on  the  part  of  Owen  and  Morgan — 
neither  of  whom  possessed  my  experience  in  the  produc- 
tion of  what  heavy  people  call  “ light  literature,”  and  both  of 
whom  consequently  wanted  assistance — still  I made  great  pro- 
gress, and  earned  my  hours  of  repose  on  the  evening  of  the 
second  day. 

On  that  evening  I risked  the  worst,  and  opened  my  negotia- 
tions for  the  future  with  The  Queen  of  Hearts. 

About  an  hour  after  the  tea  had  been  removed,  and  when  I 
happened  to  be  left  alone  in  the  room  with  her,  I noticed  tliat 
she  rose  suddenly  and  went  to  the  writing-table.  My  suspi- 
cions were  aroused  directly — and  I entered  on  the  dangerous 
subject  by  inquiring  it  she  intended  to  write  to  her  aunt. 

“ Yes,”  she  said.  “ I promised  to  write  when  the  last  week 
came.  If  you  had  paid  me  the  compliment  of  asking  me  to 
stay  a little  longer,  I should  have  returned  it  by  telling  yo\i  I 
was  sorry  to  go.  As  it  is,  I mean  to  be  sulky  and  say  nothing.” 

With  those  words  she  took  up  her  pen  to  begin  the  letter. 

“Wait  a minute,’  I remonstrated.  “ I was  just  on  the  point 
. of  begging  you  to  stay  when  I spoke.” 
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W ere  you  indeed  ?”  slie  returned.  “ I never  believed  in  co 
incidences  of  that  sort  before — but  now,  of  course,  I put  the 
most  unlimited  faith  in  them !” 

‘‘  Will  you  believe  in  plain  proofs  ?”  I asked,  adopting  her 
humour.  “ How  do  you  think  I and  my  brothers  have  been 
employing  ourselves  all  day  to-day  and  all  day  yesterday? 
Griiess  what  we  have  been  about.” 

“ Congratulating  yourselves  in  secret  on  my  approaching  de- 
parture,” she  answered,  tapping  her  chin  saucily  with  the  fear- 
ther  end  of  her  pen. 

I seized  the  opportunity  of  astonishing  her,  and  forthwith 
told  her  the  truth.  She  started  up  from  the  table,  and  ap- 
proached me  with  the  eagerness  of  a child,  her  eyes  sparkling, 
and  her  cheeks  flushed. 

“ Do  you  really  mean  it  ?”  she  said. 

I assured  her  that  I was  in  earnest.  She  thereupon  not  only 
expressed  an  interest  in  our  undertaking,  which  was  evidently 
sincere — but,  with  characteristic  impatience,  wanted  to  begin 
the  first  evening’s  reading  on  that  very  night.  I disappointed 
her  sadly  by  explaining  that  we  required  time  to  prepare  our- 
selves : and  by  assuring  her  that  we  should  not  be  ready  for 
the  next  five  days.  On  the  sixth  day,  I added,  we  should  be 
able  to  begin,  and  to  go  on,  without  missing  an  evening,  for 
probably  ten  days  more. 

“ The  next  five  days  ?”  she  repeated.  “ Why,  that  will  just 
bring  us  to  the  end  of  my  six  weeks’  visit.  I suppose  you  are 
not  setting  a trap  to  catch  me  ? This  is  not  a trick  of  you  three 
cunning  old  gentlemen  to  make  me  stay  on,  is  it  ?” 

I quailed  inwardly  as  that  dangerously  close  guess  at  the 
truth  passed  her  lips. 

“ You  forget,”  I said,  that  the  idea  only  occurred  to  me 
after  what  you  said  yesterday.  If  it  had  struck  me  earlier,  we 
should  have  been  ready  earlier — and  then,  where  would  your 
suspicions  have  been  ?” 

“I  am  ashamed  of  having  felt  them,”  she  said,  in  her  frank, 
hearty  way.  “ I retract  the  word  ‘ trap,’  and  I beg  pardon  for 
calling  you  ‘ three  cunning  old  gentlemen.’  But  what  am  I to 
say  to  my  aunt  ?” 

She  moved  back  to  the  writing-table  as  she  spoke. 

“ Say  nothing,”  I replied,  “ till  you  have  heard  the  first  story 
Shut  up  the  paper-case  till  that  time  ; and  then  decide  wlien 
you  will  open  it  again  to  write  to  your  aunt.” 

She  hesitated,  and  smiled.  That  terribly  close  guess  of  hers 
Vras  not  out  of  her  mind  yet. 
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I rather  fancy,’*  she  said  slyly,  ‘‘  that  the  first  story  will 
turn  out  to  be  the  best  of  the  whole  series.” 

‘‘  Wrong  again,”  I retorted.  “I  have  a plan  for  letting 
chance  decide  which  of  the  stories  the  first  one  shall  be.  Tliey 
shall  be  all  numbered  as  they  are  done  ; corresponding  num- 
bers shall  be  written  inside  folded  pieces,  of  card  and  well 
mixed  together ; you  shall  pick  out  any  one  card  you  like ; you 
shall  declare  the  number  written  within ; and,  good  or  bad,  the 
story  that  answers  to  that  number  shall  be  the  story  that  is 
read.  Is  that  fair  ?” 

“ Fair !”  she  exclaimed.  “ It’s  better  than  fair  ; it  makes  me 
of  some  importance — and  I must  be  more  or  less  than  woman 
not  to  appreciate  that.” 

“ Then  you  consent  to  wait  patiently  for  the  next  five  days  ?” 

“ As  patiently  as  I can.” 

“ And  you  engage  to  decide  nothing  about  writing  to  your 
aunt  until  you  have  heard  the  first  story  ?” 

“ I do,”  she  said,  returning  to  the  writing-table.  “ Behold 
the  ]3roof  of  it.”  She  raised  her  hand  with  theatrical  solem- 
nity, and  closed  the  paper-case  with  an  impressive  bang. 

I leaned  back  in  my  chair,  with  my  mind  at  ease  for  the  first 
time  since  the  receipt  of  my  son’s  letter. 

“ Only  let  George  return  by  the  first  of  November,”  I 
thought  to  myself,  “ and  all  the  aunts  in  Christendom  shall 
not  prevent  The  Queen  of  Hearts  from  being  here  to  meet 
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SiiowEET  and  unsettled.  In  spite  of  the  weather,  Jessie  put 
on  my  macintosh  cloak  and  rode  off  over  the  hills  to  one  of 
Owen’s  outlying  farms.  She  was  already  too  impatient  to  wait 
quietly  for  the  evening’s  reading  in  the  house ; or  to  enjoy  any 
amasement  less  exhilarating  than  a gallop  in  the  open  air. 

I was,  on  my  side,  as  anxious  and  as  uneasy  as  our  guest. 
Now  that  the  six  w^eeks  of  her  stay  had  expired — now  that 
the  day  had  really  arrived,  on  the  evening  of  which  the  first 
story  was  to  be  read — I began  to  calculate  the  chan»ces  of 
failure  as  well  as  the  chances  of  success.  What  if  my  own 
estimate  of  the  interest  of  the  stories  turned  out  to  be  a false 
one  ? What  if  some  unforeseen  accident  occurred  to  delay  my 
son’s  return  beyond  ten  days  ? 

The  arrival  of  the  newspaper  had  already  become  an  event 
of  the  deepest  importance  to  me.  Unreasonable  as  it  was  to 
expect  any  tidings  of  George  at  so  early  a date,  I began,  never- 
theless, on  this  first  of  our  days  of  suspense,  to  look  for  the 
name  of  his  ship  in  the  columns  of  telegraphic  news.  The 
mere  mechanical^  act  of  looking  was  some  relief  to  my  over- 
strained feelings — although  I might  have  known,  and  did 
know,  that  the  search,  for  the  present,  could  lead  to  no  satis- 
factory result. 

Towards  noon,  I shut  myself  up  with  my  collection  of 
manuscripts,  to  revise  them  for  the  last  time.  Our  exertions 
had  tnus  far  produced  but  six  of  the  necessary  ten  stories 
As  they  were  only,  however,  to  be  read,  one  by  one,  on  six 
euecessive  evenings,  and  as  we  could  therefore  count  on  plenty 
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of  leisure  in  tlie  daytime,  I was  in  no  fear  of  our  failing  to 
finisli  tlie  little  series. 

Of  tlie  six  completed  stories,  I had  written  two,  and  had 
found  a third,  in  the  form  of  a collection  of  letters,  among  my 
papers.  Morgan  had  only  written  one ; and  this  solitary  con- 
tribution of  his  had  given  me  more  trouble  than  both  my  own 
put  together,  in  consequence  of  the  perpetual  intrusion  of  my 
brother’s  eccentricities,  in  every  part  of  his  narrative.  The 
process  of  removing  these  quaint  turns  and  frisks  of  Morgan’s 
humour — which,  however  amusing  they  might  have  been  in  an 
Essay,  sadly  interfered  with  the  suspended  interest  of  a Story 
— certainly  tried  my  patience,  and  my  critical  faculty  (such  as 
it  is)  more  severely  than  any  other  part  of  our  literary  enter- 
prise which  had  fallen  to  my  share. 

Owen’s  investigations  among  his  papers  had  supplied  us 
with  the  two  remaining  narratives.  One  was  contained  in  a 
letter,  and  the  other  in  the  form  of  a diary ; and  both  had 
been  received  by  him  directly  from  the  writers.  Besides  these 
contributions,  he  had  undertaken  to  help  us  by  some  work  of 
his  own ; and  had  been  engaged  for  the  last  four  days  in 
moulding  certain  events  which  had  happened  within  his  per- 
sonal knowledge,  into  the  form  of  a story.  His  extreme  fas- 
tidiousness, as  a writer,  interfered,  however,  so  seriously  with 
his  progress,  that  he  was  still  sadly  behindhand,  and  was  likely, 
though  less  heavily  burdened  than  Morgan  or  myself,  to  be  the 
last  to  complete  his  allotted  task. 

Such  was  our  position,  and  such  the  resources  at  our  com- 
mand, when  the  first  of  the  Ten  Hays  dawned  upon  us.  Shortly 
after  four  in  the  afternoon,  I completed  my  work  of  revision  ; 
numbered  the  manuscripts  from  one  to  six,  exactly  as  they 
happened  to  lie  under  my  hand ; and  enclosed  them  all  in  a 
portfolio,  covered  with  purple  morocco,  which  became  known 
from  that  time  by  the  imposing  title  of  The  Purple  Volume. 

Miss  Jessie  returned  from  her  expedition  just  as  I was  tying 
the  strings  of  the  portfolio ; and,  woman-like,  instantly  asked 
leave  to  peep  inside — ^which  favour,  I,  manlike,  positively  de- 
clined to  grant. 

As  soon  as  dinner  was  over,  our  guest  retired  to  array  her- 
self in  magnificent  evening  costume.  It  had  been  arranged 
that  the  readings  were  to  take  place  in  her  own  sitting-room ; 
and  she  was  so  enthusiastically  desirous  to  do  honour  to  the 
occasion,  that  she  regretted  not  having  brought  with  her  from 
London  the  dress  in  which  she  had  been  presented  at  court, 
bhe  vear  before ; and  not  having  borrowed  certain  materials  for 


THE  FIRST  DAY,  41 

additional  splendour,  wliich  she  briefly  described  as  “ aunt’s 
diamonds.” 

Towards  eight  o’clock  we  assembled  in  the  sitting-room ; and 
a strangely  assorted  company  we  were.  At  the  head  of  the 
table,  radiant  in  silk  and  jewellery,  flowers  and  furbelows,  sat 
The  Queen  of  Hearts,  looking  so  handsome  and  so  happy,  that 
I secretly  congratulated  my  absent  son  on  the  excellent  taste 
he  had  shown  in  falling  in  love  with  her.  Hound  this  bright 
young  creature  (Owen  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  and  Morgan 
and  I on  either  side)  sat  her  three  wrinkled,  greyheaded, 
din gily- attired  hosts ; and  just  behind  her,  in  still  more  inap- 
propriate companionship,  toAvered  the  spectral  figure  of  the 
man  in  armour,  Avhich  had  so  unaccountably  attracted  her  on 
her  arrival.  This  strange  scene  was  lighted  up  by  candles  in 
high  and  heaAy  brass  sconces.  Before  Jessie  stood  a mighty 
china  punchbowl  of  the  olden  time,  containing  the  folded 
pieces  of  card,  inside  which  were  written  the  numbers  to  be 
draAAm : and  before  O^ven  reposed  the  Purple  Volume,  from 
which  one  of  us  Avas  to  read.  The  Avails  of  the  room  were 
hung  all  round  Avith  faded  tapestry ; the  clumsy  furniture  was 
black  Avith  age ; and  in  spite  of  the  light  from  the  sconces,  the 
lofty  ceiling  Avas  almost  lost  in  gloom.  If  Hembrandt  could 
have  painted  our  back- ground,  Eeynolds  our  guest,  and  Hogarth 
ourselves,  the  picture  of  the  scene  would  have  been  complete. 

AVhen  the  old  clock  over  the  tower  gateAvay  had  chimed 
eight,  I rose  to  inaugurate  the  proceedings  by  requesting  Jessie 
to  take  one  of  the  pieces  of  card  out  of  the  punchboAvl,  and 
to  declare  the  number. 

She  laughed ; then  suddenly  became  frightened  and  serious  ; 
then  looked  at  me,  and  said  “ it  was  dreadfully  like  business 
and  then  entreated  Morgan  not  to  stare  at  her,  or,  in  the 
present  state  of  her  nerves,  she  should  upset  the  punchboAvl. 
At  last  she  summoned  resolution  enough  to  take  out  one  of 
the  pieces  of  card,  and  to  unfold  it. 

Declare  the  number,  my  dear,”  said  OAven. 

“ Number  Four,”  ansAvered  Jessie,  making  a magnificent 
curtsey,  and  beginning  to  look  like  herself  again. 

OAven  opened  the  Purple  Volume,  searched  through  the 
manuscripts,  and  suddenly  changed  colour.  The  cause  of  his 
discomposure  Avas  soon  explained.  Malicious  fate  had  assigned 
to  the  most  diffident  individual  in  the  company  the  trying  re- 
sponsibility of  leading  the  Avay.  Number  four  Avas  one  of  the 
*wo  narratives  which  Owen  had  found  among  his  OAvn  papers. 

“ I am  almost  sorry,”  began  my  eldest  brother,  confusedly, 
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that  it  has  fallen  to  my  turn  to  read  first.  I hardly  knoTiv 
whicli  I distrust  most,  myself  or  my  story.” 

Tiy  and  fancy  you  are  in  the  pulpit  again,”  said  Morgan, 
sarcastically.  “ Grcntlemen  of  your  cloth,  Owen,  seldom  seem 
to  distrust  themselves  or  their  manuscripts,  when  they  get 
into  that  position.” 

“ The  fact  is,”  continued  Owen,  mildly  impenetrable  to  his 
brother’s  cynical  remark,  that  the  little  thing  I am  going  to 
try  and  read,  is  hardly  a story  at  all.  I am  afraid  it  is  only 
an  anecdote.  I became  possessed  of  the  letter  which  contains 
my  narrative  under  these  circumstances.  At  the  time  when  I 
was  a clergyman  in  London,  my  church  v/as  attended  for  some 
months  by  a lady  who  was  the  wife  of  a large  farmer  in  the 
country.  She  had  been  obliged  to  come  to  town,  and  to  re- 
main there  for  the  sake  of  one  of  her  children,  a little  boy, 
who  required  the  best  medical  advice — ” 

At  the  words  “ medical  advice,”  Morgan  shook  his  head, 
and  growled  to  himself  contemptuously.  Owen  went  on  : — 

"While  she  was  attending  in  this  way  to  one  child,  his 
share  in  her  love  was  unexpectedly  disputed  by  another,  who 
came  into  the  world  rather  before  his  time.  I baptised  the 
baby,  and  was  asked  to  the  little  christening  party  afterwards. 
This  was  my  first  introduction  to  the  lady : and  I was  very 
favourably  impressed  by  her.  Not  so  much  on  account  of  her 
personal  appearance,  for  she  was  but  a little  woman,  and  had 
no  pretensions  to  beauty,  as  on  account  of  a certain  siniplicity 
and  hearty  downright  kindness  in  her  manner,  as  well  as  of  an 
excellent  frankness  and  good  sense  in  her  conversation.  One 
of  the  guests  present,  who  saw  how  she  had  interested  me, 
and  who  spoke  of  her  in  the  highest  terms,  surprised  me  by 
inquiring  if  I should  ever  have  supposed  that  quiet,  good- 
humoured  little  womern  to  be  capable  of  performing  an  act  of 
courage  which  would  have  tried  the  nerves  of  the  boldest  man 
in  England  ? I naturally  enough  begged  for  an  explanation  ; 
but  my  neighbour  at  the  table  only  smiled  and  said,  ‘ If  you 
can  find  an  opportunity,  ask  her  what  happened  at  the  Black 
Cottage ; and  you  will  hear  something  that  will  astonish  you.’ 
I acted  on  the  hint  as  soon  as  I had  an  opportunity  of  speaking 
to  her  privately.  The  lady  answered  that  it  was  too  long  a 
story  to  tell  then ; and  explained,  on  my  suggesting  that  she 
shoMd  relate  it  on  some  future  day,  that  she  was  about  to 
start  for  her  country  home  the  next  morning.  ^ But,’  she  w^as 
good  enough  to  add,  ‘ as  I have  been  under  great  obligations 
to  you  for  many  Sundays  past,  and  as  you  seem  iiitei’ested  in 
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this  matter,  I will  employ  my  first  leisure  time,  after  my 
return,  in  telling  you  by  writing,  instead  of  by  word  of  mouth, 
what  really  happened  to  me  on  one  memorable  night  of  my 
life  in  the  Black  Cottage.” 

She  faithfully  performed  her  promise.  In  a fortnight 
afterwards  I received  from  her  the  narrative  which  I am  now 
about  to  read. 


BEOTHEE  OWEN’S  STOEY 


OF 

THE  BLACK  COTTAGE. 


To  begin  at  the  beginning,  I must  take  you  back  to  the  time 
after  iny  mother’s  death,  when  my  only  brother  had  gone  to 
sea,  when  my  sister  was  out  at  service,  and  when  I lived  alone 
with  my  father,  in  the  midst  of  a moor  in  the  West  of  England. 

The  moor  was  covered  with  great  limestone  rocks,  and  inter- 
sected here  and  there  by  streamlets.  The  nearest  habitation 
to  ours  was  situated  about  a mile  and  a half  off,  where  a strip 
of  the  fertile  land  stretched  out  into  the  waste,  like  a tongue. 
Here  the  outbuildings  of  the  great  Moor  Earm,  then  in  the 
l)ossession  of  my  husband’s  father,  began.  The  Earm-lands 
stretched  down  gently  into  a beautiful  rich  valley,  lying  nicely 
sheltered  by  the  high  platform  of  the  moor.  When  the  ground 
began  to  rise  again,  miles  and  miles  away,  it  led  up  to  a coun- 
try house,  called  Holme  Manor,  belonging  to  a gentleman 
named  Knifton.  Mr.  Knifton  had  lately  married  a young 
lady  whom  my  mother  had  nursed,  and  whose  kindness  and 
friendship  for  me,  her  foster-sister,  I shall  remember  gratefully 
to  the  last  day  of  my  life.  These,  and  other  slight  particulars, 
it  is  necessary  to  my  story  that  I should  tell  you  ; and  it  is 
also  necessary  that  you  should  be  especially  careful  to  bear 
them  well  in  mind. 

My  father  was  by  trade  a stone-mason.  His  cottage  stood 
a mile  and  a half  from  the  nearest  habitation.  In  all  other 
directions  we  were  four  or  five  times  that  distance  from  neigh- 
bours. Being  very  poor  people,  this  lonely  situation  had  one 
great  attraction  for  us — we  lived  rent  free  on  it.  In  addition  to 
that  advantage,  the  stones,  by  shaping  which  my  father  gahied 
his  livelihood,  lay  all  about  him  at  his  very  door ; so  that  he 
thought  his  position,  solitary  as  it  was,  quite  an  enviable  one. 
I can  hardly  say  that  I agreed  with  him,  though  I never  com- 
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plained.  I was  very  fond  of  my  father,  and  managed  to  make 
the  best  of  my  loneliness  with  the  thought  of  being  useful  to 
him.  Mrs.  Knifton  wished  to  take  me  into  her  service  when 
she  married,  but  I declined — unwillingly  enough — for  my  fa- 
ther’s sake.  If  I had  gone  away,  he  would  have  had  nobody 
to  live  with  him ; and  my  mother  made  me  promise  on  her 
death-bed,  that  he  should  never  be  left  to  pine  away  alone  in 
the  midst  of  the  bleak  moor.  Our  cottage,  small  as  it  was, 
was  stoutly  and  snugly  built,  with  stone  from  the  moor,  as  a 
matter  of  course.  The  walls  were  lined  inside  and  fenced  out- 
side with  wood,  the  gift  of  Mr.  Knifton’s  father  to  my  father. 
This  double  covering  of  cracks  and  crevices,  which  would  have 
been  superfluous  in  a sheltered  position,  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary, in  our  exposed  situation,  to  keep  out  the  cold  winds 
which,  excepting  just  the  summer  months,  swept  over  us  con- 
tinually, all  the  year  round.  The  outside  boards,  covering  our 
roughly-built  stone  walls,  my  father  protected  against  the  wet, 
with  pitch  and  tar.  This  gave  to  our  little  abode  a curiously 
dark,  dingy  look,  especially  when  it  Avas  seen  from  a distance, 
and  so  it  had  come  to  be  called  in  the  neighbourhood,  even 
before  I was  born.  The  Black  Cottage. 

I have  now  related  the  p.veliminary  particulars  which  it  is 
desirable  that  you  should  know,  and  may  proceed  at  once  to 
the  pleasanter  task  of  telling  you  my  story. 

One  cloudy  autumn  day,  when  I was  rather  more  than 
eighteen  years  old,  a herdsman  walked  over  from  Moor  Barm 
with  a letter  which  had  been  left  there  for  my  father.  It  came 
from  a builder,  living  at  our  county  town,  half-a-day’s  journey 
off,  and  it  invited  my  father  to  come  to  him  and  give  his  judg- 
ment about  an  estimate  for  some  stonework  on  a very  large 
scale.  My  father’s  expenses  for  loss  of  time  were  to  be  paid, 
and  he  Avas  to  have  his  share  of  employment  afterwards  in  pre- 
paring the  stone.  He  was  only  too  glad,  therefore,  to  obey 
the  directions  Avhich  the  letter  contained,  and  to  prepare  at 
once  for  his  long  walk  to  the  county  toAvn. 

Considering  the  time  at  which  he  received  the  letter,  and 
the  necessity  of  resting  before  he  attempted  to  return,  it  Avas 
impossible  for  him  to  avoid  being  away  from  home  for  one 
night  at  least.  He  proposed  to  me,  in  case  I disliked  being 
left  alone  in  the  Black  Cottage,  to  lock  the  door,  and  to  take 
me  to  Moor  Barm  to  sleep  with  any  of  the  milkmaids  Avho 
would  give  me  a share  of  her  bed.  I by  no  means  liked  the 
notion  of  sleeping  Avith  a girl  whom  I did  not  know,  and  I saw 
^0  reason  to  feel  afraid  of  being  left  alone  for  only  one  night ) 
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SO  I declined.  'No  thieves  had  ever  come  near  us ; our  poverty 
was  sufficient  protection  against  them  ; and  of  other  dangers 
there  were  none  that  even  the  most  timid  person  could  appre- 
hend. Accordingly,  I got  my  father’s  dinner,  laughing  at  the 
notion  of  my  tailing  refuge  under  the  protection  of  a milkmaid 
at  Moor  Earm.  He  started  for  his  walk  as  soon  as  he  had 
done,  saying  he  should  try  and  be  back  by  dinner-time  the 
next  day,  and  leaving  me  and  my  cat  Polly  to  take  care  of  the 
house. 

I had  cleared  the  table  and  brightened  up  the  fire,  and  had 
sat  down  to  my  work,  with  the  cat  dozing  at  my  feet,  when  I 
heard  the  trampling  of  horses ; and,  running  to  the  door,  saw 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Knifton,  with  their  groom  behind  them,  riding 
up  to  the  Black  Cottage.  It  was  part  of  the  young  lady’s 
kindness  never  to  neglect  an  opportunity  of  coming  to  pay  me  a 
friendly  visit ; and  her  husband  was  generally  willing  to  ac- 
company her  for  his  wife’s  sake.  I made  my  best  curtsey, 
therefore,  with  a great  deal  of  pleasure,  but  with  no.  j) articular 
surprise  at  seeing  them.  They  dismounted  and  entered  the 
cottage,  laughing  and  talking  in  great  spirits.  I soon  heard 
that  they  were  riding  to  the  same  county  town  for  which  my 
father  was  bound ; and  that  they  intended  to  stay  with  some 
friends  there  for  a few  days,  and  to  return  home  on  horseback, 
as  they  went  out. 

I heard  this,  and  I also  discovered  that  they  had  been  hav- 
ing an  argument,  in  jest,  about  money  matters,  as  they  rode 
along  to  our  cottage.  Mrs.  Knifton  had  accused  her  husband 
of  inveterate  extravagance,  and  of  never  being  able  to  go  out 
with  money  in  his  pocket  without  spending  it  all,  if  he  possi- 
bly could,  before  he  got  home  again.  Mr.  Ehiifton  had  laugh- 
ingly defended  himself  by  declaring  that  all  his  pocket-money 
went  in  presents  for.his  wife,  and  that,  if  he  spent  it  lavishly, 
it  was  under  her  sole  influence  and  superintendence. 

We  are  going  to  Cliverton  now,”  he  said  to  Mrs.  Ehiifton, 
naming  the  county  town,  and  warming  himself  at  our  poor  fire 
just  as  pleasantly  as  if  he  had  been  standing  on  his  own  grand 
hearth.  “ You  will  stop  to  admire  every  pretty  thing  in  every 
one  of  the  Cliverton  shop-windows  ; I shall  hand  you  the  purse, 
and  you  will  go  in  and  buy.  When  we  have  reached  home  again, 
and  you  have  had  time  to  get  tired  of  your  purchases,  3^ou  wiU 
clasp  your  hands  in  amazement,  and  declare  that  you  are  quite 
shocked  at  my  habits  of  extravagance.  I am  only  the  banker 
who  keeps  the  monej"— you,  my  love,  are  the  spendthrift  who 
throws  it  aU  away !” 
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“ Am  I,  sir  ?”  said  Mrs.  Kjiifton,  witli  a look  of  mock  iadig. 
nation.  We  will  see  if  I am  to  be  misrepresented  in  this  w^ay 
with  impunity.  Bessie,  my  dear”  (turning  to  me),  “you 
shall  judge  how  far  I deserve  the  character  which  my  hus- 
band has  just  given  to  me.  I am  the  spendthrift,  am  T ? 
And  you  are  only  the  banker?  Very  well.  Banker,  give  me 
my  money  at  once,  if  you  please !” 

Mr.  Knifton  laughed,  and  took  some  gold  and  silver  from 
his  waistcoat  pocket. 

“ IN’o,  no,”  said  Mrs.  Knifton.  You  may  want  what  you 
have  got  there  for  necessary  expenses.  Is  that  all  the  money 
you  have  about  you  ? What  do  I feel  here?”  and  she  tapped 
her  husband  on  the  chest,  just  over  the  breast-pocket  of  his 
coat. 

Mr.  Knifton  laughed  again,  and  produced  his  pocket-book. 
His  wdfe  snatched  it  out  of  his  hand,  opened  it,  and  drew  out 
some  bank  notes,  put  them  back  again  immediately,  and  clos- 
ing the  pocket-book,  stepped  across  the  room  to  my  poor 
mother’s  little  walnut-wood  book-case — the  only  bit  of  valuable 
furniture  we  had  in  the  house. 

“ Wliat  are  you  going  to  do  there  ?”  asked  Mr.  Knifton, 
following  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Knifton  opened  the  glass  door  of  the  book-case,  put 
the  pocket-book  in  a vacant  place  on  one  of  the  lower  shelves, 
closed  and  locked  the  door  again,  and  gave  me  the  key. 

You  called  me  a spendthrift  just  now,”  she  said.  There 
Is  my  answer.  Not  one  farthing  of  that  money  shall  you 
spend  at  Cliverton  on  me.  Keep  the  key  in  your  pocket, 
Bessie,  and,  whatever  Mr.  Knifton  may  say,  on  no  account  let 
him  have  it  until  w^e  call  again  on  our  way  back,  Ko,  sir,  I 
w^on’t  trust  you  with  that  money  in  your  pocket  in  the  towm 
of  Cliverton.  I will  make  sure  of  your  taking  it  all  home 
again,  by  leaving  it  here  in  more  trustworthy  hands  than 
yours,  until  we  ride  back.  Bessie,  my  dear,  what  do  yo7i 
say  to  that,  as  a lesson  in  economy  inflicted  on  a prudent  hus- 
band by  a spendthrift  wife  ?” 

She  took  Mr.  Kmiffcon’s  arm  while  she  spoke,  and  drew  him 
away  to  the  door.  He  protested,  and  made  some  resistance, 
but  she  easily  carried  her  point,  for  he  was  far  too  fond  of  her 
to  have  a will  of  his  own  in  any  trifling  matter  between  them, 
Whatever  the  men  might  say,  Mr.  Knifton  was  a model  hus- 
band in  the  estimation  of  all  the  women  who  knew  him. 

‘‘  You  wiU  see  us  as  we  come  back,  Bessie.  Till  then,  you 
are  our  banker,  and  the  pocket-book  is  yours,”  cried  Mrs. 
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Knifton  gaily,  at  tlie  door.  Her  husband  lifted  her  into  the 
saddle,  mounted  himself,  and  away  they  both  galloped  over 
the  moor,  as  wild  and  happy  as  a couple  of  children. 

Although  my  being  trusted  with  money  by  Mrs.  Knifton 
was  no  novelty  (in  her  maiden  days  she  always  employed  me 
to  pay  her  dress-maker’s  bills),  I did  not  feel  quite  easy  at 
having  a pocket-book  full  of  bank-notes  left  by  her  in  my 
charge.  I had  no  positive  apprehension  about  the  safety  of 
the  deposit  placed  in  my  hands,  but  it  was  one  of  the  odd 
points  in  my  character  then  (and  I think  it  is  still),  to  feel 
an  unreasonably  strong  objection  to  charging  myself  with 
money  responsibilities  of  any  kind,  even  to  suit  the  convenience 
of  my  dearest  friends.  As  soon  as  I was  left  alone,  the  very 
sight  of  the  pocket-book  behind  the  glass  door  of  the  book-case 
began  to  worry  me ; and,  instead  of  returning  to  my  work,  I 
puzzled  my  brains  about  finding  a place  to  lock  it  up  in,  where 
it  would  not  be  exposed  to  the  view  of  any  chance  passer-by, 
who  might  stray  into  the  Black  Cottage. 

This  was  not  an  easy  matter  to  compass  in  a poor  house 
like  ours,  where  Ave  had  nothing  valuable  to  put  under  lock 
and  key.  After  running  over  various  hiding-places  in  my 
mind,  I thought  of  my  tea-caddy,  a present  of  Mrs.  Knifton’s, 
which  I always  kept  out  of  harm’s  way  in  my  o^YI^  bed-room. 
Most  unluckily — as  it  afterwards  turned  out — instead  of 
taking  the  pocket-book  to  the  tea-caddy,  I Avent  into  my  room 
first,  to  take  the  tea-caddy  to  the  pocket-book.  I only  acted 
in  this  roundabout  Avay  from  sheer  thoughtlessness,  and  se- 
verely enough  I was  punished  for  it,  as  you  will  acknowledge 
yourself*  Avhen  you  have  read  a page  or  tAVO  more  of  my  story. 

I was  just  getting  the  unlucky  tea-caddy  out  of  my  cup- 
board, Avhen  I heard  footsteps  in  the  passage,  and  running  out 
immediately,  saAV  tAVO  men  Avalk  into  the  kitchen — the  room  in 
Avhich  I had  received  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kbiifton.  I enquired  what 
they  wanted,  sharply  enough,  aiid  one  of  them  ansAvered  im- 
mediately that  they  Avanted  my  father.  He  turned  towards 
me,  of  course,  as  he  spoke,  and  I recognised  him  as  a stone- 
mason, going  among  his  comrades  by  the  name  of  Shifty  Dick. 
He  bore  a very  bad  character  for  everything  but  Avrestling — 
a sport  for  which  the  working  men  of  our  parts  Avere  famous 
ail  through  the  county.  Shifty  Dick  was  champion,  and  he 
had  got  his  name  from  some  tricks  in  wresthng,  for  Avhich  he 
was  celebrated.  He  Avas  a tall,  heavy  man,  with  a lowering, 
scarred  face,  and  huge  hairy  hands — the  last  visitor  in  the 
whAe  world  that  I should  have  been  glad  to  see  under  anj 
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circumstances,  llis  companion  was  a stranger,  wliom  he  ad- 
dressed by  the  name  of  Jerry — a quick,  dapper,  wicked-looking 
man,  who  took  olF  his  cap  to  me  with  mock  politeness,  and 
shewed,  in  so  doing,  a very  bald  head,  with  some  very  ugly- 
looking  knobs  on  it.  I distrusted  him  worse  than  I did  Shifty 
Dick,  and  managed  to  get  between  his  leering  eyes  and  the 
book- case,  as  I told  the  two  that  my  father  was  gone  out,  and 
that  I did  not  expect  him  back  till  the  next  day. 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  my  mouth  before  I repented 
of  having  spoken  them.  My  anxiety  to  get  rid  of  my  unwel- 
come visitors  had  made  me  incautious  enough  to  acknowledge 
that  my  father  would  be  away  from  home  for  the  whole  night. 

Shifty  Dick  and  his  companion  looked  at  each  other  when  I 
unwisely  let  out  the  truth,  but  made  no  remark,  except  to  ask 
me  if  I would  give  them  a drop  of  cider.  I answered,  sharply, 
that  I had  no  cider  in  the  house — having  no  fear  of  the  conse- 
quences of  refusing  them  drink,  because  I knew  that  plenty  of 
men  were  at  work  within  hail,  in  a neighbouring  quarry.  The 
two  looked  at  each  other  again,  when  I denied  having  any 
cider  to  give  them ; and  J erry  (as  I am  obliged  to  call  him, 
knowing  no  other  name  by  which  to  distingnish  the  fellow) 
took  off  his  cap  to  me  once  more,  and,  with  a kind  of  black- 
guard gentility  upon  him,  said  they  would  have  the  pleasure  of 
calling  the  next  day,  when  my  father  was  at  home.  I said 
good  afternoon  as  ungraciously  as  possible : and,  to  my  great 
relief,  they  both  left  the  cottage  immediately  afterwards. 

As  soon  as  they  were  well  away,  I watched  them  from  the 
door.  They  trudged  off  in  the  direction  of  Moor  Earm ; and^ 
as  it  was  beginning  to  get  dusk,  I soon  lost  sight  of  them. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  I looked  out  again. 

The  wind  had  lulled  with  the  sunset,  but  the  mist  was  rising, 
and  a heavy  rain  was  beginning  to  fall.  Hevr/T  did  the  lonely 
prospect  of  the  moor  look  so  dreary  as  it  lo(ked  to  my  eyea 
that  evening.  Never  did  I regret  any  slight  thing  more  sin- 
cerely than  I then  regretted  the  leaving  of  Mr.  Emifton’s 
pocket-book  in  my  charge.  I cannot  say  that  I suffered  under 
any  actual  alarm,  for  I felt  next  to  certain  that  neither  Shifty 
Dick  nor  Jerry  had  got  a chance  of  setting  eyes  on  so  small  a 
thing  as  the  pocket-book,  while  they  were  in  the  kitchen : but 
there  was  a kind  of  vague  distrust  troubling  me — a suspicion 
of  the  night — a dislike  at  being  left  by  myself,  which  I never 
remember  having  experienced  before.  This  feeling  so  in- 
creased, after  I had  closed  the  door  and  gone  back  to  thd 
kitchen,  that,  when  I heard  the  yoices  of  the  quarrymen,  zm 
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they  passed  our  cottage  on  their  way , home  to  the  village  in 
the  valley  below  Moor  Farm,  I stepped  out  into  the  passage 
with  a momentary  notion  of  telling  them  how  I was  situated, 
and  asking  them  for  advice  and  protection. 

I had  hardly  formed  this  idea,  however,  before  I dismissed  it. 
None  of  the  quarrymen  were  intimate  friends  of  mine.  I had 
a nodding  acquaintance  with  th(3m,  and  believed  them  to  bo 
honest  men,  as  times  went.  But  my  own  common  sense  told 
me  that  what  little  knowledge  of  their  characters  I had,  was 
by  no  meaus  sufficient  to  warrant  me  in  admitting  them  into 
my  confidence  in  the  matter  of  the  pocket-book.  I had  seen 
enough  of  poverty  and  poor  men  to  know  what  a terrible 
temptation  a large  sum  of  money  is  to  those  whose  whole  lives 
are  passed  in  scraping  up  sixpences  by  weary  hard  work.  It 
is  one  thing  to  write  fine  sentiments  in  books  about  incorrup- 
tible honesty,  and  another  thing  to  put  those  sentiments  in 
practice,  when  one  day’s  work  is  all  that  a man  has  to  set  up 
in  the  way  of  an  obstacle  between  starvation  and  his  own  fire- 
side. 

The  only  resource  that  remained  was  to  carry  the  pocket- 
book  with  me  to  Moor  Farm,  and  ask  permission  to  pass  the 
night  there.  But  I could  not  persuade  myself  that  there  was 
any  real  necessity  for  taking  such  a course  as  this ; and,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  my  pride  revolted  at  the  idea  of  presenting 
myself  in  the  character  of  a coward  before  the  people  at  the 
farm.  Timidity  is  thought  rather  a graceful  attraction  among 
ladies,  but  among  poor  women  it  is  something  to  be  laughed  at. 
A woman  with  less  spirit  of  her  own  than  I had,  and  always 
shall  have,  would  have  considered  twice  in  my  situation  before 
she  made  up  her  mind  to  encounter  the  jokes  of  ploughmen 
and  the  jeers  of  milkmaids.  As  for  me,  I had  hardly  consi- 
dered about  going  to  the  fa^^m  before  I despised  myself  for 
entertaining  any  such  notion.  “No,  no,”  I thought,  “I  am 
not  the  woman  to  walk  a mile  and  a half  through  rain,  and 
mist,  and  darkness,  to  tell  a vffiole  kitcheniul  of  people  that  I 
am  afraid.  Come  what  may,  here  I stop  till  father  gets 
back.”  ^ 

Having  arrived  at  that  valiant  resolution,  the  first  thing  I 
did  was  to  lock  and  bolt  the  back  and  front  doors,  and  see  to 
the  security  of  every  shutter  in  the  house.  ! 

That  duty  performed,  I made  a blazing  fire,  lighted  my 
candle,  and  sat  down  to  tea,  as  snug  and  comfortable  as  possi- 
ble. I could  hardly  believe  now,  with  the  light  in  the  room, 
and  the  sense  of  security  inspired  by  the  closed  doors  and 
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eliiitters,  that  I had  ever  felt  even  the  slightest  apprehension 
earlier  in  the  day.  I sang  as  I washed  up  the  tea-things  : and 
even  the  cat  seemed  to  catch  the  infection  of  my  good  spirits. 
I never  knew  the  pretty  creature  more  playful  than  she  was 
that  evening. 

The  tea-things  put  by,  I took  up  my  knitting,  and  worked 
away  at  it  so  long  that  I began  at  last  to  get  drowsy.  The 
fire  was  so  bright  and  comforting  that  I could  not  muster 
resolution  enough  to  leave  it  and  go  to  bed.  I sat  staring  lazily 
into  the  blaze,  with  my  knitting  on  my  lap — sat  till  the  splash- 
ing of  the  rain  outside,  and  the  fitful,  sullen  sobbing  of  the 
wind,  grew  fainter  and  fainter  on  my  ear.  The  last  sounds  I 
heard  before  I fairly  dozed  ofi*  to  sleep  were  the  cheerful  crack- 
ling of  the  fire,  and  the  steady  purring  of  the  cat,  as  she 
basked  luxuriously  in  the  warm  light  on  the  hearth.  Those 
were  the  last  sounds  before  I fell  asleep. 

The  sound  that  woke  me  was  a loud  bang  at  the  front  door. 

I started  up,  with  my  heart  (as  the  saying  is)  in  my  mouth, 
with  a frightful  momentary  shuddering  at  the  roots  of  my  hair 
— I started  up,  breathless  and  cold  ; waiting  in  the  silence,  I 
hardly  knew  for  what ; doubtful,  at  first,  whether  I had  dreamed 
about  the  bang  at  the  door,  or  whether  the  blow  had  ‘ really 
been  struck  on  it. 

In  a minute,  or  less,  there  came  a second  bang,  louder  than 
the  first.  I ran  into  the  passage. 

‘‘  Who’s  there  ?” 

“ Let  us  in,”  answered  a voice,  which  I recognised  immedi- 
ately as  the  voice  of  Shifty  Dick. 

Wait  a bit,  my  dear,  and  let  me  explain,”  said  a second 
voice,  in  the  low,  oily,  jeering  tones  of  Dick’s  companion — the 
wickedly  clever  little  man  whom  he  called  Jerry.  You  are 
alone  in  the  house,  my  pretty  little  dear.  You  may  crack  your 
sweet  voice  with  screeching,  and  there’s  nobody  near  to  hear 
you.  Listen  to  reason,  my  love,  and  let  us  in.  We  don’t  want 
cider  this  time — we  only  want  a very  neat-looking  pocket-book 
which  you  happen  to  have,  and  your  late  excellent  mother’s 
four  silver  tea  spoons,  which  you  keep  so  nice  and  clean  on  the 
chimney-piece.  If  you  let  us  in,  we  won’t  hurt  a hair  of  your 
head,  my  cherub,  and  we  promise  to  go  aw^ay  the  moment  wo 
have  got  what  we  want,  unless  you  particularly  wish  us  to  stop 
to  tea.  If  you  keep  us  out,  we  shall  be  obliged  to  break  into 
the  house,  and  then — ” 

“ And  then,”  burst  in  Shifty  Dick,  “ we’ll  mash  you  !” 

“ Yes,”  said  Jerry,  “ we’ll  mash  you,  my  beauty.  But  yoB 
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won’t  drive  us  to  doing  tliat,  will  you?  You  will  let  us 
in  ?” 

This  long  parley  gave  me  time  to  recover  from  the  effect  • 
which  the  first  bang  at  the  door  had  produced  on  my  nerves. 
The  threats  of  the  two  villains  would  have  terrified  some  women 
out  of  their  senses ; but  the  only  result  produced  on  me  was 
violent  indignation.  I had,  thank  Grod,  a strong  spirit  of  my 
own : and  the  cool,  contemptuous  insolence  of  the  man  J erry 
effectually  roused  it. 

“You  cowardly  villains  !”  I screamed  at  them  through  the 
door.  “ You  think  you  can  frighten  me  because  I am  only  a 
poor  girl  left  alone  in  the  house.  You  ragamufG.n  thieves,  I 
defy  you  both  ! Our  bolts  are  strong,  our  shutters  are  thick. 

I am  here  to  keep  my  father’s  house  safe,  and  keep  it  I will 
against  an  army  of  you !” 

You  may  imagine  what  a passion  I was  in  when  I vapoured 
and  blustered  in  that  way.  I heard  Jerry  laugh,  and  Shifty 
Dick  swear  a whole  mouthful  of  oaths.  Then  there  was  a dead 
silence  for  a minute  or  two  ; and  then  the  two  ruffians  attacked 
the  door. 

I rushed  into  the  kitchen  and  seized  the  poker,  and  then 
heaped  wood  on  the  fire,  and  lighted  all  the  candles  I could 
find : for  I felt  as  though  I could  keep  up  my  courage  better  if 
I had  plenty  of  light.  Strange  and  improbable  as  it  may  ap- 
pear, the  next  thing  that  attracted  my  attention  was  my  poor 
pussy,  crouched  up,  panic-stricken,  in  a corner.  I was  so  fond 
of  the  little  creature  that  I took  her  up  in  my  arms  and  carried 
her  into  my  bedroom,  and  put  her  inside  my  bed.  A comical 
thing  to  do  in  a situation  of  deadly  peril,  was  it  not  ? But  it 
seemed  quite  natural  and  proper  at  the  time. 

All  this  while  the  blows  were  falling  faster  and  faster  on  the 
door.  They  were  dealt,  as  I conjectured,  with  heavy  stones 
picked  up  from  the  ground  outside.  Jerry  sang  at  his  wicked 
work,  and  Shifty  Dick  swore.  As  I left  the  bedroom,  after 
putting  the  cat  under  cover,  I heard  the  lower  panel  of  the 
door  begin  to  crack. 

I ran  into  the  kitchen  and  huddled  our  four  silver  spoons 
into  my  pocket ; then  took  the  unlucky  book  with  the  bank- 
notes and  put  it  into  the  bosom  of  my  dress.  I was  determined 
to  defend  the  property  confided  to  my  care  with  my  life.  Just 
as  I had  secured  the  pocket-book  I heard  the  door  splintering, 
and  rushed  into  the  passage  again  with  my  heavy  kitchen  poker 
lifted  in  both  hands. 

I was  in  time  to  see  the  bald  head  of  Jerry,  with  the  ugly- 
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looking  knobs  on  it,  pushed  into  the  passage  throiigli  a great 
rent  in  one  of  the  lower  panels  of  the  door. 

‘‘  Get  out,  you  villain,  or  I’ll  brain  you  on  the  spot !”  I 
{:jcreeched,  threatening  him  with  the  poker. 

Mr.  Jerry  took  his  head  out  again  much  faster  than  he  put 
it  in. 

The  next  thing  that  came  through  the  rent  was  a long  pitch- 
fork,  which  they  darted  at  me  from  the  outside,  to  move  me 
from  the  door.  I struck  at  it  with  all  my  might,  and  the  blow 
must  have  jarred  the  hand  of  Shifty  Dick  up  to  his  very  shoul- 
der, for  I heard  him  give  a roar  of  rage  and  pain.  Before  he 
could  catch  at  the  fork  with  his  otlier  hand,  I had  drawn  it  in- 
side. By  this  time,  even  J erry  lost  his  temper,  and  swore  more 
awfully  than  Dick  himself. 

Then  there  came  another  minute  of  respite.  I suspected 
they  had  gone  to  get  bigger  stones,  and  I dreaded  the  giving 
way  of  the  whole  door. 

Bunning  into  the  bedroom  as  this  fear  beset  me,  I laid  hold 
of  my  chest  of  drawers,  dragged  it  into  the  passage,  and  threw 
it  down  against  the  door.  On  the  top  of  that  I heaped  my 
father’s  big  tool  chest,  three  chairs,  and  a scuttle-full  of  coals 
— and  last,  I dragged  out  the  kitchen  table  and  rammed  it  as 
hard  as  I could  against  the  whole  barricade.  They  heard  me 
as  they  were  coming  up  to  the  door  with  fresh  stones.  Jerry 
said,  ‘‘  Stop  a bit,”  and  then  the  two  consulted  together  in 
whispers.  I listened  eagerly,  and  just  caught  these  words : 

“ Let’s  try  it  the  other  way.” 

Nothing  more  was  said,  but  I heard  their  footsteps  retreat, 
ing  from  the  door. 

Were  they  going  to  besiege  the  back-door  now  ? 

I had  hardly  asked  myself  that  question  when  I heard  their 
voices  at  the  other  side  of  the  house.  The  back-door  was 
smaller  than  the  front ; but  it  had  this  advantage  in  the  way 
of  strength — it  was  made  of  two  solid  oak  boards,  joined  long- 
wise, and  strengthened  inside  by  heavy  cross  pieces.  It  had 
no  bolts  like  the  front  door,  but  was  fastened  by  a bar  of  iron, 
running  across  it  in  a slanting  direction,  and  fitting  at  either 
end  into  the  wall. 

“ They  must  have  the  whole  cottage  down  before  they  can 
break  in  at  that  door,”  I thought  to  myself.  And  they  soon 
found  out  as  much  for  themselves.  After  five  minutes  of  bang- 
ing at  the  back  door,  they  gave  up  any  farther  attack  in  that 
direction,  and  cast  their  heavy  stones  down  with  curses  of  fury 
awful  to  hear. 


54 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS. 


I went  into  the  kitchen  and  dropped  on  the  window  seat  to 
rest  for  a moment.  Suspense  and  excitement  together  were 
beginning  to  tell  upon  me.  The  perspiration  broke  out  thick 
on  my  forehead,  and  I began  to  feel  the  bruises  I had  inflicted 
on  my  hands  in  making  the  barricade  against  the  front  door. 
I had  not  lost  a particle  of  my  resolution,  but  I was  begiiming 
to  lose  strength.  There  was  a bottle  of  rum  in  the  cupboard, 
which  my  brother  the  sailor  had  left  with  us  the  last  time  he 
was  ashore.  I dramx  a drop  of  it.  Never  before  or  since  have 
I put  anything  down  my  throat  that  did  me  half  so  much  good 
as  that  precious  mouthful  of  rum. 

I was  still  sitting  in  the  window  seat  drying  my  face,  when 
I suddenly  heard  their  voices  close  behind  me. 

They  were  feeling  the  outside  of  the  windoAV  against  which 
I was  sitting.  It  was  protected,  like  all  the  other  windows  in 
the  cottage,  by  mon  bars.  I listened  in  dreadful  suspense  for 
the  sound  of  filing,  but  nothing  of  the  sort  was  audible.  They 
had  evidently  reckoned  on  frightening  me  easily  into  letting 
them  in,  and  had  come  unprovided  with  housebreaking  tools  of 
any  kind.  A fresh  burst  of  oaths  informed  me  that  they  had 
recognized  the  obstacle  of  the  iron  bars.  I listened  breath- 
lessly for  some  warning  of  what  they  were  going  to  do  next, 
but  their  voices  seemed  to  die  away  in  the  distance.  They 
were  retreating  from  the  window.  Were  they  also  retreating 
from  the  house  altogether  ? Had  they  given  up  the  idea  of 
effecting  an  entrance  in  despair  ? 

A long  silence  followed — a silence  which  tried  my  courage 
even  more  severely  than  the  tumult  of  their  first  attack  on  the 
cottage. 

Dreadful  suspicions  now  beset  me  of  their  being  able  to  ac- 
complish by  treachery  what  they  had  failed  to  effect  by  forca 
Well  as  I knew  the  cottage,  I began  to  doubt  whether  there 
might  not  be  ways  of  cunningly  and  silently  entering  it  against 
which  I was  not  provided.  The  ticking  of  the  clock  annoyed 
me ; the  crackling  of  the  fire  startled  me.  I looked  out  twenty 
times  in  a minute  into  the  dark  corners  of  the  passage,  straining 
my  eyes,  holding  my  breath,  anticipating  the  most  unlikely 
events,  the  most  impossible  dangers.  Had  they  really  gone  ? 
or  were  they  stdl  prowliug  about  the  house  ? Oh,  what  a sum 
of  money  I would  have  given,  only  to  have  known  what  they 
were  about  in  that  interval  of  silence ! 

I was  startled  at  last  or*t  of  my  suspense  in  the  most  awful 
manner. 

A shout  from  one  of  tliem  readied  my  ears  on  a sudden  down 
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the  kitchen  chimney.  It  was  so  unexpected  and  so  horrible  in 
Ae  stillness,  that  I screamed  for  the  first  time  since  the  attack 
on  the  house.  My  worst  forebodings  had  never  suggested  to 
me  that  the  two  villains  might  mount  upon  the  roof. 

‘‘  Let  us  in,  you  she-devil !”  roared  a voice  down  the  chim- 
ney. 

There  was  another  pause.  The  smoke  from  the  wood  fire, 
thin  and  light  as  it  was  in  the  red  state  of  the  embers  at  tliat 
moment,  had  evidently  obliged  the  man  to  take  his  face  from 
the  mouth  of  the  chimney.  I counted  the  seconds  while  he 
was,  as  I conjectured,  getting  his  breath  again.  In  less  than 
half  a minute  there  came  another  shout : . 

“ Let  us  in,  or  we’ll  burn  the  place  down  over  your  head.” 

Burn  it  ? Burn  what  ? There  was  nothing  easily  com- 
bustible but  the  thatch  on  the  roof ; and  that  had  been  well 
soaked  by  the  heavy  rain  which  had  now  fallen  incessantly 
for  more  than  six  hours.  Burn  the  place  over  my  head  ? 
How  ? 

While  I was  still  casting  about  wildly  in  my  mind  to  dis- 
cover what  possible  danger  there  could  be  of  fire,  one  of  the 
heavy  stones  placed  on  the  thatch  to  keep  it  from  being  torn 
up  by  high  winds,  came  thundering  down  the  chimney.  It 
scattered  the  live  embers  on  the  hearth  all  over  the  room.  A 
richly  furnished  place,  with  knickknacks  and  fine  muslin  about 
it,  would  have  been  set  on  fire  immediately.  Even  our  bare 
floor  and  rough  furniture  gave  out  a smell  of  burning  at  the 
first  shower  of  embers  which  the  first  stone  scattered. 

Eor  an  instant  I stood  quite  horror-struck  before  this  new 
proof  of  the  devilish  ingenuity  of  the  villains  outside.  But  the 
dreadful  danger  I was  now  in  recalled  me  to  my  senses  imme- 
diately. There  was  a large  canful  of  water  in  my  bedroom, 
and  I ran  in  at  once  to  fetch  it.  Before  I could  get  back  to 
the  kitchen,  a second  stone  had  been  thrown  down  the  chimney, 
and  the  floor  was  smouldering  in  several  places. 

’ I had  wit  enough  to  let  the  smouldering  go  on  for  a moment 
or  two  more,  and  to  pour  the  whole  of  my  canful  of  water  over 
the  fire  before  the  third  stone  came  down  the  chimney.  The 
live  embers  on  the  floor  I easily  disposed  of  after  that.  The 
man  on  the  roof  must  have  heard  the  hissing  of  the  fire  as  I 
put  it  out,  and  have  felt  the  change  produced  in  the  air  at  the 
mouth  of  the  chimney  ; for  after  the  third  stone  had  descended, 
no  more  followed  it.  As  for  either  of  the  ruffians  themselves 
droj)ping  down  by  the  same  road  along  which  the  stones 
had  come,  that  was  not  to  be  dreaded.  The  chimney,  as  I well 
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knew  by  our  experience  in  cleaning  it,  was  too  narrow  to  give 
passage  to  anyone  above  the  size  of  a small  boy. 

I looked  upwards  as  that  comforting  reflection  crossed  my 
mind — I looked  up,  and  saw,  as  plainly  as  I see  the  paper  I am 
now  writing  on,  the  point  of  a knife  coming  through  the  inside 
of  the  roof,  just  over  my  head.  Our  cottage  had  no  upper 
story,  and  our  rooms  had  no  ceilings.  Slowly  and  wickedly  the 
knife  wriggled  its  way  through  the  dry  inside  thatch  between 
the  rafters.  It  stopped  for  a while,  and  there  came  a sound  of 
tearing.  That,  in  its  turn,  stopped  too  ; there  was  a great  fall 
of  dry  thatch  on  the  floor ; and  I saw  the  heavy,  hairy  hand  of 
Shifty  Dick,  armed  with  the  knife,  come  through  after  the  fallen 
fragments.  He  tapped  at  the  rafters  with  the  back  of  the 
knife,  as  if  to  test  their  strength.  Thank  Grod,  they  were  sub- 
stantial and  close  together  ! Nothing  lighter  than  a hatchet 
would  have  sufficed  to  remove  any  part  of  them. 

The  murderous  hand  was  still  tapping  with  the  knife,  when 
I heard  a shout  from  the  man  Jerry,  coming  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  my  father’s  stone-shed  in  the  back  yard,  The 
hand  and  knife  disappeared  instantly.  I went  to  the  back  door, 
and  put  my  ear  to  it  and  listened. 

Both  men  were  now  in  the  shed.  I made  the  most  desperate 
efforts  to  call  to  mind  what  tools  and  other  things  were  left  in 
it,  which  might  be  used  against  me.  But  my  agitation  con- 
fused me.  I could  remember  nothing  except  my  father’s  big 
stone  saw,  which  was  far  too  heavy  and  unwieldy  to  be  used 
on  the  roof  of  the  cottage.  I was  still  puzzling  my  brains  and 
making  my  head  swim  to  no  purpose,  when  I heard  the  men 
dragging  something  out  of  the  shed.  At  the  same  instant 
when  the  noise  caught  my  ear,  the  remembrance  flashed  across 
me  like  lightning  of  some  beams  of  wood  which  had  lain  in  the 
shed  for  years  past.  I had  hardly  time  to  feel  certain  that  they 
were  removing  one  of  these  beams,  before  I heard  Shifty  Dick 
say  to  J erry  ; — 

‘‘  Which  door  ?” 

“The  front,”  was  the  answer.  “ We’ve  cracked  it  already; 
we’ll  have  it  doAvn  now  in  no  time.” 

Senses  less  sharpened  by  danger  than  mine  would  have  un- 
derstood but  too  easily,  from  these  words,  that  they  were  about 
to  use  the  beam  as  a battering-ram  against  the  door.  When 
that  conviction  overcame  me,  I lost  courage  at  last.  I felt  that 
the  door  must  come  down.  No  such  barricade  as  I had  con- 
structed could  support  it,  for  more  than  a few  minutes,  against 
such  shocks  as  it  was  now  to  receive. 
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“ I can  do  no  more  than  keep  the  house  against  them,”  I said 
to  myself,  with  my  knees  knocking  together,  and  the  tears  at 
last  beginning  to  wet  my  cheeks.  I must  trust  to  the  night 
and  the  thick  darkness,  and  save  my  life  by  running  for  it, 
while  there  is  yet  time.” 

I huddled  on  my  cloak  and  hood,  and  had  my  hand  on  the 
bar  of  the  back-door,  when  a piteous  mew  from  the  bed-room 
reminded  me  of  the  existence  of  poor  pussy.  I ran  in,  and 
Imddled  the  creature  up  in  my  apron.  Before  I was  out  in 
the  passage  again,  the  first  shock  from  the  beam  fell  on  the 
door. 

The  upper  hinge  gave  way.  The  chairs  and  the  coal-sknttle 
forming  the  top  of  my  barricade  were  hurled,  rattling,  on  to 
the  floor ; but  the  lower  hinge  of  the  door,  and  the  chest  ot 
drawers  and  tool- chest,  still  kept  their  places. 

One  more,”  I heard  the  villains  cry — one  more  run  with 
the  beam,  and  down  it  comes  !” 

Just  as  they  must  have  been  starting  for  that  “ one  more 
run,”  I opened  the  back  door  and  fled  out  into  the  night,  with 
the  bank-notes  in  my  bosom,  the  silver  spoons  in  my  pocket, 
and  the  cat  in  my  arms.  I threaded  my  way  easily  enough 
through  the  familiar  obstacles  in  the  back  yard,  and  was  out 
in  the  pitch  darkness  of  the  moor,  before  I heard  the  second 
shock,  and  the  crash  which  told  me  that  the  whole  door  had 
given  way. 

In  a few  minutes  they  must  have  discovered  the  fact  of  my 
flight  with  the  pocket-book,  for  I heard  shouts  in  the  distance 
as  if  they  were  running  out  to  pursue  me.  I kept  on  at  the 
top  of  my  speed,  and  the  noise  soon  died  away.  It  was  so 
dark,  that  twenty  thieves,  instead  of  two,  would  have  found  it 
useless  to  follow  me. 

How  long  it  was  before  I reached  the  farm-house — the 
nearest  place  to  which  I could  fly  for  refuge— I cannot  tell 
you.  I remember  that  I had  just  sense  enough  to  keep  the 
wind  at  my  back  (having  observed  in  the  beginning  of  the 
evening  that  it  blew  toward  Moor  Barm),  and  to  go  on  reso- 
lutely through  the  darkness.  In  all  other  respects,  I was  by 
this  time  half  crazed  by  what  I had  gone  through.  If  it  had 
so  happened  that  the  wind  had  changed  after  I had  observed 
its  direction  early  in  the  evening,  I should  have  gone  astray, 
and  have  probably  perished  of  fatigue  and  exposure  on  the 
moor.  Providentially,  it  still  blew  steadily,  as  it  had  blown 
for  hours  past,  and  I reached  the  farm-house  with  my  clothes 
wet  through,  and  my  brain  in  a high  fever.  AVbcn  I made  my 
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alarm  at  the  door,  they  had  all  gone  to  bed  hut  the  farmer^s 
eldest  son,  who  was  sitting  up  late  over  his  pipe  and  news- 
paper. I just  mustered  strength  enough  to  gasp  out  a few 
words,  telling  him  what  was  the  matter,  and  then  fell  down  at 
his  feet,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  in  a dead  swoon. 

That  swoon  was  followed  by  a severe  illness.  AYhen  I got 
strong  enough  to  look  about  me  again,  I found  myself  in  one 
of  the  farm-house  beds — my  father,  Mrs.  Knifton,  and  the 
doctor,  were  all  in  the  room — my  cat  was  asleep  at  my  feet, 
and  the  pocket-book  that  I had  saved  lay  on  the  table  by  my 
side. 

There  was  plenty  of  news  for  me  to  hear,  as  soon  as  I was 
fit  to  listen  to  it.  Shifty  Dick  and  the  other  rascal  had  been 
caught,  and  w^ere  in  prison,  waiting  their  trial  at  the  next 
assizes.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Knifton  had  been  so  shocked  at  the 
danger  I had  run — for  which  they  blamed  their  own  want  of 
thoughtfulness  in  leaving  the  pocket-book  in  my  care — that 
they  had  insisted  on  my  father’s  removing  from  our  lonely  home 
to  a cottage  on  their  land,  wdiich  we  w^ere  to  inhabit  rent  free. 
The  bank-notes  that  I had  saved  were  given  to  me  to  buy  lur- 
niture  with,  in  place  of  the  things  that  the  thieves  had  broken. 
These  pleasant  tidings  assisted  so  greatly  in  promoting  my  re- 
covery, that  I was  soon  able  to  relate  to  my  friends  at  the 
farm  house  the  particulars  that  I have  written  here.  They 
were  all  surprised  and  interested ; but  no  one,  as  I thought, 
listened  to  me  with  such  breathless  attention  as  the  farmer’s 
eldest  son.  Mrs.  Knifton  noticed  this,  too,  and  began  to  make 
jokes  about  it,  in  her  lighthearted  way,  as  soon  as  we  were 
alone.  I thought  little  of  her  jesting  at  the  time ; but  when 
I got  well,  and  we  went  to  live  at  our  new  home,  “ the  young 
farmer,”  as  he  was  called  in  our  parts,  constantly  came  to  see 
us,  and  constantly  managed  to  meet  me  out  of  doors.  I had 
my  share  of  vanity,  like  other  young  w^omen,  and  I began  to 
think  of  Mrs.  Knifton’ s jokes  with  some  attention.  To  be 
brief,  the  young  farmer  managed  one  Sunday — I never  could 
tell  how — to  lose  Ins  way  with  me  in  returning  from  churcli, 
and  before  we  found  out  the  right  road  home  again,  he  had 
asked  me  to  be  his  wife. 

His  relations  did  all  they  could  to  keep  us  asunder,  and 
break  off  the  match,  thinking  a poor  stonemason’s  daughter  no 
fit  wife  for  a prosperous  yeoman.  But  the  farmer  was  too 
obstinate  for  them.  He  had  one  form  of  answer  to  all  their 
objections.  “ A man,  if  he  is  worth  the  name,  marries  accord- 
ing to  his  own  notions,  and  to  please  himself,”  he  used  to  say. 
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**  My  notion  is,  that  -when  I take  a wife  I am  placing  my  clia- 
racter  and  my  happiness — the  most  precious  things  I have  to 
trust — in  one  woman’s  care.  The  woman  I mean  to  marry  had 
a small  charge  confided  to  her  care,  and  showed  herself  worthy 
of  it  at  the  risk  of  her  life.  That  is  proof  enough  for  me  that 
she  is  worthy  of  the  greatest  charge  I can  put  into  her  hands. 
Hank  and  riches  are  fine  thiugs,  but  the  certainty  of  getting  a 
good  wife  is  something  better  still.  I’m  of  age,  I Imow  my 
own  mind,  and  I mean  to  marry  the  stonemason’s  daughter.” 

And  he  did  marry  me.  Whether  I proved  myself  worthy 
or  not  of  his  good  opinion  is  a question  which  I must  leave 
you  to  ask  my  husband.  All  that  I had  to  relate  about  my- 
self and  my  doings  is  now  told.  Whatever  interest  my  pe- 
rilous adventure  may  excite,  ends,  I am  well  aware,  with  my 
escape  to  the  farm-house.  I have  only  ventured  on  writing 
these  few  additional  sentences,  because  my  marriage  is  the 
moral  of  my  story.  It  has  brought  me  the  choicest  blessings 
of  happiness  and  prosperity ; and  I owe  them  all  to  my  night- 
adventure  in  The  Black  Cottage, 
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A.  CLEAR,  cloudless,  bracing  autumn  morning.  I rose  gailj, 
with  the  pleasant  conviction  on  my  mind  that  our  experiment 
had,  thus  far,  been  successful  beyond  our  hopes. 

Short  and  slight  as  the  first  story  had  been,  the  result  on 
Jessie’s  mind  had  proved  conclusive.  Before  I could  put  the 
question  to  her,  she  declared  of  her  own  accord,  and  with  her 
customary  exaggeration,  that  she  had  definitely  abandoned  all 
idea  of  writing  to  her  aunt,  until  our  collection  of  narratives 
was  exhausted. 

“ I am  in  a fever  of  curiosity  about  what  is  to  come,”  she 
said,  when  we  all  parted  for  the  night ; and,  even  if  1 wanted 
to  leave  you,  I could  not  possibly  go  away  now,  without  hear- 
ing the  stories  to  the  end.” 

So  far,  so  good.  All  my  anxieties,  from  this  time,  were 
for  George’s  return.  Again,  to-day,  I searched  the  news- 
papers ; and  again  there  were  no  tidings  of  the  ship. 

Miss  Jessie  occupied  the  second  day  by  a drive  to  our 
county  town,  to  make  some  little  purchases.  Owen,  and  Mor- 
gan, and  I were  all  hard  at  work,  during  her  absence,  on  the 
stories  that  still  remained  to  be  completed.  Owen  desponded 
about  ever  getting  done  ; Morgan  grumbled  at  what  he  called 
the  absurd  difficulty  of  writing  nonsense ; I worked  on 
smoothly  and  contentedly,  stimulated  by  the  success  of  the 
first  night. 

We  assembled,  as  before,  in  our  guest’s  sitting-room.  As 
the  clock  struck  eight,  she  drew  out  the  second  card.  It  was 
Number  Two.  The  lot  had  fallen  on  me  to  read  next. 

“ Although  my  story  is  told  in  the  first  person,”  I said, 
addressing  Jessie,  you  must  not  suppose  that  the  events 
related  in  this  particular  case  happened  to  me.  They  hap- 
pened to  a friend  of  mine,  who  naturally  described  them  to 


THE  SECOND  DAY. 


61 


me  from  his  own  personal  point  of  Y\ew.  In  producing  my 
narrative  from  the  recollection  of  what  he  told  me,  some  years 
since,  I have  supposed  myself  to  be  listening  to  him  again,  and 
have,  therefore,  written  in  his  character ; and,  whenever  my 
memory  would  help  me,  as  nearly  as  possible  in  his  language 
also.  By  this  means  I hope  I have  succeeded  in  giving  an  air 
of  reality  to  a story  which  has  truth,  at  any  rate,  to  recom- 
mend it.  I must  ask  you  to  excuse  me  if  I enter  into  no  de- 
tails in  offering  this  short  explanation.  Although  the  per- 
sons concerned  in  my  narrative  have  ceased  to  exist,  it  is  ne« 
cessary  to  observe  all  due  delicacy  towards  their  memories. 
Who  they  were,  and  how  I became  acquainted  with  them,  are 
matters  of  no  moment.  The  interest  of  the  story,  such  as  it  is, 
stands  in  no  need,  in  this  instance,  of  any  assistance  from  per- 
sonal explanations. 

With  these  words,  I addressed  myself  to  my  task,  and  read 
as  follows: — 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Was  it  an  Englisliman  or  a Frenchman  who  first  remarked 
that  every  family  had  a skeleton  in  its  cupboard  ? I am  not 
learned  enough  to  know ; but  I reverence  the  observation, 
whoever  made  it.  It  speaks  a startling  truth  through  an 
appropriately  grim  metaphor- — a truth  which  I have  discovered 
by  practical  experience.  Our  family  had  a skeleton  in  the 
cupboard,  and  its  name  was  Uncle  George. 

I arrived  at  the  knowledge  that  this  skeleton  existed,  and  I 
traced  it  to  the  particular  cupboard  in  which  it  was  hidden, 
by  slow  degrees.  I was  a child  when  I first  began  to  suspect 
that  there  was  such  a thing,  and  a grown  man  when  I at  last 
discovered  that  my  suspicions  were  true. 

My  father  was  a doctor,  having  an  excellent  practice  in  a 
large  country  town.  I have  heard  that  he  married  against  the 
wishes  of  his  family.  They  could  not  object  to  my  mother  on 
the  score  of  birth,  breeding,  or  character— they  only  disliked 
her  heartily.  My  grandfather,  grandmother,  uncles,  and  aunts, 
all  declared  that  she  was  a heartless,  deceitful  woman ; all  dis- 
liked her  manners,  her  opinions,  and  even  the  expression  of 
her  face — all,  with  the  one  exception  of  my  father’s  youngest 
brother,  George. 

George  was  the  unlucky  member  of  our  family.  The  rest 
were  all  clever ; he  was  slow  in  capacity.  The  rest  were  all 
remarkably  handsome  ; he  was  the  sort  of  man  that  no  woman 
ever  looks  at  twice.  The  r^t  succeeded  iii  life  j be  failed, 
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His  profession  was  the  same  as  my  father’s ; but  he  never  got 
on  when  he  started  in  practice  for  himself.  The  sick  poor, 
who  could  not  choose,  employed  him,  and  liked  him.  The  sick 
rich,  who  could — especially  the  ladies — declined  to  call  him  in, 
when  they  could  get  anybody  else.  In  experience  he  gained 
greatly  by  his  profession  ; in  money  and  reputation  he  gained 
nothing. 

There  are  very  few  of  us,  however  dull  and  unattractive  we 
m*ay  be  to  outward  appearance,  who  have  not  some  strong  pas- 
sion, some  germ  of  what  is  called  romance,  hidden  more  or  less 
deeply  in  our  natures.  All  the  passion  and  romance  in  the 
nature  of  my  Uncle  George  lay  in  his  love  and  admiration  for 
my  father. 

He  sincerely  worshipped  his  eldest  brother,  as  one  of  the 
noblest  of  human  beings.  When  my  father  was  engaged  to 
be  married,  and  when  the  rest  of  the  family,  as  .1  have  already 
mentioned,  did  not  hesitate  to  express  their  unfavourable 
opinion  of  the  disposition  of  his  chosen  wife.  Uncle  George, 
who  had  never  ventured  on  differing  with  anyone  before,  to 
the  amazement  of  everybody  undertook  the  defence  of  his 
future  sister-in-law,  in  the  most  vehement  and  positive  manner. 
In  his  estimation,  his  brother’s  choice  was  something  sacred 
and  indisputable.  The  lady  might,  and  did,  treat  him  with 
unconcealed  contempt,  laugh  at  his  awkwardness,  grow  impa- 
tient at  his  stammering — it  made  no  difference  to  Uncle 
George.  It  was  enough  for  him  that  she  was  to  be  his  bro- 
ther’s wife. 

When  my  father  had  been  married  a little  while,  he  took 
his  youngest  brother  to  live  with  him  as  his  assistant. 

If  Uncle  George  had  been  made  President  of  the  CoUege  of 
Surgeons,  he  could  not  have  been  prouder  and  happier  than  he 
was  in  his  new  position.  I am  afraid  my  father  never  under- 
stood the  depth  of  his  brother’s  affection  for  him.  All  the 
hard  work  fell  to  George’s  share : the  long  journeys  at  night, 
the  physicking  of  wearisome  poor  people,  the  drunken  cases, 
the  revolting  cases — all  the  drudging,  dirty  business  of  the 
surgery,  in  short,  was  turned  over  to  him  ; and  day  after  day, 
month  after  month,  he  struggled  through  it  without  a mur- 
mur. When  his  brother  and  his  sister-in-law  went  out  to 
dine  with  the  county  gentry,  it  never  entered  his  head  to 
feel  disappointed  at  being  left  unnoticed  at  home.  When  the 
return  dinners  were  given,  and  he  was  asked  to  come  in 
at  tea-time,  and  left  to  sit  unregarded  in  a corner,  it  never 
occurred  to  him  to  imagine  that  he  was  treats  with  any  want 
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of  consideration  or  respect.  He  was  part  of  the  furniture  of 
the  house,  and  it  was  the  business,  as  well  as  the  pleasure  of 
his  life,  to  turn  himself  to  any  use  to  which  his  brother  might 
please  to  put  him. 

So  much  for  what  I have  heard  from  others  on  the  subject  of 
my  Uncle  George.  My  own  personal  experience  of  him  is 
limited  to  what  I remember  as  a mere  child.  Let  me  say 
something  however,  first,  about  my  parents,  my  sister,  and 
myself. 

My  sister  was  the  eldest  born,  and  the  best  loved.  I did 
not  come  into  the  world  till  four  years  after  her  birth  ; and  no 
other  child  followed  me.  Caroline,  from  her  earliest  days,  was 
the  perfection  of  beauty  and  health.  I was  small,  weakly, 
and,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  almost  as  plain-featured  as 
Uncle  George  himself.  It  would  be  ungracious  and  undutiful 
in  me  to  presume  to  decide  whether  there  was  any  foundation 
or  not  for  the  dislike  that  my  father’s  family  always  felt  for 
my  mother.  All  I can  venture  to  say  is,  that  her  children 
never  had  any  cause  to  complain  of  her. 

Her  passionate  affection  for  my  sister,  her  pride  in  the 
child’s  beauty,  I remember  well ; as  also  her  uniform  kindness 
and  indulgence  towards  me.  My  personal  defects  must  have 
been  a sore  trial  to  her  in  secret,  but  neither  she  nor  my 
father  ever  showed  me  that  they  perceived  any  difference  be- 
tween Caroline  and  myself.  When  presents  were  made  to  my 
sister,  presents  were  made  to  me.  When  my  father  and 
mother  caught  my  sister  up  in  their  arms  and  kissed  her,  they 
scrupulously  gave  me  my  turn  afterwards.  My  childish  in- 
stinct told  me  that  there  was  a difference  in  their  smiles  when 
they  looked  at  me  and  looked  at  her ; that  the  kisses  given  to 
Caroline  were  warmer  than  the  kisses  given  to  me  ; that  the 
hands  which  dried  her  tears  in  our  childish  griefs,  touched  her 
more  gently  than  the  hands  which  dried  mine.  But  these, 
and  other  small  signs  of  preference  like  them,  were  such  as  no 
parents  could  be  expected  to  control.  I noticed  them  at  the 
time  rather  with  wonder  than  with  repining.  I recall  them 
now,  without  a harsh  thought,  either  towards  my  father  or  my 
mother.  Both  loved  me,  and  both  did  their  duty  by  me.  If  I 
seem  to  speak  constrainedly  about  them  here,  it  is  not  on  my 
own  account.  I can  honestly  say  that,  with  all  my  heart  and 
soul. 

Even  Uncle  George,  fond  as  he  was  of  me,  was  fonder  of 
my  beautiful  child- sister.  When  I used  mischievously  to  pull 
at  kis  lank,  scanty  hair,  he  would  gently  and  laughingly  take 
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it  out  of  my  liands;  but  lie  would  let  Caroline  iug  at  it 
till  his  dim,  wandering  grey  eyes  winked  and  watered  again 
with  pain.  He  used  to  plunge  perilously  about  the  garden, 
in  awkward  imitation  of  the  cantering  of  a horse,  while  I sat 
on  his  shoulders ; but  he  would  never  proceed  at  any  pace 
beyond  a slow  and  safe  walk  when  Caroline  had  a ride  in  her 
turn.  When  he  took  us  out  walking,  Caroline  was  always  on 
the  side  next  the  wall.  When  we  interrupted  him  over  his 
dirty  work  in  the  surgery,  he  used  to  tell  me  to  go  and  play 
until  he  was  ready  for  me  ; but  he  would  put  dowii  his  bottles, 
and  clean  his  clumsy  fingers  on  his  coarse  apron,  and  lead 
Caroline  out  again,  as  if  she  had  been  the  greatest  lady  in  the 
land.  Ah,  how  he  loved  her! — and,  let  me  be  honest  and 
grateful,  and  add,  how  he  loved  me  too  I 

When  I was  eight  years  old,  and  Caroline  was  twelve,  I was 
separated  from  home  for  some  time.  I had  been  ailing  for 
many  months  previously ; had  got  benefit  from  being  taken  to 
the  sea  side,  and  had  shown  symptoms  of  relapsing  on  being 
brought  home  again  to  the  midland  county  in  which  we  re- 
sided. After  much  consultation  it  was  at  last  resolved  that  I 
should  be  sent  to  live,  until  my  constitution  got  stronger,  with 
a maiden-sister  of  my  mother’s,  who  had  a house  at  a watering- 
place  on  the  south  coast. 

I left  home,  I remember,  loaded  with  presents,  rejoicing 
over  the  prospect  of  looking  at  the  sea  again,  as  careless  of  the 
future,  and  as  happy  in  the  present  as  any  boy  could  be. 
Uncle  George  petitioned  for  a holiday  to  take  me  to  the  sea- 
side, but  he  could  not  be  spared  from  the  surgery.  He  con- 
soled himself  and  me  - by  promising  to  make  me  a magnificent 
model  of  a ship. 

I have  that  model  before  my  eyes  now,  while  I write.  It  is 
dusty  with  age ; the  paint  on  it  is  cracked,  the  ropes  are 
tangled,  the  sails  are  moth-eaten  and  yellow.  The  hull  is  all 
out  of  proportion,  and  the  rig  has  been  smiled  at  by  every 
nautical  friend  of  mine  who  has  ever  looked  at  it.  Yet,  worn 
out  and  faulty  as  it  is — inferior  to  the  cheapest  miniature  ves- 
sel now-a-days  in  any  toy-shop  window — I hardly  know  a pos- 
session of  mine  in  this  world  that  I would  not  sooner  part 
with  than  Uncle  George’s  ship. 

My  life  at  the  sea-side  was  a very  happy  one.  I remained 
with  my  aunt  more  than  a year.  My  mother  often  came  to 
see  how  I was  going  on;  and,  at  first,  always  brought  my 
sister  with  her.  But,  during  the  last  eight  months  of  my 
stay,  Caroline  neyej?  ^gpeared.  1 noticed  also  at  thiiB 

..  Y 


66 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS. 


same  period  a change  in  my  mother’s  manner.  She  loohed 
paler  and  more  anxious  at  each  succeeding  visit,  and  always 
Lad  long  conferences  in  private  with  my  aunt.  At  last  she 
ceased  to  come  and  see  us  altogether,  and  only  wrote  to  know 
how  my  health  was  getting  on.  My  father,  too,  who  had  at 
the  earlier  periods  of  my  absence  from  home  travelled  to  the 
sea-side  to  watch  the  progress  of  my  recovery,  as  often  as  his 
professional  engagements  would  permit,  now  ]?:ept  away  lil^e 
my  mother.  Even  XJncle  George,  who  had  never  been  allowed 
a holiday  to  come  and  see  me,  but  who  had  hitherto  often 
written,  and  begged  me  to  write  to  him,  broke  off  our  cor- 
respondence. 

I was  naturally  perplexed  and  amazed  by  these  changes, 
and  persecuted  my  aunt  to  teU  me  the  reason  of  them.  At 
first  she  tried  to  put  me  off  with  excuses ; then  she  admitted 
that  there  was  trouble  in  our  house ; and  finally  she  confessed 
that  the  trouble  was  caused  by  the  illness  of  my  sister.  AVhen 
I enquired  what  that  illness  was,  my  aunt  said  it  was  useless 
to  attempt  to  explain  it  to  me.  I next  applied  to  the  ser- 
vants. One  of  them  was  less  cautious  than  my  aunt,  and 
answered  my  question,  but  in  terms  that  I could  not  compre- 
hend. After  much  explanation,  I was  made  to  understand 
that  “ something  was  growing  on  my  sister’s  neck,  which  would 
spoil  her  beauty  for  ever,  and  perhaps  kiU  her,  if  it  could  not 
be  got  rid  of.”  How  well  I remember  the  shudder  of  horror 
that  ran  through  me  at  the  vague  idea  of  this  deadly  ‘‘  some- 
thing !”  An  awe-struck  curiosity  to  see  what  Caroline’s  ill- 
ness was  with  my  own  eyes,  troubled  my  inmost  heart ; and  I 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  go  home  and  help  to  nurse  her.  The 
request  was,  it  is  almost  needless  to  say,  refused. 

Weeks  passed  away,  and  still  I heard  nothing,  except  that 
my  sister  continued  to  be  ill. 

One  day  I privately  wrote  a letter  to  Uncle  George,  asking 
him,  in  my  childish  way,  to  come  and  tell  me  about  Caroline’s 
illness.  I knew  where  the  post-office  was,  and  slipped  out  in 
the  morning  unobserved,  and  dropped  my  letter  into  the  box. 
I stole  home  again  by  the  garden,  and  climbed  in  at  the  win- 
dow of  a back  parlour  on  the  ground  floor.  The  room  above 
was  my  aunt’s  bed-chamber ; and  the  moment  I was  inside  the 
house  I heard  moans  and  loud  convulsive  sobs  proceeding  from 
it.  My  aunt  was  a singularly  quiet,  composed  woman.  I 
could  not  imagine  that  the  loud  sobbiug  and  moaning  came 
from  her ; and  I ran  down  terrified  into  the  kitchen  to  ask  the 
servants  who  was  crying  so  violently  in  my  aunt’s  room. 
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I found  the  housemaid  and-  the  cook  talking  together  in 
whispers,  with  serious  faces.  They  started  when  they  saw  me, 
as  u I had  been  a grown-up  master  who  had  caught  them 
neglecting  their  work. 

“ He’s  too  young  to  feel  it  much,”  I heard  one  say  to  the 
other.  “ So  far  as  he  is  concerned,  it  seems  like  a mercy  that 
it  happened  no  later.” 

In  a few  minutes  they  had  told  me  the  worst.  It  was  my 
aunt  who  had  been  crying  im  the  bed-room.  Caroline  was 
dead. 

I felt  the  blow  more  severely  than  the  servants  or  anyone 
else  about  me  supposed.  Still,  I was  a child  in  years,  and  I 
had  the  blessed  elasticity  of  a child’s  nature.  If  I had  been 
older,  I might  have  been  too  much  absorbed  in  grief  to  observe 
my  aunt  so  closely  as  I did,  when  she  was  composed  enough 
to  see  me,  later  in  the  day. 

I was  not  surprised  by  the  swollen  state  of  her  eyes,  the 
paleness  of  her  cheeks,  or  the  fresh  burst  of  tears  that  came 
from  her  when  she  took  me  in  her  arms  at  meeting.  But  I 
was  both  amazed  and  perplexed  by  the  look  of  terror  that  I 
detected  in  her  face.  It  was  natural  enough  that  she  should 
grieve  and  weep  over  my  sister’s  death ; but  why  should  she 
have  that  frightened  look,  as  if  some  other  catastrophe  had 
ha  ^ 


1 asked  if  there  was  any  more  dreadful  news  from  home 
besides  the  news  of  Caroline’s  death  ? My  aunt  said  “ JMo,” 
in  a strange  stifled  voice,  and  suddenly  turned  her  face  from 
me.  Was  my  father  dead  ? No.  My  mother?  No.  Uncle 
Greorge?  My  aunt  trembled  all  over  as  she  said  No  to  that 
also,  and  bade  me  cease  asking  any  more  questions.  She  was 
not  fit  to  bear  them  yet,  she  said ; and  signed  to  the  servant 
to  lead  me  out  of  the  room. 

The  next  day  I was  told  that  I was  to  go  home  after  the 
funeral,  and  was  taken  out  towards  evening  by  the  housemaid, 
partly  for  a walk,  partly  to  be  measured  for  my  mourning 
clothes.  After  we  had  left  the  tailor’s,  I persuaded  the  girl  to 
extend  our  walk  for  some  distance  along  the  sea-beach,  telling 
her,  as  we  went,  every  little  anecdote  connected  with  my  lost 
sister  that  came  tenderly  back  to  my  memory  in  those  first 
days  of  sorrow.  She  was  so  interested  in  hearing,  and  I in 
speaking,  that  we  let  the  sun  go  down  before  we  thought  of 
turning  back. 

The  evening  was  cloudy,  and  it  got  on  from  dusk  to  dark  by 
the  time  we  approached  the  town  again.  The  housemaid  was 
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rather  nervous  at  finding  herself  alone  with  me  on  the  beach, 
and  once  or  twice  looked  behind  her  distrustfully  as  we  went 
on.  Suddenly  she  squeezed  my  hand  hard,  and  said — 

“ Let’s  get  up  on  the  cliff  as  fast  as  we  can.” 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  her  mouth  before  I heard  foot- 
steps behind  me — a man  came  round  quickly  to  my  side, 
snatched  me  away  from  the  girl,  and  catching  me  up  in  his 
arms,  without  a word,  covered  my  face  with  kisses.  I knew 
he  was  crying,  because  my  cheeks  were  instantly  wet  with  his 
tears ; but  it  was  too  dark  for  me  to  see  who  it  was,  or  even 
how  he  was  dressed.  He  did  not,  I should  think,  hold  me 
half  a minute  in  his  arms.  The  housemaid  screamed  for  help,  I 
was  put  down  gently  on  the  sand,  and  the  strange  man  instantly 
disappeared  in  the  darkness. 

"When  this  extraordinary  adventure  was  related  to  my  aunt, 
she  seemed  at  first  merely  bewildered  at  hearing  of  it ; but  in 
a moment  more  there  came  a change  over  her  face,  as  if  she 
had  suddenly  recollected  or  thought  of  something.  She  turned 
deadly  pale,  and  said  in  a hurried  way,  very  unusual  with  her, 
“ Never  mind ; don’t  talk  about  it  any  more.  It  was  only 
a mischievous  trick  to  frighten  you,  I dare  say.  Forget  all 
about  it,  my  dear ; forget  aU  about  it.” 

It  was  easier  to  give  this  advice  than  to  make  me  foUow  it. 
For  many  nights  after,  I thought  of  nothing  but  the  strange 
man  who  had  kissed  me  and  cried  over  me.  Who  could  he 
be  ? Somebody  who  loved  me  very  much,  and  who  was  very 
sorry.  My  childish  logic  carried  me  to  that  length.  But 
when  I tried  to  think  over  all  the  grown  up  gentlemen  who 
loved  me  very  much,  I could  never  get  on,  to  my  own  satis- 
faction, beyond  my  father  and  my  Uncle  George. 


CHAPTEE  n. 

I WAS  taken  home  on  the  appointed  day  to  sufier  the  trial — a 
Hard  one,  even  at  my  tender  years — of  witnessing  my  mother’s 
passionate  grief,  and  my  father’s  mute  despair.  I remember 
that  the  scene  of  our  first  meeting  after  Caroline’s  death  was 
Y.  isely  and  considerately  shortened  by  my  aunt,  who  took  me 
out  of  the  room.  She  seemed  to  have  a confused  desire  to 
keep  me  £com  leaving  her  after  the  door  had  closed  behind  us ' 
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but  I broke  away  and  ran  clown  stairs  to  the  surgery,  to  go 
and  cry  for  my  lost  playmate  with  the  sharer  of  all  our  games, 
Uncle  Greorge. 

I opened  the  surgery  door,  and  could  see  nobody.  I dried 
my  tears,  and  looked  all  round  the  room : it  was  empty.  I 
ran  up-stairs  again  to  Uncle  George’s  garret-bed-room — ho 
was  not  there ; his  cheap  hair-brush  and  old  cast-off  razor- case, 
that  had  belonged  to  my  grandfather,  were  not  on  the  dress- 
ing-table. Had  he  got  some  other  bed-room?  I went  out 
on  the  landing,  and  called  softly,  with  an  unaccountable  terror 
and  sinking  at  my  heart : — 

“ Uncle  George !” 

Hobody  answered ; but  my  aunt  came  hastily  up  the  garret- 
stairs. 

“ Hush  !”  she  said.  “ You  must  never  mention  that  name 
here  again.’’ 

She  stopped  suddenly,  and  looked  as  if  her  own  words  had 
frightened  her. 

“ Is  Uncle  George  dead  ?”  I asked. 

My  aunt  turned  red  and  pale,  and  stammered. 

I did  not  wait  to  hear  what  she  said — I brushed  past  her, 
down  the  stairs — my  heart  was  bursting — my  flesh  felt  cold. 
I ran  breathlessly  and  recklessly  into  the  room  where  my 
father  and  mother  had  received  me.  They  were  both  sitting 
there  still.  I ran  up  to  them,  wringing  my  hands,  and  crying 
out  in  a passion  of  tears — 

“ Is  Uncle  George  dead  ?” 

My  mother  gave  a scream  that  terrified  me  into  instant 
silence  and  stillness.  My  father  looked  at  her  for  a moment, 
rang  the  bell  that  summoned  the  maid,  then  seized  me  roughly 
by  the  arm,  and  dragged  me  out  of  the  room. 

He  took  me  down  into  the  study,  seated  himself  in  his 
accustomed  chair,  and  got  me  before  him  between  his  knees. 
His  lips  were  awfully  white,  and  I felt  his  two  hands,  as  they 
grasped  my  shoulders,  shaking  violently. 

“You  are  never  to  mention  the  name  of  Uncle  George 
again,”  he  said  in  a quick,  angry,  trembling  'whisper.  “ Never 
to  me,  never  to  your  mother,  never  to  your  aunt,  never  to  any- 
body in  this  world ! Never,  never,  never  1” 

The  repetition  of  the  word  terrified  me  even  more  than  the 
suppressed  vehemence  with  which  he  spoke.  He  saw  that  I 
was  frightened,  and  softened  his  manner  a little  before  he 
Went  on. 

“You  wdll  never  see  Uncle  George  again,”  he  said.  “Tour 
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motlier  and  I love  you  dearly  ; but  if  you  forget  wliat  1 have 
told  you,  you  will  be  sent  away  from  home.  Never  speak  that 
name  again — mind,  never!  Now  kiss  me,  and  go  away.” 

How  his  lips  trembled — and,  oh,  how  cold  they  felt  on 
mine ! 

I shrank  out  of  the  room  the  moment  he  had  kissed  me,  and 
went  and  hid  myself  in  the  garden. 

“ Uncle  Gleorge  is  gone ; I am  never  to  see  him  any  more  , 
I am  never  to  speak  of  him  again” — those  were  the  words  1 
repeated  to  myself,  with  indescribable  terror  and  confusion, 
the  moment  I was  alone.  There  was  something  unspeakably 
horrible  to  my  young  mind  in  this  mystery  which  I was  com- 
manded always  to  respect,  and  which,  so  far  as  I then  knew, 
I could  never  hope  to  see  revealed.  My  father,  my  mother, 
my  aunt— all  appeared  to  be  sepa^rated  from  me  now  by  some 
impassable  barrier.  Home  seemed  home  no  longer,  with  Caro- 
line dead.  Uncle  George  gone,  and  a forbidden  subject  of  talk 
perpetually  and  mysteriously  interposing  between  my  parents 
and  me. 

Though  I never  infringed  the  command  my  father  had  given 
me  111  his  study  (his  iiurds  and  looks,  and  that  dreadful  scream 
of  my  mother’s,  which  seemed  to  be  still  ringing  in  my  ears, 
were  more  than  enough  to  ensure  my  obedience),  I also  never 
lost  the  secret  desire  to  penetrate  the  darkness  which  clouded 
over  the  fate  of  Uncle  George. 

For  two  years  I remained  at  home,  and  discovered  nothing. 
If  I asked  the  servants  about  my  uncle,  they  could  only  tell 
me  that  one  morning  he  disappeared  from  the  house.  Of  the 
members  of  my  father’s  family,  I could  make  no  inquiries. 
They  lived  far  away,  and  never  came  to  see  us — and  the  idea 
of  writing  to  them,  at  my  age  and  in  my  position,  was  out  of 
the  question.  My  aunt  was  as  unapproachably  silent  as  my 
father  and  mother;  but  I never  forgot  how  her  face  had 
altered,  when  she  reflected  for  a moment,  after  hearing  of  my 
extraordinary  adventure  while  going  home  with  the  servant 
over  the  sands  at  night.  The  more  I thought  of  that  change 
of  countenance,  in  connection  with  what  had  occurred  on  my 
return  to  my  father’s  house,  the  more  certain  I felt  that  the 
stranger  who  had  kissed  me  and  wept  over  me  must  have  been 
no  other  than  Uncle  George. 

At  the  end  of  my  two  years  at  home,  I was  sent  to  sea  in 
the  merchant  navy  by  my  own  earnest  desire.  I had  always 
determined  to  be  a sailor  from  the  time  when  I first  went  to 
stay  with  my  aunt  at  the  sea-side — and  I persisted  long  enough 
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in  my  resolution  to  mate  my  parents  recognise  the  necessity 
of  acceding  to  my  wishes. 

My  new  life  delighted  me ; and  I remained  away  on  foreign 
stations  more  than  four  years.  When  I at  length  returned 
home,  it  was  to  find  a new  affliction  darkening  our  fireside. 
My  father  had  died  on  the  very  day  when  I sailed  for  my  re- 
turn voyage  to  England. 

Absence  and  change  of  scene  had  in  no  respect  weakened  my 
desire  to  penetrate  the  mystery  of  IJncle  George’s  disappear- 
ance. My  mother’s  health  was  so  delicate,  that  I hesitated  for 
some  time  to  approach  the  forbidden  subject  in  her  presence. 
When  I at  last  ventured  to  refer  to  it,  suggesting  to  her  that 
any  prudent  reserve,  which  might  have  been  necessary  while  I 
was  a child,  need  no  longer  be  persisted  in,  now  that  I was 
growing  to  be  a young  man,  she  fell  into  a violent  fit  of  trem- 
bling, and  commanded  me  to  say  no  more.  It  had  been  my 
father’s  will,  she  said,  that  the  reserve  to  which  I referred 
should  be  always  adopted  towards  me ; he  had  not  authorised 
her,  before  he  died,  to  speak  more  openly ; and,  now  that  he 
^vas  gone,  she  would  not  so  much  as  think  of  acting  on  her 
own  unaided  judgment.  My  aunt  said  the  same  thing  in  effect 
when  I appended  to  her.  Determined  not  to  be  discouraged 
even  yet,  I undertook  a journey,  ostensibly  to  pay  my  respects 
to  my  father’s  family,  but  with  the  secret  intention  of  trying 
what  I could  learn  in  that  quarter  on  the  subject  of  Dncle 
George. 

My  investigations  led  to  some  results,  though  they  were  by 
no  means  satisfactory.  George  had  always  been  looked  upon 
with  something  like  contempt  by  his  handsome  sisters  and  his 
prosperous  brothers ; and  he  had  not  improved  his  position  in 
the  family  by  his  warm  advocacy  of  his  brother’s  cause  at  the 
time  of  my  father’s  marriage.  I found  that  my  uncle’s  sur- 
viving relatives  now  spoke  of  him  slightingly  and  carelessly. 
They  assured  me  that  they  had  never  heard  from  him,  and 
that  they  knew  nothing  about  him,  except  that  he  had  gone 
away  to  settle,  as  they  supposed,  in  some  foreign  place,  after 
having  behaved  very  basely  and  badly  to  my  father.  He  had 
been  traced  to  London,  where  he  had  sold  out  of  the  funds  the 
small  share  of  money  which  he  had  inherited  after  his  father’s 
death,  and  he  had  been  seen  on  the  deck  of  a packet  bound 
for  France,  later  on  the  same  day.  Beyond  this,  nothing  was 
known  about  him.  In  what  the  alleged  baseness  of  his  beha- 
viour consisted,  none  of  his  brothers  and  sisters  could  tell  me. 
My  father  had  refused  to  pain  them  by  going  into  particulars; 
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not  only  at  the  time  of  his  brother’s  disappearance,  but  after- 
wards, whenever  the  subject  was  mentioned.  George  had 
always  been  the  black  sheep  of  the  flock,  and  he  must  have 
been  conscious  of  his  own  baseness,  or  he  would  certainly 
have  written  to  explain  and  to  justify  himself. 

Such  were  the  particulars  which  1 gleaned  during  my  visit 
to  my  father’s  family.  To  my  mind  they  tended  rather  to 
deepen  than  to  reveal  the  mystery.  That  such  a gentle,  docile, 
affectionate  creature  as  Uncle  George  should  have  injured  the 
brother  he  loved,  by  word  or  deed,  at  any  period  of  their  in- 
tercourse, seemed  incredible ; but  that  he  should  have  been 
guilty  of  an  act  of  baseness  at  the  very  time  when  my  sister 
was  dying,  was  simply  and  plainly  impossible.  And  yet, 
there  was  the  incomprehensible  fact  staring  me  in  the  face, 
that  the  death  of  Caroline  and  the  disappearance  of  Uncle 
George  had  taken  place  in  the  same  week ! Never  did  I feel 
more  daunted  and  bewildered  by  the  family  secret,  than  after 
I had  heard  all  the  particulars  in  connection  with  it  that  my 
father’s  relatives  had  to  tell  me. 

I may  pass  over  the  events  of  the  next  few  years  of  my  life 
briefly  enough. 

My  nautical  pursuits  fllled  up  all  my  time,  and  took  me  far 
away  from  my  country  and  my  friends.  But,  whatever  I did, 
and  wherever  I went,  the  memory  of  Uncle  George,  and  the 
desire  to  penetrate  the  mystery  of  his  disappearance,  haunted 
me  like  familiar  spirits.  Often,  in  the  lonely  watches  of  the 
night  at  sea,  did  I recall  the  dark  evening  on  the  beach,  the 
strange  man’s  hurried  embrace,  the  startling  sensation  of  feel- 
ing his  tears  on  my  cheeks,  the  disappearance  of  him  before  I 
had  breath  or  self-possession  enough  to  say  a word.  Often 
did  I think  over  the  inexplicable  events  that  followed,  when  I 
had  returned,  after  my  sister’s  funeral,, to  my  father’s  house; 
and  oftener  still  did  I puzzle  my  brains  vainly,  in  the  attempt 
to  form  some  plan  for  inducing  my  mother  or  my  aunt  to 
disclose  the  secret  which  they  had  hitherto  kept  from  me  so 
perseveriugly.  My  only  chance  of  knowing  what  had  really 
happened  to  Uncle  George,  my  only  hope  of  seeing  him  again, 
rested  with  those  two  near  and  dear  relatives.  I despaired  ot 
ever  getting  my  mother  to  speak  on  the  forbidden  subject 
after  what  had  passed  between  us ; but  I felt  more  sanguine 
about  my  prospects  of  ultimately  inducing  my  aunt  to  relax  in 
her  discretion.  My  anticipations,  however,  in  this  direction 
were  not  destined  to  be  fulfilled.  On  my  next  visit  to  England 
I found  my  aunt  prostrated  by  a paralytic  attack,  which  de- 
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rived  her  of  the  power  of  speech.  She  died  soon  afterwards 
jn  my  arms,  leaving  me  her  sole  heir.  I searched  anxiously 
among  her  papers  for  some  reference  to  the  family  mystery, 
but  found  no  clue  to  guide  me.  All  my  mother’s  letters  to 
her  sister  at  the  time  of  Caroline’s  illness  and  death  had  been 
destroyed. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

Moee  years  passed;  my  mother  followed  my  aunt  to  the 
grave ; and  still  I was  as  far  as  ever  from  making  any  disco- 
veries in  relation  to  IJncle  Greorge.  Shortly  after  the  period  of 
this  last  affliction,  my  health  gave  way,  and  I departed,  by  my 
doctor’s  advice,  to  try  some  baths  in  the  South  of  Erance. 

I travelled  slowly  to  my  destination,  turning  aside  from  the 
direct  road,  and  stopping  wherever  I pleased.  One  evening, 
when  I was  not  more  than  two  or  three  days’  journey  from 
the  baths  to  which  I was  bound,  I was  struck  by  the  pic- 
turesque situation  of  a little  town  placed  on  the  brow  of  a hill 
at  some  distance  from  the  main  road,  and  resolved  to  have  a 
nearer  look  at  the  place,  with  a view  of  stopping  there  for  the 
night,  if  it  pleased  me.  I found  the  principal  inn  clean  and 
quiet ; ordered  my  bed  there,  and  after  dinner  strolled  out  to 
look  at  the  church.  'No  thought  of  Uncle  Greorge  was  in  my 
mind  when  I entered  the  building  ; and  yet,  at  that  very 
moment,  chance  was  leading  me  to  the  discovery  which,  for  so 
many  years  past,  I had  vainly  endeavoured  to  make — the 
discovery  which  I had  given  up  as  hopeless  since  the  day-  of 
my  mother’s  death. 

I found  nothing  worth  notice  in  the  church,  and  was  about 
to  leave  it  again,  when  I caught  a glimpse  of  a pretty  view 
through  a side  door,  and  stopped  to  admire  it. 

The  churchyard  formed  the  foreground,  and  below  it  the 
hill-side  sloped  away  gently  into  the  plain,  over  which  the  sun 
was  setting  in  full  glory.  The  cure  of  the  church  was  reading 
his  breviary,  walking  up  and  down  a gravel  path  that  parted 
the  rows  of  graves.  In  the  course  of  my  wanderings  I had 
learnt  to  speak  Erench  as  fluently  as  most  Englishmen ; and 
when  the  priest  came  near  me  I said  a few  words  in  praise  of 
the  view,  and  complimented  him  on  the  neatness  and  pret^ 
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tiness  of  tlie  cliurchyard.  He  answered  witli  great  politeness, 
and  we  got  into  conversation  together  immediately. 

As  we  strolled  along  the  gravel- walk,  my  attention  was 
attracted  by  one  of  the  graves  standing  apart  from  the  rest. 
The  cross  at  the  head  of  it  differed  remarkably,  in  some  points 
of  appearance,  from  the  crosses  on  the  other  graves.  While 
all  the  rest  had  garlands  hung  on  them,  this  one  cross  was 
quite  bare;  and,  more  extraordinary  still,  no  name  was  in- 
scribed on  it. 

The  priest,  observing  that  I stopped  to  look  at  the  grave, 
shook  his  head  and  sighed. 

A countryman  of  yours  is  buried  there,”  he  said.  I was 
present  at  his  death.  He  had  borne  the  burden  of  a great 
sorrow  among  us,  in  this  town,  for  many  weary  years,  and  his 
conduct  had  taught  us  to  respect  and  pity  him  with  all  our 
hearts.” 

“ How  is  it  that  his  name  is  not  inscribed  over  his  grave  ?” 
I inquired. 

“ It  was  suppressed  by  his  own  desire,”  answered  the  priest, 
with  some  little  hesitation.  “ He  acknowledged  to  me  in  his 
last  moments  that  he  had  lived  here  under  an  assumed  name. 
I asked  his  real  name,  and  he  told  it  to  me,  with  the  parti- 
culars of  his  sad  story.  He  had  reasons  for  desiring  to  be 
forgotten  after  his  death.  Almost  the  last  words  he  spoke 
were,  ‘ Let  my  name  die  with  me.’  Almost  the  last  request 
he  made  was,  that  I would  keep  that  name  a secret  fi^om  all 
the  world,  excepting  only  one  person.” 

Some  relative,  I suppose  ?”  said  I. 

“ Yes — a nephew,”  said  the  priest. 

The  moment  the  last  word  was  out  of  his  mouth,  my  heart 
gave  a strange  answering  bound.  I suppose  I must  have 
changed  colour  also,  for  the  cure  looked  at  me  with  sudden 
attention  and  interest. 

A nephew,”  the  priest  went  on,  “ whom  he  had  loved  like 
his  own  child.  He  told  me  that  if  this  nephew  ever  traced 
him  to  his  burial-place,  and ’asked  aLout  him,  I was  free  in 
that  case  to  disclose  all  I knew.  ‘I  should  like  my  Kttle 
Charley  to  know  the  truth,’  he  said.  ‘ Li  spite  of  the  dif- 
ference in  our  ages,  Charley  and  I were  were  playmates  years 
ago.’” 

My  heart  beat  faster,  and  I felt  a choking  sensation  at  the 
throat,  the  moment  I heard  the  priest  unconsciously  men- 
tion my  Christian  name  in  reporting  the  dying  man’s  last 
words, 
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As  soon  as  I could  steady  my  voice,  and  feel  certain  of  my 
self-possession,  I communicated  my  family  name  to  tlie  cwrd, 
and  asked  him  if  that  was  not  part  of  the  secret  that  he  had 
been  requested  to  preserve? 

He  started  back  several  steps,  and  clasped  his  hands  amaz- 
edly. 

“ Can  it  be  ?”  he  said  in  low  tones,  gazing  at  me  earnestly^ 
with  something  like  dread  in  his  face. 

I gave  him  my  passport,  and  looked  away  towards  the  grave. 
The  tears  came  into  my  eyes  as  the  recollections  of  past  days 
crowded  back  on  me.  Hardly  knowing  what  I did,  I knelt 
down  by  the  grave,  and  smoothed  the  grass  over  it  with  my 
hand.  Oh,  Uncle  George,  why  not  have  told  your  secret  to 
your  old  playmate  ? Why  leave  him  to  find  you  here  ? 

The  priest  raised  me  gently,  and  begged  me  to  go  with  him 
into  his  own  house.  On  our  way  there,  I mentioned  persons 
and  places  that  I thought  my  uncle  might  have  spoken  of,  in 
order  to  satisfy  my  companion  that  I was  really  the  person  I 
represented  myself  to  be.  By  the  time  we  had  entered  his 
little  parlour,  and  had  sat  down  alone  in  it,  we  were  almost 
like  old  friends  together. 

I thought  it  best  that  I should  begin  by  telling  all  that  I 
have  related  here  on  the  subject  of  Uncle  George,  and  his  dis- 
appearance from  home.  My  host  listened  with  a very  sad 
face,  and  said,  when  I had  done : — 

I can  understand  your  anxiety  to  know  what  I am  autho- 
rised to  tell  you — but  pardon  me  if  I say  first  that  there  are 
circumstances  in  your  uncle’s  story  which  it  may  pain  you  to 
hear — ” he  stopped  suddenly. 

“ Which  it  may  pain  me  to  hear,  as  a nephew  ?”  I asked. 

“Ho,”  said  the  priest,  looking  away  from  me, — “ as  a 
son.” 

I gratefully  expressed  my  sense  of  the  delicacy  and  kindness 
which  had  prompted  my  companion’s  warning,  but  I begged 
him  at  the  same  time  to  keep  me  no  longer  in  suspense,  and 
to  tell  me  the  stern  truth,  no  matter  how  painfully  it  might 
affect  me  as  a listener. 

“ In  telling  me  all  you  knew  about  what  you  term  the  Fa- 
mily Secret,”  said  the  priest,  “ you  have  mentioned  as  a strange 
coincidence,  that  your  sister’s  death  and  your  uncle’s  disap- 
pearance took  place  at  the  same  time.  Hid  you  ever  suspect 
what  cause  it  was  that  occasioned  your  sister’s  death  ?” 

“ I only  knew  what  my  father  told  me,  and  what  aU  our 
friends  believed — that  she  died  of  a tumour  in  the  neck  j oj’, 
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as  I sometimes  heard  it  stated,  from  the  effect  on  her  const!* 
tution  of  a tumour  in  the  neck.’’ 

She  died  under  an  operation  for  the  removal  of  that  tu> 
mour,”  said  the  priest,  in  low  tones.  “ And  the  operator  was 
your  Uncle  G-eorge.” 

In  those  few  words  all  the  truth  burst  upon  me. 

“ Console  yourself  with  the  thought  that  the  long  martyr- 
dom of  his  life  is  over,”  the  priest  went  on.  “ He  rests  : he 
is  at  peace.  He  and  his  little  darling  understand  each  other, 
and  are  happy  now.  That  thought  supported  him  to  the  last, 
on  his  death-bed.  He  always  spoke  of  your  sister  as  his 
‘ little  darling.’  He  firmly  believed  that  she  was  waiting  to 
forgive  and  console  him  in  the  other  world — and  who  shall 
say  he  was  deceived  in  that  belief?” 

Not  I!  Not 'anyone  who  has  ever  loved  and  suffered, 
surely ! 

“ It  was  out  of  the  depths  of  his  self-sacrificing  love  for 
the  child  that  he  drew  the  fatal  courage  to  undertake  the 
operation,”  continued  the  priest.  “Tour  father  naturally 
shrank  from  attempting  it.  His  medical  brethren,  whom  he 
consulted,  all  doubted  the  propriety  of  taking  any  measures 
for  the  removal  of  the  tumour,  in  the  particular  condition  and 
situation  of  it  when  they  w-ere  called  in.  Tour  uncle  alone 
differed  with  them.  He  was  too  modest  a man  to  say  so,  but 
your  mother  found  it  out.  The  deformity  of  her  beautiful 
child  horrified  her  ; she  was  desperate  enough  to  catch  at  the 
faintest  hope  of  remedying  it  that  anyone  might  hold  out  to 
her ; and  she  persuaded  your  uncle  to  put  his  opinion  to  the 
proof.  Her  horror  at  the  deformity  of  the  child,  and  her 
despair  at  the  prospect  of  its  lasting  for  life,  seem  to  have 
utterly  blinded  her  to  all  natural  sense  of  the  danger  of  the 
operation.  It  is  hard  to  know  how  to  say  it  to  you,  her  son, 
but  it  must  be  told,  nevertheless,  that,  one  day,  when  your 
father  was  out,  she  untruly  informed  your  uncle  that  his  brother 
had  consented  to  the  performance  of  the  operation,  and  that 
he  had  gone  purposely  out  of  the  house  because  he  had  not 
nerve  enough  to  stay  and  witness  it.  After  that,  your  uncle 
no  longer  hesitated.  He  had  no  fear  of  results,  provided  he 
could  be  certain  of  his  own  courage.  All  he  dreaded  was  the 
effect  on  him  of  his  love  for  the  child,  when  he  first  found 
himself  face  to  face  with  the  dreadful  necessity  of  touching 
her  skin  with  the  knife.” 

I tried  hard  to  control  myself ; but  I could  not  repress  a 
shudder  at  those  words. 
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“ It  is  useless  to  shock  you  by  going  into  particulars/'  said 
the  priest,  considerately.  “ Let  it  be  enough  if  I ,say  that 
your  uncle’s  fortitude  failed  to  support  him  when  he  wanted 
it  most.  His  love  for  the  child  shook  the  firm  hand  which  had 
never  trembled  before.  In  a word,  the  operation  failed.  Your 
father  returned,  and  found  his  child  dying.  The  frenzy  of  his 
despair,  when  the  truth  was  told  him,  carried  him  to  excesses 
which  it  shocks  me  to  mention — excesses  which  began  in  his 
degrading  his  brother  by  a blow — which  ended  in  his  binding 
himself  by  an  oath  to  make  that  brother  suffer  public  punish- 
ment for  his  fatal  rashness,  in  a court  of  law.  Tour  uncle 
was  too  heart-broken  by  what  had  happened  to  feel  those  out- 
rages as  some  men  might  have  felt  them.  He  looked  for  one 
moment  at  his  sister-in-law  (I  do  not  like  to  say  your  mother, 
considering  what  I have  now  to  tell  you),  to  see  if  she  would 
acknowledge  that  she  had  encouraged  him  to  attempt  the 
operation,  and  that  she  had  deceived  him  in  saying  that  he 
had  his  brother’s  permission  to  try  it.  She  was  silent,  and 
when  she  spoke,  it  was  to  join  her  husband  in  denouncing  him 
as  the  murderer  of  their  child.  Whether  fear  of  your  father’s 
anger,  or  revengeful  indignation  against  your  uncle  most  ac- 
tuated her,  I cannot  presume  to  inquire  in  your  presence.  I 
can  only  state  facts.” 

The  priest  paused,  and  looked  at  me  anxiously.  I could  not 
speak  to  him  at  that  moment — I could  only  encourage  him  to 
proceed  by  pressing  his  hand. 

He  resumed  in  these  terms : — 

“ Meanwhile,  your  uncle  turned  to  your  father,  and  spoke 
the  last  words  he  was  ever  to  address  to  his  eldest  brother  in 
this  world.  He  said : — ‘ I have  deserved  the  worst  your  anger 
can  inflict  on  me,  but  I will  spare  you  the  scandal  of  bringing 
me  to  justice  in  open  court.  The  law,  if  it  found  me  guilty, 
could  at  the  worst  but  banish  me  from  my  country  and  my 
friends.  I will  go  of  my  own  accord.  God  is  my  witness 
that  I honestly  believed  1 could  save  the  child  from  deformity 
and  sufiering.  I have  risked  all  and  lost  all.  My  heart  and 
spirit  are  broken.  I am  fit  for  nothing,  but  to  go  and  hide 
myself  and  my  misery  from  all  eyes  that  have  ever  looked  on 
me.  I shall  never  come  back,  never  expect  your  pity  or  for- 
giveness. K you  think  less  harshly  of  me  when  I am  gone, 
keep  secret  what  has  happened ; let  no  other  lips  say  of  me 
what  yours  and  your  wife’s  have  said.  I shall  think  that  for- 
bearance atonement  enough,  atonement  greater  than  I have 
ieserved.  Forget  me  in  this  world.  May  we  meet  in  another, 
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where  the  secrets  of  all  hearts  are  opened,  and  where  the  child 
who  is  gone  before  may  make  peace  between  us !’  He  said 
those  words  and  went  out.  Your  father  never  saw  him  or 
heard  from  him  again.’’ 

I knew  the  reason  now  why  my  father  had  never  confided 
the  truth  to  anyone,  his  own  family  included.  My  mother 
had  evidently  confessed  all  to  her  sister,  under  the  seal  of  se- 
crecy. And  there  the  dreadful  disclosure  had  been  arrested. 

Tour  uncle  told  me,”  the  priest  continued,  that  before 
he  left  England,  he  took  leave  of  you  by  stealth,  in  a place 
you  were  staying  at  by  the  seaside.  He  had  not  the  heart  to 
quit  his  country  and  his  friends  for  ever,  without  kissing  you 
for  the  last  time.  He  followed  you  in  the  dark,  and  caught 
you  up  in  his  arms,  and  left  you  again  before  you  had  a chance 
of  discovering  him.  The  next  day  he  quitted  England.” 

“ For  this  place  ?”  I asked. 

“ Yes  : he  had  spent  a week  here  once  with  a student  friend, 
at  the  time  when  he  was  a pupil  in  the  Hotel  Dieu.  And  to 
this  place  he  returned  to  hide,  to  suffer,  and  to  die.  We  all 
saw  that  he  was  a man  crushed  and  broken  by  some  great 
sorrow,  and  we  respected  him  and  his  affiction.  He  lived 
alone,  and  only  came  out  of  doors  towards  evening,  when  he 
used  to  sit  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  yonder,  with  his  head  on 
his  hand,  looking  towards  England.  That  place  seemed  a 
favourite  with  him,  and  he  is  buried  close  by  it.  He  revealed 
the  story  of  his  past  life  to  no  living  soul  here  but  me ; and  to 
me  he  only  spoke  when  his  last  hour  was  approaching.  What 
he  had  suffered  during  his  long  exile,  no  man  can  presume  to 
say.  I,  who  saw  more  of  him  than  anyone,  never  heard  a 
word  of  complaint  fall  from  his  lips.  He  had  the  courage  of 
the  martyrs  while  he  lived,  and  the  resignation  of  the  saints 
when  he  died.  Just  at  the  last  his  mind  wandered.  He  said 
he  saw  his  little  darling  waiting  by  the  bedside  to  lead  him 
away  ; and  he  died  with  a smile  on  his  face — the  first  I had 
ever  seen  there.” 

The  priest  ceased,  and  we  went  out  together  in  the  mournful 
twilight,  and  stood  for  a little  while  on  the  brow  of  the  hill 
where  Uncle  George  used  to  sit,  with  his  face  turned  towards 
England.  How  my  heart  ached  for  him,  as  I thought  of  what 
he  must  have  suffered  in  the  silence  and  soKtude  of  his  long 
exile!  Was  it  well  for  me  that  I had  discovered  the  Family 
Secret  at  last  ? I have  sometimes  thought  not.  I have  some- 
times wished  that  the  darkness  had  never  been  cleared  away 
which  once  hid  from  me  the  fate  of  Uncle  George. 
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Fij^e  again.  Our  guest  rode  out,  with  her  ragged  little  groom 
as  usual.  There  was  no  news  yet  in  the  paper — that  is  to  say^ 
no  news  of  Greorge,  or  his  ship. 

On  this  day,  Morgan  completed  his  second  story;  and 
in  two  or  three  days  more,  I expected  to  finish  the  last  of 
my  own  contributions.  Owen  was  still  behindhand,  and  still 
despondent. 

The  lot  drawn  to-night  was  Five.  This  proved  to  be  the 
number  of  the  first  of  Morgan’s  stories,  which  ho  had  com- 
pleted before  we  began  the  readings.  His  second  story 
finished  this  day,  being  still  uncorrected  by  me,  could  not  yet 
be  added  to  the  common  stock. 

On  being  informed  that  it  had  come  to  his  turn  to  occupy 
the  attention  of  the  comprmy,  Morgan  startled  us  by  imme- 
diately objecting  to  the  trouble  of  reading  his  own  composi- 
tion ; and  by  coolly  handing  it  over  to  me,  on  the  ground  that 
my  numerous  corrections  had  made  it,  to  all  intents  and  pur 
poses,  my  story. 

Owen  and  I both  remonstrated ; and  Jessie,  mischievously 
persisting  in  her  favourite  jest  at  Morgan’s  expense,  entreated 
that  he  would  read,  if  it  was  only  for  her  sake.  Finding  that 
we  were  all  determined,  and  all  against  him,  he  declared  that, 
rather  than  hear  our  voices  any  longer,  he  would  submit  to 
the  minor  inconvenience  of  listening  to  his  ovm.  Accordingly, 
he  took  his  manuscript  back  again,  and,  with  an  air  of  surly 
resignation,  spread  it  open  before  him. 

“I  don’t  think  you  will  like  this  story,  Miss,”  he  began, 
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addressing  Jessie.  But  I shall  read  it,  nevertheless,  with 
the  greatest  pleasure.  It  begins  in  a Stable — it  gropes  its 
way  through  a Dream — it  keeps  company  with  an  O^jtler 
— and  it  stops  without  an  end.  What  do  you  Wx  ^ of 
that  ?’’ 

After  favouring  his  audience  with  this  promising  preface, 
Morgan  began  to  read,  without  wasting  another  preliminary 
word  on  anv  one  of  ue  ^ 


BROTHER  MORGAN’S  STORY 


OF 

THE  DREAM  WOMAN. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

I HAD  not  been  settled  mncb  more  than  six  weeks  in  my 
country  practice,  when  I was  sent  for  to  a neighbouring  town, 
to  consult  with  the  resident  medical  man  there,  on  a case  of 
very  dangerous  illness. 

My  horse  had  come  down  with  me,  at  the  end  of  a long  ride 
the  night  before,  and  had  hurt  himself,  luckily,  much  more  than 
he  had  hurt  his  master.  Being  deprived  of  the  animal’s  ser- 
vices, I started  for  my  destination  by  the  coach  (there  were  no 
railways  at  that  time)  ; and  I hoped  to  get  back  again,  towards 
the  afternoon,  in  the  same  way. 

After  the  consultation  was  over  I went  to  the  principal  inn 
of  the  tovvm  to  wait  for  the  coach.  When  it  came  up,  it 
was  full  inside  and  out.  There  was  no  resource  left  me,  but 
to  get  home  as  cheaply  as  I could,  by  hiring  a gig.  The  price 
asked  for  this  accommodation  struck  me  as  being  so  extortion- 
ate, that  I determined  to  look  out  for  an  inn  of  inferior  pre- 
tensions, and  to  try  if  I could  not  make  a better  bargain  with 
a less  prosperous  establishment. 

I soon  found  a likely-looking  house,  dingy  and  quiet,  with 
an  old-fashioned  sign,  that  had  evidently  not  been  repainted 
for  many  years  past.  The  landlord,  in  this  case,  was  not  above 
making  a small  profit ; and  as  soon  as  we  came  to  terms,  he 
rang  the  yard-bell  to  order  the  gig. 

“ Has  Robert  not  come  back  from  that  errand  ?”  asked  the 
landlord  appealing  to  the  waiter,  who  answered  the  bell. 
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“ No,  Sir,  he  hasn’t.” 

Well,  then,  you  must  wake  up  Isaac.” 

Wake  up  Isaac  ?”  I repeated  ; ‘‘that  sounds  rather  odd. 
Do  your  ostlers  go  to  bed  in  the  day-time  ?” 

“ This  one  does,”  said  the  landlord,  smiling  to  himself  in 
rather  a strange  way. 

“And  dreams,  too,”  added  the  waiter. 

Never  you  mind  about  that,”  retorted  his  master ; 
“you  go  and  rouse  Isaac  up.  The  gentleman’s  waiting  for  his 
gig- 

The  landlord’s  manner  and  the  waiter’s  manner  expressed  q 
great  deal  more  than  they  either  of  them  said.  I began  to 
suspect  that  I might  be  on  the  trace  of  something  profession- 
ally interesting  to  me,  as  a medical  man ; and  I thought  I 
should  like  to  look  at  the  ostler,  before  the  waiter  awakened 
him. 

“ Stop  a minute,”  I interposed  ; “ I have  rather  a fancy  for 
seeing  this  man  before  you  wake  him  up.  I am  a doctor  ; and 
if  this  queer  sleeping  and  dreaming  of  his  comes  from  anything 
wrong  in  his  brain,  I may  be  able  to  tell  you  what  to  do  with 
him.” 

“ I rather  think  you  will  find  his  complaint  past  all  doctor- 
ing, sir,”  said  the  landlord.  “ But  if  you  would  like  to  see 
him,  you’re  welcome,  I’m  sure.” 

He  led  the  way  across  a yard  and  down  a passage  to  the 
stables ; opened  one  of  the  doors ; and  waiting  outside  himself, 
told  me  to  look  in. 

I found  myself  in  a two-stall  stable.  In  one  of  the  stalls,  a 
horse  was  munching  his  corn.  In  the  other,  an  old  man  was 
lying  asleep  on  the  litter. 

I stooped,  and  looked  at  him  attentively.  It  was  a withered, 
woe-begone  face.  The  eyebrows  were  painfully  contracted ; 
the  mouth  was  fast  set,  and  drawn  down  at  the  corners.  The 
hollow  wrinkled  cheeks,  and  the  scanty  grizzled  hair,  told  their 
own  tale  of  past  sorrow  or  suffering.  He  was  drawing  his 
breath  convulsively  when  I first  looked  at  him ; and  in  a 
moment  more  he  began  to  talk  in  his  sleep. 

“ V\^ake  up!”  I heard  him  say,  in  a quick  whisper,  through 
his  clenched  teeth.  “Wake  up,  there!  Murder.” 

He  moved  one  lean  arm  slowly  till  it  rested  over  his  throat, 
shuddered  a little,  and  turned  on  the  straw.  Then  the  arm 
left  his  throat,  the  hand  stretched  itself  out,  and  clutched  at 
the  side  towards  which  he  had  turned,  as  if  he  fancied  himself 
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to  be  grasping  at  the  edge  of  something.  I saw  his  lips  move, 
and  bent  lower  over  him.  He  was  still  talking  in  his  sleep. 

“ Light  grey  eyes,”  he  murmured,  ‘‘  and  a droop  in  the  left 
eyelid — flaxen  hair,  with  a gold-yellow  streak  in  it — all  right, 
mother — fair  white  arms,  with  a down  on  them — little  lady’s 
hand,  with  a reddish  look  under  the  finger-nails.  The  knife, 
— always  the  cursed  knife — first  on  one  side,  then  on  the  other. 
Aha ! you  she-devil,  where’s  the  knife  ?” 

At  the  last  word  his  voice  rose,  and  he  grew  restless  on  a 
sudden,  I saw  him  shudder  on  the  straw ; his  withered  face 
became  distorted,  and  he  threw  up  both  his  hands  with  a quick 
hysterical  gasp.  They  struck  against  the  bottom  of  the  man- 
ger under  which  he  lay,  and  the  blow  awakened  him.  I had 
just  time  to  slip  through  the  door,  and  close  it,  before  his  eyes 
were  fairly  open,  and  his  senses  his  own  again. 

“ Do  you  know  anything  about  that  man’s  past  life  ?”  I said 
to  the  landlord. 

‘‘  Yes,  sir,  I know  pretty  well  all  about  it,”  was  the  answer, 

and  an  uncommon  queer  story  it  is.  Most  people  don’t  be- 
lieve it.  It’s  true,  though,  for  all  that.  Why,  just  look  at 
him,”  continued  the  landlord,  opening  the  stable  door  again. 

Poor  devil ! he’s  so  worn  out  with  his  restless  nights,  that 
he’s  dropped  back  into  his  sleep  already.” 

Don’t  wake  him,”  I said,  I’m  in  no  hurry  for  the  gig. 
Wait  till  the  other  man  comes  back  from  his  errand.  And,  in 
the  meantime,  suppose  I have  some  lunch,  and  a bottle  of 
sherry ; and  suppose  you  come  and  help  me  to  get  through  it.” 

The  heart  of  mine  host,  as  I had  anticipated,  warmed  to  me 
over  his  own  wine.  He  soon  became  communicative  on  the 
subject  of  the  man  asleep  in  the  stable  ; and  by  little  and  little, 
I drew  the  whole  story  out  of  him.  Extravagant  and  incre- 
dible as  the  events  must  appear  to  everybody,  they  are  related 
here  just  as  I heard  them,  and  just  as  they  happened. 


CHAPTER  II. 

Some  years  ago  there  lived  in  the  suburbs  of  a large  sea-port 
town,  on  the  west  coast  of  England,  a man  in  humble  circum- 
stances, by  name  Isaac  Scatchard.  His  means  of  subsistence 
were  derived  from  any  employment  he  could  get  as  an  ostler, 
and  occasionally,  when  times  went  well  with  him,  from  tempo- 
rary engagements  in  service  as  stable-helper  in  private  houses, 
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Though  a faithful,  steady,  and  honest  man,  he  got  on  badly  in 
his  calling.  His  ill-luck  was  proverbial  among  his  neighbours. 
He  was  always  missing  good  opportunities  by  no  fault  of  his 
own ; and  always  living  longest  in  service  with  amiable  people 
who  were  not  punctual  payers  of  wages.  Unlucky  Isaac’’ 
was  hisniv3kname  in  his  own  neighbourhood — and  no  one  could 
say  that  he  did  not  richly  deserve  it. 

With  far  more  than  one  man’s  fair  share  of  adversity  to 
endure,  Isaac  had  but  one  consolation  to  support  him — and 
that  was  of  the  dreariest  and  most  negative  kind.  He  had  no 
wife  and  children  to  increase  his  anxieties  and  add  to  the  bit- 
terness of  his  various  failures  in  life.  It  might  have  been  from 
mere  insensibility,  or  it  might  have  been  from  generous  unwil- 
lingness to  involve  another  in  his  own  unlucky  destiny — but 
the  fact  undoubtedly  was,  that  he  had  arrived  at  the  middle 
term  oflife  without  marrying ; and,  what  is  much  more  remark- 
able, without  once  exposing  himself,  from  eighteen  to  eight-and- 
thirty,  to  the  genial  imputation  of  ever  having  had  a sweetheart. 

When  he  was  out  of  service,  he  lived  alone  with  his  widowed 
mother.  Mrs.  Scatchard  was  a woman  above  the  average  in 
her  lowly  station,  as  to  capacity  and  manners.  She  had  seen 
better  days,  as  the  phrase  is  ; but  she  never  referred  to  them  in 
the  presence  of  curious  visitors ; and,  though  perfectly  polite 
to  every  one  wlio  approached  her,  never 'cultivated  any  intima- 
cies among  her  neighbours.  She  contrived  to  provide,  hardly 
enough,  for  her  simple  wants,  by  doing  rough  work  for  the 
tailors ; and  always  managed  to  keep  a decent  home  for  her 
son  to  return  to,  whenever  his  ill-luck  drove  him  out  helpless 
into  the  world. 

One  bleak  Autumn,  when  Isaac  was  getting  on  fast  towards 
forty,  and  when  he  was,  as  usual,  out  of  place  through  no  fault 
of  his  own,  he  set  forth  from  his  mother’s  cottage  on  a long 
walk  inland  to  a gentleman’s  seat,  where  he  had  heard  that  a 
stable-helper  was  required. 

It  wanted  then  but  two  days  of  his  birthday;  and  Mrs. 
Scatchard,  with  her  usual  fondness,  made  him  promise,  before 
he  started,  that  he  would  be  back  in  time  to  keep  that  anni- 
versary with  her,  in  as  festive  a way  as  their  poor  means  would 
allow.  It  was  easy  for  him  to  comply  with  this  request,  even 
supposing  he  slept  a night  each  way  on  the  road. 

He  was  to  start  from  home  on  Monday  morning;  and 
whether  he  got  the  new  place  or  not,  he  was  to  be  back  for  his 
birthday  dinner  on  Wednesday  at  two  o’clock. 

Arriving  at  his  desiinaticwt]  ':oo  late  on  the  Monday  night  to 
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make  application  for  tne  stable-helper  s place,  he  slept  at  tbe 
village  inn,  and,  in  good  time  on  the  Tuesday  morning,  pre« 
sented  him^self  at  the  gentleman’s  house,  to  fill  the  vacant 
situation.  Here  again,  his  ill-luck  pursued  him  as  inexorably 
as  ever.  The  excellent  written  testimonials  to  his  character 
which  he  was  able  to  produce,  availed  him  nothing ; his  long 
walk  had  been  taken  in  vain — only  the  day  before,  the  stable- 
helper’s  place  had  been  given  to  another  man. 

Isaac  accepted  this  new  disappointment  resignedly,  and  as  a 
matter  of  course.  Naturally  slow  in  capacity,  he  had  the 
l)luntness  of  sensibility  and  phlegmatic  patience  of  disposition 
which  frequently  distinguish  men  with  sluggishly- working 
mental  powers.  He  thanked  the  gentleman’s  steward  with 
his  usual  quiet  civility,  for  granting  him  an  interview,  and  took 
his  departure  with  no  appearance  of  unusual  depression  in  his 
face  or  manner. 

Before  starting  on  his  homeward  walk,  he  made  some  inqui- 
ries at  the  inn,  and  ascertained  that  he  might  save  a few  miles, 
on  his  return,  by  folloAving  a new  road.  Furnished  with  full 
instructions,  several  times  repeated,  as  to  the  various  turnings 
he  was  to  take,  he  set  forth  on  his  homeward  journey,  and 
walked  on  all  day  with  only  one  stoppage  for  bread  and  cheese. 
Just  as  it  was  getting  towards  dark,  the  rain  came  on  and 
the  wind  began  to  rise  ; and  he  found  himself,  to  make  matters 
worse,  in  a part  of  the  country  with  which  he  was  entirely 
unacquainted,  though  he  knew  himself  to  be  some  fifteen  miles 
from  home.  The  first  liouse  he  found  to  inquire  at,  was  a 
lonely  road-side  inn,  standing  on  the  outskirts  of  a thick  wood. 
Solitary  as  the  place  looked,  it  was  welcome  to  a lost  man  who 
was  also  hungry,  thirsty,  footsore,  and  wet.  The  landlord  was 
civil  and  respectable-looking ; and  the  price  he  asked  for  a bed 
was  reasonable  enough.  Isaac,  therefore,  decided  on  stopping 
comfortably  at  the  inn  for  that  night. 

He  was  constitutionally  a temperate  man.  His  supper 
simply  consisted  of  two  rashers  of  bacon,  a slice  of  home-made 
bread,  and  a pint  of  ale.  He  did  not  go  to  bed  immediately 
after  this  moderate  meal,  but  sat  up  with  the  landlord,  talking 
about  his  bad  prospects  and  his  long  run  of  ill-luck,  and  diver- 
ging from  these  topics  to  the  subjects  of  horse-flesh  and  racing. 
Nothing  was  said  either  by  himself,  his  host,  or  the  few 
labourers  who  strayed  into  the  tap-room,  which  could,  in  the 
slightest  degree,  excite  the  very  small  and  very  dull  imaginative 
faculty  wliieh  Isaac  Scatchard  possessed. 

At  u little  aft(‘.r  (eleven  the  house  was  closed.  Isaac  went 
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round  with  the  landlord,  and  held  the  candle  while  the  doors 
and  lower-windows  were  being  secured.  He  noticed  with 
surprise  the  strength  of  the  bolts,  bars,  and  iron-sheathed 
shutters. 

“ You  see,  we  are  rather  lonely  here,”  said  the  landlord. 
“We  never  have  had  any  attempts  made  to  break  in  yet,  but 
it’s  ahvays  as  well  to  be  on  the  safe  side.  When  nobody  is 
sleeping  here  I am  the  only  man  in  the  house.  My  wife  and 
daughter  are  timid,  and  the  servant-girl  takes  after  her  missuses. 
Another  glass  of  ale,  before  you  turn  in? — Ho! — AYell,  how 
such  a sober  man  as  you  comes  to  be  out  of  place,  is  more 
than  I can  make  out,  for  one. — Here’s  where  you’re  to  sleep. 
You’re  the  only  lodger  to-night,  and  I think  you’ll  say  my  missus 
has  done  her  best  to  make  you  comfortable.  You’re  quite 
sure  you  won’t  have  another  glass  of  ale  ? — very  well.  Good 
night.” 

If  was  half-past  eleven  by  the  clock  in  the  passage  as  they 
went  up  stairs  to  the  bed-room,  the  window  of  which  looked 
on  to  the  wood  at  the  back  of  the  house. 

Isaac  locked  the  door,  set  his  candle  on  the  chest  of  drawers, 
and  wearily  got  ready  for  bed.  The  bleak  autumn  wind  was 
still  blowing,  and  the  solemn  surging  moan  of  it  in  the  wood 
was  dreary  and  awful  to  hear  through  the  night- silence.  Isaac 
felt  strangely  wakeful.  He  resolved,  as  he  lay  down  in  bed, 
to  keep  the  candle  a-light  until  he  began  to  grow  sleepy ; for 
there  was  something  unendurably  depressing  in  the  bare  idea 
of  lying  awake  in  the  darkness,  listening  to  the  dismal,  ceaseless 
moan  of  the  wind  in  the  wood. 

Sleep  stole  on  him  before  he  was  aware  of  it.  His  eyes 
closed,  and  he  fell  off  insensibly  to  rest,  without  having  so 
much  as  thought  of  extinguishing  the  candle. 

The  first  sensation  of  which  he  was  conscious,  after  sinking 
into  slumber,  was  a strange  shivering  that  ran  through  him 
suddenly  from  head  to  foot,  and  a dreadful  sinking  pain  at  the 
heart,  such  as  he  had  never  felt  before.  The  shivering  only 
disturbed  his  slumbers — the  pain  woke  him  instantly.  In  one 
moment  he  passed  from  a state  of  sleep  to  a state  of  wakeful- 
ness— his  eyes  wide  open — his  mental  perceptions  cleared  on  a 
sudden  as  if  by  a miracle. 

The  candle  had  burnt  down  nearly  to  the  last  morsel  of 
tallow,  but  the  top  of  the  unsnuffed  wick  had  just  fallen  off,  and 
the  light  in  the  little  room  was,  for  the  moment,  fair  and  full. 

Between  the  foot  of  his  bed  and  the  closed  door,  there  stood 
a woman  with  a knife  in  her  hand,  looking  at  him. 
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He  was  stricken  speecHess  with  terror,  but  he  did  not  lose 
the  preternatural  clearness  of  his  faculties ; and  he  never  took 
his  eyes  off  the  woman.  She  said  not  a word  as  they  stared 
each  other  in  the  face  ; but  she  began  to  move  slowly  towards 
the  left-hand  side  of  the  bed. 

His  eyes  followed  her.  She  was  a fair  fine  woman,  with  yel- 
lowish flaxen  hair,  and  light  grey  eyes,  with  a droop  in  the  left 
eyelid.  He  noticed  these  tMngs  and  fixed  them  on  his  mind, 
before  she  was  round  at  the  side  of  the  bed.  Speechless,  with 
no  expression  in  her  face,  with  no  noise  following  her  footfall, 
she  came  closer  and  closer — stopped — and  slowly  raised  the 
knife.  He  laid  his  right  arm  over  his  throat  to  save  it ; but, 
as  he  saw  the  knife  coming  down,  threw  his  hand  across  the 
bed  to  the  right  side,  and  jerked  his  body  over  that  way,  just 
as  the  knife  descended  on  the  mattress  within  an  inch  of  his 
shoulder. 

His  eyes  fixed  on  her  arm  and  hand,  as  she  slowly  drew  her 
knife  out  of  the  bed.  A white,  well-shaped  arm,  with  a pretty 
down  lying  lightly  over  the  fair  skin.  A delicate,  lady’s  hand, 
with  the  crowning  beauty  of  a pink  flush  under  and  round 
the  finger-nails. 

She  drew  the  knife  out,  and  passed  back  again  slowly  to  the 
foot  of  the  bed  ; stopped  there  for  a moment  looking  at  him ; 
then  came  on — still  speechless,  still  with  no  expression  on  the 
beautiful  face,  still  with  no  sound  following  the  stealthy  foot- 
falls— came  on  to  the  right  side  of  the  bed  where  he  now  lay. 

As  she  approached,  she  raised  the  knife  again,  and  he  drew 
himself  away  to  the  left  side.  She  struck,  as  before,  right  into 
the  mattress,  with  a deliberate,  perpendicularly  downward  action 
of  the  arm.  This  time  his  eyes  wandered  from  her  to  the  knife. 
It  was  like  the  large  clasp-knives  which  he  had  often  seen 
labouring  men  use  to  cut  their  bread  and  bacon  with.  Her 
delicate  little  fingers  did  not  conceal  more  than  two-thirds  of 
the  handle ; he  noticed  that  it  was  made  of  buckhorn,  clean 
and  shining  as  the  blade  was,  and  lo-oking  like  new. 

Tor  the  second  time  she  drew  the  knife  out,  concealed  it  in 
the  wide  sleeve  of  her  gown,  then  stopped  by  the  bedside, 
(v'atching  him.  Tor  an  instant  he  saw  her  standing  in  that 
position — then  the  wick  of  the  spent  candle  fell  over  into  the 
socket.  The  flame  diminished  to  a little  blue  point,  and  the 
room  grew  dark. 

A moment,  or  less  if  possible,  passed  so — and  then  the  wick 
flamed  up,  smokily,  for  the  last  time.  His  eyes  were  still 
looking  eagerlv  over  the  right-hand  side  of  the  bed  when  the 
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final  flash  of  light  came,  but  they  discerned  nothing.  The  fair 
woman  with  the  knife  was  gone. 

The  conviction  that  he  was  alone  again,  weakened  the  hold 
of  the  terror  that  had  struck  him  dumb  up  to  this  time.  The 
preternatural  sharpness  which  the  very  intensity  of  his  panic 
had  mysteriously  imparted  to  his  faculties,  left  them  suddenly. 
His  brain  grew  confused — his  heart  beat  wildly — his  ears 
opened  for  the  first  time  since  the  appearance  of  the  woman, 
to  a sense  of  the  woful,  ceaseless  moaning  of  the  wind  among 
the  trees.  With  the  dreadful  conviction  of  the  reality  of  what 
he  had  seen  still  strong  within  him,  he  leapt  out  of  bed,  and 
screaming — “ Murder! — Wake  up  there,  wake  up!” — dashed 
headlong  through  the  darkness  to  the  door. 

It  was  fast  locked,  exactly  as  he  had  left  it  on  going  to  bed. 

His  cries,  on  starting  up,  had  alarmed  the  house.  He  heard 
the  terrified,  confused  exclamations  of  women ; he  saw  the 
master  of  the  house  approaching  along  the  passage,  with  his 
burning  rush-candle  in  one  hand  and  his  gun  in  the  other. 

“ What  is  it?”  asked  the  landlord,  breathlessly. 

Isaac  could  only  answer  in  a whisper.  ‘‘  A woman,  with  a 
knife  in  her  hand,”  he  gasped  out.  “ In  my  room — a fair, 
yellow-haired  woman;  she  jobbed  at  me  with  the  knife,  twice 
over.” 

The  landlord’s  pale  cheek  grew  paler.  He  looked  at  Isaac 
eagerly  by  the  flickering  light  of  his  candle ; and  his  face  began 
to  get  red  again — his  voice  altered,  too,  as  well  as  his  com- 
plexion. 

“ She  seems  to  have  missed  you  twice,”  he  said. 

“ I dodged  the  knife  as  it  came  down,”  Isaac  went  on,  in  the 
same  scared  whisper.  ‘‘  It  struck  the  bed  each  time.” 

The  landlord  took  his  candle  into  the  bedroom  immediately. 
In  less  than  a minute  he  came  out  again  into  the  passage  in  a 
violent  passion. 

“ The  devil  fly  away  with  you  and  your  woman  with  the 
knife ! There  isn’t  a mark  in  the  bed-clothes  anywhere.  AVhat 
do  you  mean  by  coming  into  a man’s  place  and  frightening  his 
family  out  of  their  wits  by  a dream  ?” 

“ I’ll  leave  your  house,”  said  Isaac,  faintly.  ‘‘  Better  out 
on  the  road,  in  rain  and  dark,  on  my  way  home,  than  back 
again  in  that  room,  after  what  I’ve  seen  in  it.  Lend  me  a light 
to  get  my  clothes  by,  and  tell  me  what  I’m  to  pay.” 

“ Pay  !”  cried  the  landlord,  leading  the  way  with  his  light 
sulkily  into  the  bedroom.  You’ll  find  your  score  on  the  slate 
when  you  go  down  stairs.  I wouldn’t  have  taken  you  in  for 
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ail  the  money  you’ve  got  about  you,  if  I’d  known  your  dream- 
ing, screeching  ways  beforehand.  Look  at  the  bed.  Where’s 
the  cut  of  a knife  in  it?  Look  at  the  window — is  the  lock 
bursted?  Look  at  the  door  (which  I heard  you  fasten  your- 
self)— is  it  broke  in  ? A murdering  woman  with  a knife  in  my 
house  ! You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself!” 

Isaac  answered  not  a word.  He  huddled  on  his  clothes  : 
and  then  they  went  down  stairs  together. 

“ Nigh  on  twenty  minutes  past  two!”  said  the  landlord,  as 
they  passed  the  clock.  “ A nice  time  in  the  morning  to  frighten 
honest  people  out  of  their  wits !” 

Isaac  paid  his  bill,  and  the  landlord  let  him  out  at  the  front 
door,  asking,  with  a grin  of  contempt,  as  he  undid  the  strong 
fastenings,  whether  “ the  murdering  woman  got  in  that  way  ?” 

They  parted  without  a word  on  either  side.  The  rain  had 
ceased ; but  the  night  was  dark,  and  the  wind  bleaker  than 
ever.  Little  did  the  darkness,  or  the  cold,  or  the  uncertainty 
about  the  way  home  matter  to  Isaac.  If  he  had  been  turned 
out  into  a wilderness  in  a thunderstorm,  it  would  have  been 
a relief,  after  what  he  had  suffered  in  the  bedroom  of  the  inn. 

What  was  the  fair  woman  with  the  knife  ? The  creature  of 
a dream,  or  that  other  creature  from  the  unknown  world,  called 
among  men  by  the  name  of  ghost  ? He  could  make  nothing  of 
the  mystery — had  made  nothing  of  it,  even  when  it  was  mid- 
day on  Wednesday,  and  when  he  stood,  at  last,  after  many 
times  missing  his  road,  once  more  on  the  door-step  of  home. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

His  mother  came  out  eagerly  to  receive  him.  His  face  told 
her  in  a moment  that  something  was  wrong. 

“ I’ve  lost  the  place ; but  that’s  my  luck.  I dreamed  an  ill 
dream  last  night,  mother — or,  maybe,  I saw  a ghost.  Take  it 
either  way,  it  scared  me  out  of  my  senses,  and  I’m  not  my  own 
man  again  yet.” 

“ Isaac ! your  face  frightens  me.  Come  in  to  the  fire.  Come 
in,  and  tell  mother  all  about  it.” 

He  was  as  anxious  to  tell  as  she  was  to  hear ; for  it  had 
been  his  hope,  all  the  way  home,  that  his  mother,  with  her 
Quicker  capacity  and  superior  knowledge,  might  be  able  to 
throw  some  light  on  the  mystery  which  he  could  not  clear  up 
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for  himself.  His  memory  of  the  dream  was  still  mechanically 
vivid,  though  his  thoughts  were  entirely  confused  by  it. 

His  mother’s  face  grew  paler  and  paler  as  he  went  on.  She 
never  interrupted  him  by  so  much  as  a single  word ; but  when 
he  had  done,  she  moved  her  chair  close  to  his,  put  her  arm 
round  his  neck,  and  said  to  him : — 

Isaac,  you  dreamed  your  ill  dream  on  this  Wednesday 
morning.  What  time  was  it  when  you  saw  the  fair  v/oman 
with  the  knife  in  her  hand?” 

Isaac  reflected  on  what  the  landlord  had  said  when  they  had 
passed  by  the  clock  on  his  leaving  the  inn — allowed  as  nearly 
as  he  could  for  the  time  that  must  have  elapsed  between  the 
unlocking  of  his  bedroom  door  and  the  paying  of  his  bill  just 
before  going  away,  and  answered: — 

Somewhere  about  two  o’clock  in  the  morning.” 

His  mother  suddenly  quitted  her  hold  of  his  neck,  and  struck 
her  hands  together  with  a gesture  of  despair. 

“ This  Wednesday  is  your  birthday,  Isaac;  and  two  o’clock 
in  the  morning  is  the  time  when  you  were  born  1” 

Isaac’s  capacities  were  not  quick  enough  to  catch  the  infec- 
tion of  his  mother’s  superstitious  dread.  He  was  amazed,  and 
a little  startled  also,  when  she  suddenly  rose  from  her  chair, 
opened  her  old  writing-desk,  took  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and 
then  said  to  him  : — 

Your  memory  is  but  a poor  one,  Isaac,  and  now  I’m  an 
old  woman,  mine’s  not  much  better.  I want  all  about  this 
dream  of  yours  to  be  as  well  known  to  both  of  us,  years  hence, 
as  it  is  now.  Tell  me  over  again  all  you  told  me  a minute 
ago,  when  you  spoke  of  what  the  woman  with  the  knife  looked 
like.” 

Isaac  obeyed,  and  marvelled  much  as  he  saw  his  mother 
carefully  set  down  on  paper  the  very  words  that  he  was 
saying. 

“ Light  grey  eyes,”  she  wrote  as  they  came  to  the  descrip- 
tive part,  “ with  a droop  in  the  left  eyelid.  Flaxen  hair,  with 
a gold-yellow  streak  in  it.  White  arms,  Avith  a-  down  upon 
them.  Little  lady’s  hand,  with  a reddish  look  about  the 
flnger-nails.  Clasp-knife  with  a buckhorn  handle,  that  seemed 
as  good  as  new.”  To  these  particulars,  Mrs.  Scatchard  added 
the  year,  month,  day  of  the  week,  and  time  in  the  morniug, 
when  the  woman  of  the  dream  appeared  to  her  son.  She  then 
locked  up  the  paper  carefully  in  her  writing-desk. 

Neither  on  that  day,  nor  on  any  day  after,  could  her  son  in- 
duce her  to  return  to  the  matter  of  the  dream.  She  obstinately 
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kept  her  thoughts  about  it  to  herself,  and  even  refused  to  refer 
again  to  the  paper  in  her  writing-desk.  Ere  long,  Isaac  grew 
weary  of  attempting  to  make  her  break  her  resolute  silence ; 
and  time,  which  sooner  or  later  wears  out  all  things,  gradually 
wore  out  the  impression  produced  on  him  by  the  dream.  He 
began  by  thinking  of  it  carelessly,  and  he  ended  by  not  think- 
ing of  it  at  all. 

This  result  was  the  more  easily  brought  about  by  the  advent 
of  some  important  changes  for  the  better  in  his  prospects, 
which  commenced  not  long  after  his  terrible  night’s  experience 
at  the  inn.  He  reaped  at  last  the  reward  of  his  long  and 
patient  suffering  under  adversity,  by  getting  an  excellent 
place,  keeping  it  for  seven  years,  and  leaving  it,  on  the  death 
of  his  master,  not  only  with  an  excellent  character,  but  also 
with  a comfortable  annuity  bequeathed  to  him  as  a reward  for 
saving  his  mistress’s  life  in  a carriage  accident.  Thus  it  hap- 
pened that  Isaac  Scatchard  returned  to  his  old  mother,  seven 
years  after  the  time  of  the  dream  at  the  inn,  with  an  annual 
sum  of  money  at  his  disposal,  sufficient  to  keep  them  both  in 
ease  and  independence  for  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

The  mother,  whose  health  had  been  bad  of  late  years,  pro- 
fited so  much  by  the  care  bestowed  on  her  and  by  freedom 
from  money  anxieties,  that  when  Isaac’s  birthday  came  round, 
she  ’was  able  to  sit  up  comfortably  at  table  and  dine  with 
him. 

On  that  day,  as  the  evening  drew  on,  Mrs.  Scatchard  disco- 
covered  that  a bottle  of  tonic  medicine — which  she  was  accus- 
tomed to  take,  and  in  which  she  had  fancied  that  a dose  or 
more  was  still  left — happened  to  be  empty.  Isaac  immedi- 
ately volunteered  to  go  to  the  chemist’s,  and  get  it  filled  again. 
It  was  as  rainy  and  bleak  an  autumn  night  as  on  the  memo- 
rable past  occasion  when  he  lost  his  way  and  slept  at  the  road- 
side inn. 

On  going  into  the  chemist’s  shop,  he  was  passed  hurriedly 
by  a poorly-dressed  woman  coming  out  of  it.  The  glimpse  he 
had  of  her  face  struck  him,  and  he  looked  back  after  her  as 
she  descended  the  door-steps. 

“ You’re  noticing  that  woman  ?”  said  the  chemist’s  appren- 
tice behind  the  counter.  It’s  my  opinion  there’s  something 
wrong  with  her.  She’s  been  asking  for  laudanum  to  put  to  a 
bad  tooth.  Master’s  out  for  half  an  hour ; and  I told  her  I 
wasn’t  allowed  to  sell  poison  to  strangers  in  his  absence.  She 
laughed  in  a queer  way,  and  said  she  would  come  back  in  half 
an  hour.  If  she  expects  master  to  serve  her,  I think  she’ll  be 
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disappointed.  It’s  a case  of  suicide,  sir,  if  ever  there  was  one 
yet.” 

These  words  added  immeasurably  to  the  sudden  interest  in 
the  woman  which  Isaac  had  felt  at  the  first  sight  of  her  face. 
After  he  had  got  the  medicine  bottle  filled,  he  looked  about 
anxiously  for  her,  as  soon  as  he  was  out  in  the  street.  She  was 
walking  slowly  up  and  down  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road. 
With  his  heart,  very  much  to  his  own  surprise,  beating  fast, 
Isaac  crossed  over  and  spoke  to  her. 

He  asked  if  she  was  in  any  distress.  She  pointed  to  her 
torn  shawl,  her  scanty  dress,  her  crushed,  dirty  bonnet — then 
moved  under  a lamp  so  as  to  let  the  light  fall  on  her  stern, 
pale,  but  still  most  beautiful  face. 

‘‘  I look  like  a comfortable,  happy  woman — don’t  I ?”  she 
said,  with  a bitter  laugh. 

She  spoke  with  a purity  of  intonation  which  Isaac  had  never 
heard  before  from  other  than  ladies’  lips.  Her  slightest  actions 
seemed  to  have  the  easy,  negligent  grace  of  a thorough-bred 
woman.  Her  skin,  for  all  its  poverty-stricken  paleness,  was  as 
delicate  as  if  her  life  had  been  passed  in  the  enjoyment  of  every 
social  comfort  that  wealth  can  purchase.  Even  her  small, 
finely-shaped  hands,  gloveless  as  they  were,  had  not  lost  their 
whiteness. 

Little  by  little,  in  answer  to  his  questions,  the  sad  story  of 
the  woman  came  out.  There  is  no  need  to  relate  it  here ; it 
is  told  over  and  over  again  in  Police  reports  and  paragraphs 
descriptive  of  Attempted  Suicides. 

“ My  name  is  Eebecca  Murdoch,”  said  the  woman,  as  she 
ended.  “ I have  ninepence  left,  and  I thought  of  spending  it 
at  the  chemist’s  over  the  way  in  securing  a passage  to  the  other 
world.  Whatever  it  is,  it  can’t  be  worse  to  me  than  this — so 
why  should  I stop  here  ?” 

Besides  the  natural  compassion  and  sadness  moved  in  his 
heart  by  what  he  heard,  Isaac  felt  within  him  some  mysterious 
influence  at  work  all  the  time  the  woman  was  speaking,  which 
utterly  confused  his  ideas  and  almost  deprived  him  of  his 
powers  of  speech.  All  that  he  could  say  in  answer  to  her  last 
reckless  words  was,  that  he  would  prevent  her  from  attempting 
her  own  life,  if  he  followed  her  about  all  night  to  do  it.  His 
rough,  trembling  earnestness  seemed  to  impress  her. 

“I  won’t  occasion  you  that  trouble,”  she  answered,  when  he 
repeated  his  threat.  ‘‘  You  have  given  me  a fancy  for  living 
by  speaking  kindly  to  me.  No  need  for  the  mockery  of  pro- 
testations  and  promises.  You  may  believe  me  without  them 
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Come  to  Fuller’s  Meadow  to-morrow  at  twelve,  and  you  will 
liud  me  alive,  to  answer  for  myself.  JN^o ! — no  money.  My 
ninepence  will  do  to  get  me  as  good  a night’s  lodging  as  J 
want.” 

She  nodded  and  left  him.  He  made  no  attempt  to  follow — 
he  felt  no  suspicion  that  she  was  deceiving  him. 

“ It’s  strange,  but  I can’t  help  believing  her,”  he  said  to  him- 
self, and  walked  away  bewildered  towards  home. 

On  entering  the  house,  his  mind  was  still  so  completely  ab- 
sorbed by  its  new  subject  of  interest,  that  he  took  no  notice  of 
what  his  mother  was  doing  when  he  came  in  with  the  bottle  ot 
medicine.  She  had  opened  her  old  writing-desk  in  his  absence, 
and  was  now  reading  a paper  attentively  that  lay  inside  it.  On 
every  birthday  of  Isaac’s  since  she  had  written  down  the  par- 
ticulars of  his  dream  from  his  own  lips,  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  read  that  same  paper,  and  ponder  over  it  in  private. 

The  next  day  he  went  to  Fuller’s  Meadow. 

He  had  done  only  right  in  believing  her  so  implicitly — she 
was  there,  punctual  to  a minute,  to  answer  for  herself.  The 
last-left  faint  defences  in  Isaac’s  heart,  against  the  fascination 
which  a word  or  look  from  her  began  inscrutably  to  exercise 
over  him,  sank  down  and  vanished  before  her  for  ever  on  that 
memorable  morning. 

When  a man,  previously  insensible  to  the  influence  of  wo- 
men, forms  an  attachment  in  middle  life,  the  instances  are  rare 
indeed,  let  the  warning  circumstances  be  what  they  may,  in 
which  he  is  found  capable  of  freeing  himself  from  the  tyranny 
of  the  new  ruling  passion.  The  charm  of  being  spoken  to  fami- 
liarly, fondly,  and  gratefully  by  a woman  whose  language  and 
manners  still  retained  enough  of  their  early  refinement  to  hint 
at  the  high  social  station  that  she  had  lost,  would  have  been  a 
dangerous  luxury  to  a man  of  Isaac’s  rank  at  the  age  of  twenty. 
Eut  it  was  far  more  than  that — it  was  certain  ruin  to  him — 
now  that  his  heart  was  opening  unworthily  to  a new  influence 
at  that  middle  time  of  life  when  strong  feelings  of  all  kinds, 
once  implanted,  strike  root  most  stubbornly  in  a man’s  moral 
nature.  A few  more  stolen  interviews  after  that  first  morning 
in  Fuller’s  Meadow  completed  his  infatuation.  In  less  than  a 
month  from  the  time  when  he  first  met  her,  Isaac  Scatchard 
had  consented  to  give  Hebecca  Murdoch  a new  interest  in 
existence,  and  a chance  of  recovering  the  character  she  had 
lost,  by  promising  to  make  her  his  wife. 

She  had  taken  possession  not  of  his  passions  only,  but  of  hii 
faculties  a»  weU  A-11  the  mind  he  hao  he  put  into  her  keeping. 
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She  directed  him  on  every  point,  even  instructing  him  how  tc 
break  the  news  of  his  approaching  marriage  in  the  safest  man- 
ner to  his  mother. 

If  yon  tell  her  how  you  met  me  and  who  I am  at  first,’’ 
said  the  cunning  woman,  ‘‘she  will  move  heaven  and  earth 
to  prevent  our  marriage.  Say  I am  the  sister  of  one  of  your 
fellow-servants — ask  her  to  see  me  before  you  go  into  any  more 
particulars — and  leave  it  to  me  to  do  the  rest.  I mean  to  make 
her  love  me  next  best  to  you,  Isaac,  before  she  knows  anything 
of  who  I really  am.” 

The  motive  of  the  deceit  was  sufficient  to  sanctify  it  to  Isaac. 
The  stratagem  proposed  relieved  him  of  his  one  great  anxiety, 
and  quieted  his  uneasy  conscience  on  the  subject  of  his  mother. 
Still,  there  was  something  wanting  to  perfect  his  happiness, 
something  that  he  could  not  realise,  something  mysteriously 
untraceable,  and  yet  something  that  perpetually  made  itself 
felt — not  when  h©  was  absent  from  Eebecca  Murdoch,  but, 
strange  to  say,  when  he  was  actually  in  her  presence ! She  was 
kindness  itself  with  him ; she  never  made  him  feel  his  inferior 
capacities  and  inferior  manners  — she  showed  the  sweetest 
anxiety  to  please  him  in  the  smallest  trifles ; but,  in  spite  of 
all  these  attractions,  he  never  could  feel  quite  at  his  ease  with 
her.  At  their  first  meeting,  there  had  mingled  with  his  admi- 
ration, when  he  looked  in  her  face,  a faint  involuntary  feeling 
of  doubt  whether  that  face  was  entirely  strange  to  him.  'No 
after-familiarity  had  the  slightest  effect  on  this  inexplicable, 
wearisome  uncertainty. 

Concealing  the  truth,  as  he  had  been  directed,  he  announced 
his  marriage  engagement  precipitately  and  confusedly  to  his 
mother,  on  the  day  when  he  contracted  it.  Poor  Mrs.  Scatch- 
ard  shov/ed  her  perfect  confidence  in  her  son  by  flinging  her 
arms  round  his  neck,  and  giving  him  joy  of  having  found  at 
last,  in  the  sister  of  one  of  his  fellow-servants,  a woman  to  com- 
fort and  care  for  him  after  his  mother  was  gone.  She  was  all 
eagerness  to  see  the  woman  of  her  son’s  choice ; and  the  next 
day  was  fixed  for  the  introduction. 

It  was  a bright  sunny  morning,  and  the  little  cottage  par- 
lour was  full  of  light,  as  Mrs.  Scatchard,  happy  and  expectant, 
dressed  for  the  occasion  in  her  Sunday  gown,  sat  waiting  for 
her  son  and  her  future  daughter-in-law. 

Punctual  to  the  appointed  time,  Isaac  hurriedly  and  ner- 
vously led  his  promised  wife  into  the  room.  His  mother  ruse 
to  receive  her — advanced  a few  steps,  smiling — looked  Eebecca 
full  iu  the  eyes — and  suddenly  stopped.  Her  face,  which  had 
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been  flushed  the  moment  before,  turned  white  in  an  instant — 
her  eyes  lost  their  expression  of  softness  and  kindness,  and 
assumed  a blank  look  of  terror — her  outstretched  hands  fell  to 
her  sides,  and  she  staggered  back  a few  steps  with  a low  cry  to 
her  son. 

‘‘  Isaac !”  she  whispered,  clutching  him  fast  by  the  arm, 
when  he  asked  alarmedly  if  she  was  taken  ill,  “ Isaac ! does 
that  woman’s  face  remind  you  of  nothing?” 

Before  he  could  answer,  before  he  could  look  round  to  where 
Eebecca  stood,  astonished  and  angered  by  her  reception,  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  room,  his  mother  pointed  impatiently  to  her 
writing-desk  and  gave  him  the  key. 

“ Open  it,”  she  said,  in  a quick,  breathless  whisper. 

‘‘  What  does  this  mean  P Why  am  I treated  as  if  I had  no 
business  here  ? Does  your  mother  want  to  insult  me  ?”  asked 
Eebecca,  angrily. 

Open  it,  and  give  me  the  paper  in  the  left-hand  drawer. 
Quick  ! quick  ! for  heaven’s  sake !”  said  Mrs.  Scatchard, 
shrinking  further  back  in  terror. 

Isaac  gave  her  the  paper.  She  looked  it  over  eagerly  for  a 
moment — then  followed  Eebecca,  who  was  now  turning  away 
haughtily  to  leave  the  room,  and  caught  her  by  the  shoulder — 
abruptly  raised  the  long,  loose  sleeve  of  her  gown — and  glanced 
at  her  hand  and  arm.  Something  like  fear  began  to  steal  over 
the  angry  expression  of  Eebecca’s  face,  as  she  shook  herself 
free  from  the  old  woman’s  gras]3.  Mad !”  she  said  to  herself, 
“and  Isaac  never  told  me.”  With  those  few  words  she  left 
the  room. 

Isaac  was  hastening  after  her,  when  his  mother  turned  and 
stopped  his  further  progress.  It  wrung  his  heart  to  see  the 
misery  and  terror  in  her  face  as  she  looked  at  him. 

“ Light  grey  eyes,”  she  said,  in  low,  mournful,  awe-struck 
cones,  pointing  towards  the  open  door.  “ A droop  in  the  left 
eye-lid ; flaxen  hair  with  a gold-yellow  streak  in  it ; white  arms 
with  a down  on  them ; little,  lady’s  hand,  with  a reddish  look 
under  the  finger-nails.  The  Di'eam-  Woman  ! — Isaac,  the  Dream- 
Woman  !” 

That  faint  cleaving  doubt  which  he  had  never  been  able  to 
shake  off  in  Eebecca  Murdoch’s  presence,  was  fatally  set  at 
rest  for  ever.  He  had  seen  her  face,  then,  before — seven  years 
before,  on  his  birthday,  in  the  bedroom  of  the  lonely  inn. 

“ Be  warned  ! Oh,  my  son,  be  warned  ! Isaac ! Isaac ! let 
her  go,  and  do  you  stop  with  me  !” 

Something  darkened  the  parlour  window  as  those  words 
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were  said.  A sudden  chill  ran  through  him,  and  he  glanced 
sidelong  at  the  shadow.  Eebecca  Murdoch  had  come  back. 
She  was  peering  in  curiously  at  them  over  the  low  window- 
blind. 

I have  promised  to  marry,  mother,”  he  said,  “ and  marry 
I must.” 

The  tears  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  spoke,  and  dimmed  his 
sight ; but  he  could  just  discern  the  fatal  face  outside,  moving 
away  again  from  the  window. 

His  mother’s  head  sank  lower. 

‘‘  Are  you  faint  ?”  he  whispered. 

‘‘  Broken-hearted,  Isaac.” 

He  stooped  down  and  kissed  her.  The  shadow,  as  he  did 
so,  returned  to  the  window ; and  the  fatal  face  peered  in  curi- 
ously once  more. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

Theee  weeks  after  that  day  Isaac  and  Eebecca  were  man  and 
wife.  All  that  was  hopelessly  dogged  and  stubborn  in  the 
man’s  moral  nature,  seemed  to  have  closed  round  his  fatal  pas- 
sion, and  to  have  fixed  it  unassailably  in  his  heart. 

After  that  first  interview  in  the  cottage  parlour,  no  consi- 
deration could  induce  Mrs.  Scatchard  to  see  her  son’s  wife 
again,  or  even  to  talk  of  her  when  Isaac  tried  hard  to  plead 
her  cause  after  their  marriage. 

This  course  of  conduct  was  not  in  any  degree  occasioned  by 
a discovery  of  the  degradation  in  which  Eebecca  had  lived. 
There  was  no  question  of  that  between  mother  and  son.  There 
was  no  question  of  anything  but  the  fearfully  exact  resem- 
blance between  the  living,  breathing  woman,  and  the  spectre- 
woman  of  Isaac’s  dream. 

Eebecca,  on  her  side,  neither  felt  nor  expressed  the  slightest 
sorrow  at  the  estrangement  between  herself  and  her  mother-in- 
law.  Isaac,  for  the  sake  of  peace,  had  never  contradicted  her 
first  idea  that  age  and  long  illness  had  affected  Mrs.  Scatchard’s 
mind.  He  even  allowed  his  wife  to  upbraid  him  for  not 
having  confessed  this  to  her  at  the  time  of  their  marriage 
engagement,  rather  than  risk  anything  by  hinting  at  the  truth. 
The  sacrifice  of  his  integrity  before  his  one  all-mastering  delu- 
gion,  seemed  but  a small  thing,  and  cost  his  conscience  but 
little,  after  the  sacrifices  he  had  already  made. 

The  time  of  waking  from  xiis  delusion — the  cruel  and  the 
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Mieful  time — was  not  far  oif.  After  some  quiet  months  of 
iiiarrieci  life,  as  the  summer  was  endiug,  and  the  year  was 
getting  on  towards  the  month  of  his  birthday,  Isaac  found  his 
wife  altering  towards  him.  She  grew  sullen  and  contempt- 
uous : she  formed  acquaintances  of  the  most  dangerous  kind, 
in  defiance  of  his  objections,  his  entreaties,  and  his  commands ; 
and,  worst  of  all,  she  learnt,  ere  long,  after  every  fresh  dif- 
ference with  her  husband,  to  seek  the  deadly  self-oblivion  of 
drink.  Little  by  little,  after  the  first  miserable  discovery  that 
his  wife  was  keeping  company  with  drunkards,  the  shocking 
certainty  forced  itself  on  Isaac  that  she  had  grown  to  be  a 
druukard  herself. 

He  had  been  in  a sadiy  desponding  state  for  some  time 
before  the  occurrence  of  these  domestic  calamities.  His  mo- 
ther’s health,  as  he  could  but  too  plainly  discern  every  time 
he  went  to  see  her  at>  the  cottage,  was  failing  fast ; and  he 
upbraided  himself  in  secret  as  the  cause  of  the  bodily  and 
mental  suffering  she  endured.  "When,  to  his  remorse  on  his 
mother’s  account  was  added  the  shame  and  misery  occasioned 
by  the  discovery  of  his  wife’s  degradation,  he  sank  under  the 
double  trial,  bis  face  began  to  alter  fast,  and  he  looked,  what 
he  was,  a spirit-broken  man. 

His  mother,  still  struggling  bravely  against  the  illness  that 
was  hurrying  her  to  the  grave,  was  the  first  to  notice  the  sad 
alteration  in  him,  and  the  first  to  hear  of  his  last,  worst  trou- 
ble with  his  wife.  She  could  only  weep  bitterly,  on  the  day 
when  he  made  his  humiliating  confession;  but  on  the  next 
occasion  when  he  went  to  see  her,  she  had  taken  a resolution, 
in  reference  to  his  domestic  afflictions,  which  astonished,  and 
even  alarmed  him.  He  found  her  dressed  to  go  out,  and  on 
asking  the  reason,  received  this  answer : — 

“ I am  not  long  for  this  world,  Isaac,”  she  said  ; ‘‘and  I 
shall  not  feel  easy  on  my  death-bed,  unless  I have  done  my 
best  to  the  last  to  make  my  son  happy.  I mean  to  put  my 
own  fears  and  my  own  feelings  out  of  the  question,  and  to  go 
with  you  to  your  wife,  and  try  what  I can  do  to  reclaim  her. 
Grive  me  your  arm,  Isaac ; and  let  me  do  the  last  thing  I cau 
in  this  world  to  help  my  son,  before  it  is  too  late.” 

He  could  not  disobey  her ; and  they  walked  together  slowly 
towards  his  miserable  home. 

It  was  only  one  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  when  they  reached 
the  cottage  where  he  lived.  It  was  their  dinner  hour,  and 
Rebecca  was  in  the  kitchen.  He  was  thus  able  to  take  his 
mother  quietly  into  the  parlour  and  then  prepare  his  wife  for  * 
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the  interview.  She  had  fortunately  drank  but  littlft  at 
that  early  hour,  and  she  was  less  sullen  and  capricious  than 
usual. 

He  returned  to  his  mother,  with  his  mind  tolerably  at  ease. 
His  wife  soon  followed  him  into  the  parlour,  and  the  meeting 
between  her  and  Mrs.  Scatchard  passed  off  better  than  he  had 
ventured  to  anticipate;  though  he  observed  with  secret  ap- 
prehension that  his  mother,  resolutely  as  she  controlled  her- 
self in  other  respects,  could  not  look  his  wife  in  the  face  when 
she  spoke  to  her.  It  was  a relief  to  him,  therefore,  when 
Eebecca  began  to  lay  the  cloth. 

She  laid  the  cloth,  brought  in  the  bread-tray,  and  cut  a slice 
from  the  loaf  for  her  husband,  then  returned  to  the  kitchen. 
At  that  moment,  Isaac,  still  anxiously  watching  his  mother, 
was  startled  by  seeing  the  same  ghastly  change  pass  over  her 
face  which  had  altered  it  so  awfully  on  the  morning  when 
Eebecca  and  she  first  met.  Before  he  could  say  a word,  she 
whispered  with  a look  of  horror, — 

Take  me  back ! — home,  home  again,  Isaac  ! Come  with 
me,  and  never  go  back  again !” 

He  was  afraid  to  ask  for  an  explanation  ; he  could  only  sign 
to  her  to  be  silent,  and  help  her  quickly  to  the  door.  As  they 
passed  the  bread-tray  on  the  table,  she  stopped  and  pointed 
to  it. 

“Did  you  see  what  your  wife  cut  your  bread  with?”  she 
asked  in  a low  whisper. 

“ No,  mother ; I was  not  noticing.  What  vras  it  ?” 

“Look!” 

He  did  look.  A new  clasp-knife,  with  a buckhorn  handle, 
lay  with  the  loaf  in  the  bread-tray.  He  stretched  out  his 
hand,  shudderingly,  to  possess  himself  of  it ; but  at  the  same 
time,  there  was  a noise  in  the  kitchen,  and  his  mother  caught 
at  his  arm. 

“ The  knife  of  the  dream ! Isaac,  I’m  faint  with  fear — take 
me  away,  before  she  comes  back  1” 

He  was  hardly  able  to  support  her.  The  visible,  tangible 
reality  of  the  knife  struck  him  with  a panic,  and  utterly  de- 
stroyed any  faint  doubts  he  might  have  entertained  up  to  this 
time,  in  relation  to  the  mysterious  dream-warning  of  nearly 
eight  years  before.  By  a last  desperate  effort,  he  summoned 
self-possession  enough  to  help  his  mother  out  of  the  house — 
BO  quietly,  that  the  “ Dream- Woman”  (he  thought  of  her  by 
that  name  nov/)  did  not  hear  their  departure. 

Don’t  go  back,  Isaac,  don’t  go  back!”  implored  Mrs. 
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Bcatchard,  as  he  turned  to  go  away,  after  seeing  her  safely 
seated  again  in  her  OAvn  room. 

“I  must  get  the  knife,”  he  answ'ered  under  his  hrentli. 
His  motuur  toed  to  stop  him  again  ; but  he  hurried  out  with- 
uiil  another  word. 

On  his  return,  he  found  that  his  wife  had  discovered  their 
secret  departure  from  the  house.  She  had  been  drinking,  and 
was  in  a fury  of  passion.  The  dinner  in  the  kitchen  was  flung 
under  the  grate ; the  cloth  was  off  the  parlour  table.  Where 
was  the  knife  ? 

Unwisely,  he  asked  for  it.  She  was  only  too  glad  of  the 
opportunity  of  irritating  him,  which  the  request  afforded  her. 
‘‘  He  wanted  the  knife,  did  he  ? Could  he  give  her  a reason 
why  ? — Ho  ? Then  he  should  not  have  it — not  if  he  went 
down  on  his  knees  to  ask  for  it.”  Uurther  recriminations 
elicited  the  fact  that  she  had  bought  it  a bargain,  and  that  she 
considered  it  her  own  especial  property.  Isaac  saw  the  use- 
lessness of  attempting  to  get  the  knife  by  fair  means,  and 
determined  to  search  for  it,  later  in  the  day,  in  secret.  The 
search  was  unsuccessful.  Night  came  on,  and  he  left  the 
house  to  walk  about  the  streets.  He  was  afraid  now  to  sleep 
in  the  same  room  with  her. 

Three  weeks  passed.  Still  sullenly  enraged  with  him,  she 
would  not  give  up  the  knife ; and  still  that  fear  of  sleeping  in 
the  same  room  with  her  possessed  him.  He  walked  about  at 
night,  or  dozed  in  the  parlour,  or  sat  watching  by  his  mother’s 
bed-side.  Before  the  expiration  of  the  first  week  in  the  new 
month  his  mother  died.  It  wanted  then  but  ten  days  of  her 
son’s  birthday.  She  had  longed  to  live  till  that  anniversary. 
Isaac  was  present  at  her  death  ; and  her  last  words  in  this 
world  were  addressed  to  him : — 

Don’t  go  back,  my  son — don’t  go  back  !” 

He  was  obliged  to  go  back,  if  it  were  only  to  watch  his 
wife.  Exasperated  to  the  last  degree  by  his  distrust  of  her, 
she  had  revengefully  sought  to  add  a sting  to  his  grief,  during 
the  last  days  of  his  mother’s  illness,  by  declaring  that  she 
would  assert  her  right  to  attend  the  fuueral.  In  spite  of  all 
that  he  could  do  or  say,  she  held  with  wicked  pertinacity  to 
her  word ; and,  on  the  day  appointed  for  the  burial,  forced 
herself — inflamed  and  shameless  with  drink — into  her  hus- 
band’s presence,  and  declared  that  she  would  walk  in  the 
funeral  procession  to  his  mothe  ^s  grave. 

^ This  last  worst  outrage,  accompanied  by  all  that  was  most 
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insulting  in  word  and  look,  maddened  liim  for  the  moment. 
He  struck  her. 

The  instant  the  blow  was  dealt,  he  repented  it.  She 
crouched  down,  silent,  in  a corner  of  the  room,  and  eyed 
him  steadily  ; it  was  a look  that  cooled  his  hot  blood,  and 
made  him  tremble.  But  there  was  no  time  now  to  think 
of  a means  of  making  atonement.  Nothing  remained,  but 
to  risk  the  worst  till  the  funeral  was  over.  There  was  but 
one  way  of  making  sure  of  her.  He  locked  her  into  her  bed- 
room. 

When  he  came  back,  some  hours  after,  he  found  her  sitting, 
very  much  altered  in  look  and  bearing,  by  the  bed-side,  with  & 
bundle  on  her  lap.  She  rose,  and  faced  him  quietly,  and  spoke 
with  a strange  stillness  in  her  voice,  a strange  repose  in  her 
eyes,  a strange  composure  in  her  manner. 

“ No  man  has  ever  struck  me  twice,”  she  said ; and  my 
husband  shall  have  no  second  opportunity.  Set  the  door  open 
and  let  me  go.  From  this  day  forth  we  see  each  other  no  more.” 

Before  he  could  answer  she  passed  him,  and  left  the  room. 
He  saw  her  walk  away  up  the  street. 

Would  she  return  ? 

All  that  night  he  watched  and  waited ; but  no  footstep 
came  near  the  house.  The  next  night,  overcome  by  fatigue, 
he  lay  down  in  bed  in  his  clothes,  with  the  door  locked, 
the  key  on  the  table,  and  the  candle  burning.  His  slum- 
ber was  not  disturbed.  The  third  night,  the  fourth,  the  fifth, 
the  sixth  passed,  and  nothing  happened.  He  lay  down  on 
the  seventh,  still  in  his  clothes,  still  with  the  door  locked, 
the  key  on  the  table,  and  the  candle  burning  ; but  easier  in  his 
mind. 

Easier  in  his  mind,  and  in  perfect  health  of  body,  when  he 
fell  off  to  sleep.  But  his  rest  was  disturbed.  He  woke  twice, 
without  any  sensation  of  uneasiness.  But  the  third  time  it 
was  that  never-to-be-forgotten  shivering  of  the  night  at  the 
lonely  inn,  that  dreadful  sinking  pain  at  the  heart,  which  once 
more  aroused  him  in  an  instant. 

His  eyes  opened  towards  the  left-hand  side  of  the  bed,  and 
there  stood — 

The  Dream-Woman  again?  No!  His  wife;  the  living 
reality,  with  the  dream-spectre’s  face — in  the  dream-spectre’s 
attitude : the  fair  arm  up  ; the  knife  clasped  in  the  delicate 
white  hand. 

He  sprang  upon  her,  almost  at  the  instant  of  seeing  her, 
and  yet  not  quicklv  enough  to  prevent  her  from  hiding  the 
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knife.  Without  a word  from  him,  without  a cry  from  her, 
he  pinioned  her  in  a chair.  With  one  hand  he  felt  up  her 
sleeve;  and  there,  where  the  Dream- Woman  had  hidden  the 
knife,  his  wife  had  hidden  it — the  knife  with  the  buckhorn 
handle,  that  looked  like  new. 

In  the  despair  of  that  fearful  moment  his  brain  was  steady, 
his  heart  was  calm.  He  looked  at  her  fixedly,  with  the  knife 
in  his  hand,  and  said  these  last  words  : — 

“ You  told  me  we  should  see  each  other  no  more,  and  you 
have  come  back.  It  is  my  turn  now  to  go,  and  to  go  for  ever. 
I say  that  we  shall  see  each  other  no  more ; and  ini/  word  shall 
not  be  broken.” 

He  left  her,  and  set  forth  into  the  night.  There  was  a 
bleak  wind  abroad,  and  the  smell  of  recent  rain  was  in  the  air. 
The  distant  church  clocks  chimed  the  quarter  as  he  walked 
rapidly  beyond  the  last  houses  in  the  suburb.  He  asked  the 
first  policeman  he  met,  what  hour  that  was,  of  which  the  quarter 
past  had  just  struck. 

The  man  referred  sleepily  to  his  watch,  and  answered,  “ Two 
o’clock.”  Two  in  the  morning.  What  day  of  the  month  was 
this  day  that  had  just  begun?  He  reckoned  it  up  from  the 
date  of  his  mother’s  funeral.  The  fatal  parallel  was  complete 
— it  was  his  birthday  ! 

Had  he  escaped  the  mortal  peril  which  his  dream  foretold  ? 
or  had  he  only  received  a second  warning  ? 

As  this  ominous  doubt  forced  itself  on  his  mind,  he  stopped, 
reflected,  and  turned  back  again  towards  the  city.  He  was 
still  resolute  to  hold  to  his  word,  and  never  to  let  her  see 
him  more  ; but  there  was  a thought  now  in  his  mind  of  having 
her  watched  and  followed.  The  knife  was  in  his  possession  ; 
the  world  was  before  him ; but  a new  distrust  of  her — a vague, 
unspeakable,  superstitious  dread — had  overcome  him. 

“ I must  know  where  she  goes,  now  she  thinks  I have  left 
her,”  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  stole  back  wearily  to  the  pre- 
cincts of  his  house. 

It  was  still  dark.  He  had  left  the  candle  burning  in  the 
bedchamber ; but  when  he  looked  up  to  the  window  of  the 
room  now,  there  was  no  light  in  it.  He  crept  cautiously  to 
the  house  door.  On  going  away,  he  remembered  to  have  closed 
it ; on  trying  it  now,  he  found  it  open. 

He  waited  outside,  never  losing  sight  of  the  house  till  day- 
light. Then  he  ventured  in-doors — listened,  and  heard  nothing 
— looked  into  kitchen,  scullery,  parlour  ; and  found  nothing: 
Trent  up  at  last  into  the  bedroom — it  was  empty.  A picklock 
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lay  on  the  floor,  betraying  how  she  had  gained  entrance  in  the 
night,  and  that  was  the  only  trace  of  her. 

Whither  had  she  gone  ? No  mortal  tongue  could  tell  him. 
The  darkness  had  covered  her  flight ; and  when  the  day  broke, 
no  man  could  say  where  the  light  found  her. 

Before  leaving  the  house  and  the  town  for  ever,  he  gas^e  in- 
structions to  a friend  and  neighbour  to  sell  his  furniture  for 
anything  that  it  would  fetch,  and  to  apply  the  proceeds  towards 
employing  the  police  to  trace  her.  The  directions  were  honestly 
followed,  and  the  money  was  all  spent ; but  the  enquiries  led 
to  nothing.  The  picklock  on  the  bedroom  floor  remained  the 
last  useless  trace  of  the  Dream-Woman. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

9s*  W w W W 

At  this  part  of  the  narrative  the  landlord  paused ; and, 
turning  towards  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  we  were 
sitting,  looked  in  the  direction  of  the  stable-yard. 

“ So  far,”  he  said,  I tell  you  what  was  told  to  me.  The 
little  that  remains  to  be  added,  lies  within  my  own  experience. 
Between  two  and  three  months  after  the  events  I have  just 
been  relating,  Isaac  Scatchard  came  to  me,  withered  and  oid- 
lookiug  before  his  time,  just  as  you  saw  him  to-day.  He  had 
his  testimonials  to  character  with  him,  and  he  asked  me  for  em- 
ployment here.  Knowing  that  my  wife  and  he  were  distantly 
related,  I gave  him  a trial,  in  consideration  of  that  relation- 
ship, and  liked  him  in  spite  of  his  queer  habits.  He  is  as 
sober,  honest,  and  willing  a man  as  there  is  in  England.  As 
for  his  restlessness  at  night,  and  his  sleeping  away  his  leisure 
time  in  the  day,  who  can  wonder  at  it  after  hearing  his  story  ? 
Besides,  he  never  objects  to  being  roused  up,  when  he’s  wanted, 
so  there’s  not  much  inconvenience  to  complain  of,  after  all.” 

“ I suppose  he  is  afraid  of  a return  of  that  dreadful  dream, 
and  of  waking  out  of  it  in  the  dark  ?” 

“No,”  returned  the  landlord.  “The  dream  comes  back 
to  him  so  often,  that  he  has  got  to  bear  with  it  by  this  time 
resignedly  enough.  It’s  his  wife  keeps  him  waking  at  night, 
as  he  has  often  told  me.” 

“ What ! Has  she  never  been  heard  of  yet  ?” 

“ Never.  Isaac  himself  has  the  one  perpetual  thought,  that 
she  is  alive  and  looking  for  him.  I believe  he  wouldn’t  let 
himself  drop  off  to  sleep  tov>^ards  two  in  the  morning,  for  a 
king’s  ransom.  Two  in  the  morning,  he  says,  is  the  time  she 
will  find  him,  one  of  these  days.  Two  in  the  morning  is  the 
time,  all  the  year  round,  when  he  likes  to  be  most  certain  that 
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he  has  got  the  clasp-knife  safe  about  him.  He  does  not 
mind  being  alone,  as  long  as  he  is  awake,  except  on  the  night 
before  his  birthday,  when  he  firmly  believes  himself  to  be  in 
peril  of  his  life.  The  birthday  has  only  come  round  once 
since  he  has  been  here,  and  then  he  sat  up  along  with  the 
night-porter.  ‘ She’s  looking  for  me,’  is  all  he  says,  when 
anybody  speaks  to  him  about  the  one  anxiety  of  his  life ; 
‘she’s  looking  for  me.’  He  may  be  right.  She  ma\^  bo  look- 
ing  for  him.  Who  can  tell  ?” 


THE  EOHETH  DAY. 


The  sky  once  more  cloudy  and  threatening.  ‘No  news  ol 
George.  I corrected  Morgan’s  second  story  to-day ; numbered 
it  seven ; and  added  it  to  our  stock. 

Undeterred  by  the  weather,  Miss  Jessie  set  off  this  morning 
on  the  longest  ride  she  had  yet  undertaken.  She  had  heard — 
through  one  of  my  brother’s  labourers,  I believe  — of  the  actual 
existence,  in  this  nineteenth  century,  of  no  less  a personage 
than  a Welsh  bard,  who  was  to  be  found  at  a distant  farm-house, 
far  beyond  the  limits  of  Owen’s  property.  The  prospect  of 
discovering  this  remarkable  relic  of  past  times  hurried  her  off, 
under  the  guidance  of  her  ragged  groom,  in  a high  state  of 
excitement,  to  see  and  hear  the  venerable  man.  She  was  away 
the  whole  day,  and,  for  the  first  time  since  her  visit,  she  kept 
us  waiting  more  than  half-an-hour  for  dinner.  The  moment 
we  all  sat  down  to  table  she  informed  us,  to  Morgan’s  great 
delight,  that  the  bard  was  a rank  impostor. 

“ Why,  what  did  you  expect  to  see  ?”  I asked. 

“ A Welsh  patriarch,  to  be  sure,  with  a long  white  beard, 
flowing  robes,  and  a harp  to  match,”  answered  Miss  Jessie. 

And  what  did  you  find  ?” 

Ahighly-respectable  middle-aged  rustic ; a smiling,  smoothly- 
shaven,  obliging  man,  dressed  in  a blue  swallow-tailed  coat, 
with  brass  buttons,  and  exhibiting  his  bardic  legs  in  a pair  of 
extremely  stout  and  comfortable  corduroy  trousers.” 

“ But  he  sang  old  Welsh  songs,  surely  ?” 

‘‘  Sang ! — I’ll  tell  you  what  he  did.  He  sat  down  on  a Wind- 
sor chair,  without  a harp,  he  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
cleared  his  throat,  looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  and  suddenly  burst 
into  a series  of  the  shrillest  falsetto  screeches  I ever  heard  in 
my  life.  My  own  private  opinion  is  that  he  was  suffering  from 
hydrophobia.  I have  lost  all  belief,  henceforth  and  for  ever,  in 
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bards — all  belief  in  everything,  in  short,  except  your  very  de- 
lightful stories,  and  this  remarkably  good  dinner.” 

Ending  with  that  smart  double  fire  of  compliments  to  her 
hosts,  the  Queen  of  Hearts  honoured  us  all  three  with  a smile 
of  approval,  and  transferred  her  attention  to  her  knife  and  forlc. 

The  number  drawn  to-night  was  One.  On  examination  of 
the  Purple  Volume,  it  proved  to  be  my  turn  to  read  again. 

“ Our  story  to-night,”  I said,  contains  the  narrative  of  a 
very  remarkable  adventure  which  really  befell  me  when  I was 
a young  man.  At  the  time  of  my  life  when  these  events  hap- 
pened, I was  dabbling  in  literature  when  I ought  to  have  been 
studying  law,  and  travelling  on  the  Continent  when  I ought  to 
have  been  keeping  my  terms  at  Lincoln’s  Inn.  At  the  outset 
of  the  story,  you  will  find  that  I refer  to  the  county  in  which 
I lived  in  my  youth,  and  to  a neighbouring  family  possessing 
a large  estate  in  it.  That  county  is  situated  in  a part  of 
England  far  away  from  the  Grlen  Tower ; and  that  family  is 
therefore  not  to  be  associated  with  any  present  or  former 
neighbours  of  ours  in  this  part  of  the  world.” 

After  saying  these  necessary  words  of  explanation,  I opened 
the  first  page,  and  began  the  story  of  my  own  adventure.  I 
observed  that  my  audience  started  a little  when  I read  the  title, 
whicli  I must  add,  in  my  own  defence,  had  been  almost  forced 
on  my  choice  by  the  peculiar  character  of  the  narrative. 


< ■" 
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MAD  MONKTON, 


CHAPTBE  I. 

The  Monktons  of  Wincot  Abbey  bore  a sad  character  for  want 
of  sociability  in  our  county.  They  held  no  friendly  iotercoursc 
with  their  neighbours  ; and,  excepting  my  father,  and  a lady 
and  her  daughter  living  near  them,  they  never  received  anyone 
under  their  own  roof. 

Proud  as  they  all  certainly  were,  it  was  not  pride  but  dread 
which  kept  them  thus  apart  from  their  neighbours.  The  family 
had  suffered  for  generations  past  from  the  horrible  affliction  of 
hereditary  insanity,  and  the  members  of  it  shrank  from  ex- 
posing their  calamity  to  others,  as  they  must  have  exposed  it  if 
they  had  mingled  with  the  busy  little  wmrld  around  them. 
There  is  a frightful  story  of  a crime  committed  in  past  times 
by  two  of  the  Monktons,  near  relatives,  from  which  the  first 
appearance  of  the  insanity  was  always  supposed  to  date,  but  it 
is  needless  for  me  to  shock  anyone  by  repeating  it.  It  is 
enough  to  say  that  at  intervals  almost  every  form  of  madness 
appeared  in  the  family ; monomania  being  the  most  frequent 
manifestation  of  the  affliction  among  them.  I have  these 
particulars,  and  one  or  two  yet  to  be  related,  from  my  father. 

At  the  period  of  my  youth  but  three  of  the  Monktons  were 
left  at  the  Abbey:  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Monkton,  and  their  only 
child,  Alfred,  heir  to  the  property.  The  one  other  member  of 
this,  the  elder,  branch  of  the  family  who  was  then  alive,  was 
Mr.  Monkton’s  younger  brother,  Stephen.  He  was  an  un- 
married man,  possessing  a fine  estate  in  Scotland ; but  he  lived 
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almost  entirely  on  the  Continent,  and  bore  the  reputation  of 
being  a shameless  profligate.  The  family  at  Wincot  held  almost 
as  little  communication  with  him  as  with  their  neighbours. 

I have  already  mentioned  my  father,  and  a lady  and  her 
daughter,  as  the  only  privileged  people  who  were  admitted  into 
Wincot  Abbey. 

My  father  had  been  an  old  school  and  college  friend  of  Mr. 
Monkton,  and  accident  had  brought  them  so  much  together  in 
later  life,  that  their  continued  intimacy  at  Wincot  was  quite 
intelligible.  I am  not  so  well  able  to  account  for  the  friendly 
terms  on  which  Mrs.  Elmslie  (the  lady  to  whom  I have  alluded) 
lived  with  the  Monktons.  Her  late  husband  had  been  distantly 
related  to  Mrs.  Monkton,  and  my  father  was  her  daughter’s 
guardian.  But  even  these  claims  to  friendship  and  regard 
never  seemed  to  me  strong  enough  to  explain  the  intimacy  be- 
tween Mrs.  Elmslie  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  Abbey.  In- 
timate, however,  they  certainly  were,  and  one  result  of  the 
constant  interchange  of  visits  between  the  two  families  in  due 
time  declared  itself — Mr.  Monkton’s  son  and  Mrs.  Elmslie’s 
daughter  became  attached  to  each  other. 

I had  no  opportunities  of  seeing  much  of  the  young  lady ; I 
only  remember  her  at  that  time  as  a delicate,  gentle,  lovable 
girl,  the  very  opposite  in  appearance,  and  apparently  in  character 
^so,  to  Alfred  Monkton.  But  perhaps  that  was  one  reason 
why  they  fell  in  love  with  each  other.  The  attachment  was 
soon  discovered,  and  was  far  from  being  disapproved  by  the 
parents  on  either  side.  In  all  essential  points,  except  that  of 
wealth,  the  Elmslies  were  nearly  the  equals  of  the  Monktons, 
and  want  of  money  in  a bride  was  of  no  consequence  to  the  heir 
of  Wincot.  Alfred,  it  was  well  known,  would  succeed  to  thirty 
thousand  a year  on  his  father’s  death. 

Thus,  though  the  parents  on  both  sides  thought  the  young 
people  not  old  enough  to  be  married  at  once,  they  saw  no  reason 
why  Ada  and  Alfred  should  not  be  engaged  to  each  other,  with 
the  understanding  that  they  should  be  united  when  young 
Monkton  came  of  age,  in  two  years’  time.  The  person  to  be 
consulted  in  the  matter,  after  the  parents,  was  my  father  in  liis 
capacity  of  Ada’s  guardian.  He  knew  that  the  family  misery 
had  shown  itself  many  years  ago  in  Mrs.  Monkton,  who  was 
her  husband’s  cousin.  The  illness,  as  it  was  signiflcantly  called, 
i had  been  palliated  by  careful  treatment,  and  was  reported  to 
^ have  passed  away.  But  my  father  was  not  to  be  deceived. 
He  knew  where  the  hereditary  taint  still  lurked ; he  viewed 
with  horror  the  bare  possibility  of  its  reappearing  one  day  in 
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the  children  of  his  friend’s  only  daughter;  and  he  positively 
refused  his  consent  to  the  marriage  engagement. 

The  result  was  that  the  doors  of  the  Abbey  and  the  doors  of 
Mrs.  Elmslie’s  house  were  closed  to  him.  This  suspension  of 
friendly  intercourse  had  lasted  but  a very  short  time,  when 
Mrs.  Monkton  died.  Her  husband,  who  was  fondly  attached 
to  her,  caugbt  a violent  cold  while  attending  her  funeral.  The 
cold  was  neglected,  and  settled  on  his  lungs.  In  a few  months’ 
time,  he  followed  his  wife  to  the  grave,  and  Alfred  was  left 
master  of  the  grand  old  Abbey,  and  the  fair  lands  that  spread 
all  around  it. 

At  this  period  Mrs.  Elmslie  had  the  indelicacy  to  endeavour 
a second  time  to  procure  my  father’s  consent  to  the  marriage 
engagement.  He  refused  it  again  more  positively  than  before. 
More  than  a year  passed  away.  The  time  was  approaching 
fast  Avhen  Alfred  would  be  of  age.  I returned  from  college  to 
spend  the  long  vacation  at  home,  and  made  some  advances 
towards  bettering  my  acquaintance  with  young  Monkton. 
They  were  evaded—  certainly  with  perfect  politeness,  but  still 
in  such  a way  as  to  prevent  me  from  offering  my  friendship  to 
him  again.  Any  mortification  I might  have  felt  at  this  petty 
repulse,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  was  dismissed  from  my 
mind  by  the  occurrence  of  a real  misfortune  in  our  household. 
Eor  some  months  past  my  father’s  health  had  been  failing, 
and,  just  at  the  time  of  which  I am  now  writing,  his  sons  had 
to  mourn  the  irreparable  calamity  of  his  death. 

This  event  (through  some  informality  or  error  in  the  late 
Mr.  Elmslie’s  will)  left  the  future  of  Ada’s  life  entirely  at  her 
mother’s  disposal.  The  consequence  was  the  immediate  ratifi- 
cation of  the  marriage  engagement  to  which  my  father  had  so 
steadily  refused  his  consent.  As  soon  as  the  fact  was  publicly 
announced,  some  of  Mrs.  Elmslie’s  more  intimate  friends,  who 
were  acquainted  with  the  reports  affecting  the  Monkton  family, 
ventured  to  mingle  with  their  former  congratulations  one  or 
two  significant  references  to  the  late  Mrs.  Monkton,  and  some 
searching  inquiries  as  to  the  disposition  of  her  son. 

Mrs.  Elmslie  always  met  these  polite  hints  with  one  bold 
form  of  answer.  She  first  admitted  the  existence  of  those  re- 
ports about  the  Monktons  which  her  friends  were  unwilling  to  . 
specify  distinctly  ; and  then  declared  that  they  were  infamous 
calumnies.  The  hereditary  taint  had  died  out  of  the  family 
generations  back.  Alfred  was  the  best,  the  kindest,  the  sanest 
of  human  beings.  He  loved  study  and  retirement ; Ada  sympa- 
thised with  his  tastes,  and  had  made  her  choice  unbiassed ; if 
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any  more  hints  were  dropped  about  sacrificing  her  by  her 
marriage,  those  hints  would  be  viewed  as  so  many  insults  to 
her  mother,  whose  affection  for  her  it  was  monstrous  to  call  in 
question.  This  way  of  talking  silenced  people,  but  did  not 
convince  them.  They  began  to  suspect,  what  was  indeed  the 
actual  truth,  that  Mrs.  Elmslie  was  a selfish,  worldly,  grasping 
woman,  who  wanted  to  get  her  daughter  well  married,  and 
cared  nothing  for  consequences  as  long  as  she  saw  Ada  mistress 
of  the  greatest  establishment  in  the  whole  county. 

It  seemed,  however,  as  if  there  was  some  fatality  at  work  to 
jirevent  the  attainment  of  Mrs.  Elmslie’s  great  object  in  life. 
Hardly  was  one  obstacle  to  the  ill-omened  marriage  removed 
by  my  father’s  death,  before  another  succeeded  it,  in  the  sliape 
of  anxieties  and  difficulties  caused  by  the  delicate  state  of  Ada’s 
health.  Doctors  were  consulted  in  all  directions,  and  the  re- 
sult of  their  advice  was  that  the  marriage  must  be  deferred, 
and  that  Miss  Elmslie  must  leave  England  for  a certain  time, 
to  reside  in  a warmer  climate  ; the  South  of  France,  if  I 
remember  rightly.  Thus  it  happened  that  just  before  Alfred 
came  of  age,  Ada  and  her  mother  departed  for  the  Continent, 
and  the  union  of  the  two  young  people  was  understood  to  be 
indefinitely  postponed. 

Some  curiosity  was  felt  in  the  neighbourhood  as  to  what 
Alfred  Monkton  would  do  under  these  circumstances.  Would 
he  follow  his  lady-love?  Would  he  go  yachting  ? Would  he 
throw  open  the  doors  of  the  old  Abbey  at  last,  and  endeavour 
to  forget  the  absence  of  Ada  and  the  postponement  of  his 
marriage,  in  a round  of  gaieties  ? He  did  none  of  these  things. 
He  simply  remained  at  Wincot,  living  as  suspiciously  strange 
and  solitary  a life  as  his  father  had  lived  before  him.  Literally, 
there  was  now  no  companion  for  him  at  the  Abbey  but  the  old 
priest  (the  Monktons,  I should  have  mentioned  before,  were 
Eoman  Catholics)  who  had  held  the  office  of  tutor  to  Alfred 
from  his  earliest  years.  He  came  of  age,  and  there  was  not 
even  so  much  as  a private  dinner-party  at  Wincot  to  celebrate 
the  event.  Families  in  the  neighbourhood  determined  to  forget 
the  offence  which  his  father’s  reserve  had  given  them,  and  in- 
vited him  to  their  houses.  The  invitations  were  politely 
declined.  Civil  visitors  called  resolutely  at  the  Abbey,  and 
were  resolutely  bowed  away  from  the  doors  as  soon  as  they 
had  left  their  cards.  Tinder  this  combination  of  sinister  and 
aggravating  circumstances,  people  in  all  directions  took  to 
shaking  their  heads  mysteriously  when  the  name  of  Mr.  Alfred 
Monkton  was  mentioned,  hinting  at  the  family  calamity,  and 
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wondering  peevishly  or  sadly,  as  their  tempers  inclined  them, 
what  he  could  possibly  do  to  occupy  himself  month  after 
month  in  the  lonely  old  house. 

The  right  answer  to  this  question  was  not  easy  to  find.  It 
was  quite  useless,  for  example,  to  apply  to  the  priest  for  it. 
He  was  a very  quiet,  polite  old  gentleman ; his  replies  were 
always  excessively  ready  and  civil,  and  appeared  at  the  time  to 
convey  a reasonable  amount  of  information ; but  when  they 
were  tested  by  after-reflection,  it  was  universally  observed 
that  nothing  tangible  could  be  extracted  from  them.  The 
housekeeper,  a weird  old  woman,  with  a very  abrupt  and 
repelling  manner,  was  too  fierce  and  taciturn  to  be  safely  ap- 
proached. The  few  indoor  servants  had  all  been  long  enough 
in  the  family  to  have  learnt  to  hold  their  tongues  in  public 
as  a regular  habit.  It  was  only  from  the  farm-servants  who 
supplied  the  table  at  the  Abbey,  that  any  information  could  be 
obtained  ; and  vague  enough  it  was  when  they  came  to  com- 
municate it. 

Some  of  them  had  observed  the  “ young  master”  walking 
about  the  library  with  heaps  of  dusty  papers  in  his  hands. 
Qthers  had  heard  odd  noises  in  the  uninhabited  parts  of  the 
Abbey,  had  looked  up,  and  had  seen  him  forcing  open  the  old 
windows,  as  if  to  let  light  and  air  into  rooms  supposed  to  have 
been  shut  close  for  years  and  years ; or  had  discovered  him 
standing  on  the  perilous  summit  of  one  of  the  crumbling  turrets, 
never  ascended  before  within  their  memories,  and  popularly 
considered  to  be  inhabited  by  the  ghosts  of  the  monks  who  had 
once  possessed  the  building.  The  result  of  these  observations 
and  discoveries,  when  they  were  communicated  to  others,  was 
of  course  to  impress  every  one  with  a firm  belief  that  “ poor 
young  Monkton  was  going  the  way  that  the  rest  of  the  family 
had  gone  before  him  : ” which  opinion  always  appeared  to  be 
immensely  strengthened  in  the  popular  mind  by  a conviction — 
founded  on  no  particle  of  evidence — that  the  priest  was  at  the 
bottom  of  all  the  mischief. 

Thus  far  I have  spoken  from  hearsay  evidence  mostly.  What 
I have  next  to  tell  will  be  the  result  of  my  own  personal 
experience. 
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CHAPTEE  11. 

About  five  montlis  after  Alfred  Monkton  came  of  age  I left 
college,  and  resolved  to  amuse  and  instruct  myself  a little  by 
travelling  abroad. 

At  the  time  when  I quitted  England,  young  Monkton  was 
still  leading  his  secluded  life  at  the  Abbey,  and  was,  in  the 
opinion  of  everybody,  sinking  rapidly,  if  he  had  not  already 
succumbed,  under  the  hereditary  curse  of  his  family.  As  to 
the  Elmslies,  report  said  that  Ada  had  benefited  by  her  sojourn 
abroad,  and  that  mother  and  daughter  were  on  their  way  back 
to  England  to  resume  their  old  relations  with  the  heir  of  Win- 
cot.  Before  they  returned,  I was  away  on  my  travels,  and 
wandered  half  over  Europe,  hardly  ever  planning  whither  I 
should  shape  my  course  beforehand.  Chance,  which  thus  led 
me  everywhere,  led  me  at  last  to  Naples,  There  I met  with  an 
old  school  friend,  who  was  one  of  the  attaches  at  the  English 
embassy ; and  there  began  the  extraordinary  events  in  con- 
nexion with  Alfred  Monkton  which  form  the  main  interest  of 
the  story  I am  now  relating. 

I was  idling  away  the  time  one  morning  with  my  friend  the 
attacMy  in  the  garden  of  the  Yilla  Eeale,  when  we  were  passed 
by  a young  man,  walking  alone,  who  exchanged  bows  with  my 
friend. 

I thought  I recognised  the  dark  eager  eyes,  the  colourless 
cheeks,  the  strangely-vigilant,  anxious  expression  which  I 
remembered  in  past  times  as  characteristic  of  Alfred  Monkton’s 
face,  and  was  about  to  question  my  friend  on  the  subject,  when 
he  gave  me  unasked  the  information  of  which  I was  in  search. 

“ That  is  Alfred  Monkton,”  said  he;  ^‘he  comes  from  your 
part  of  England.  You  ought  to  know  him.” 

‘‘  I do  know  a little  of  him,”  I answered ; “ he  was  engaged 
to  Miss  Elmslie  when  I was  last  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Win- 
cot.  Is  he  married  to  her  yet  ?” 

“ No  ; and  he  never  ought  to  be.  He  has  gone  the  way  of 
the  rest  of  the  family  ; or,  in  plainer  words,  he  has  gone  mad.” 

“ Mad ! But  I ought  not  to  be  surprised  at  hearing  that, 
after  the  reports  about  him  in  England.” 

“ I speak  from  no  reports ; I speak  from  what  he  has  said 
and  done  here  before  me,  and  before  hundreds  of  other  people. 
Surely  you  must  have  heard  of  it  ?” 

“ Never.  I have  been  out  of  the  way  of  news  from  Naples 
or  England  for  months  past.” 


112 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS. 


Then  I have  a very  extraordinary  story  to  tell  you.  You 
know,  of  course,  that  Alfred  had  an  uncle,  Stephen  Monkton. 
Well,  some  time  ago,  this  uncle  fought  a duel  in  the  Eoman 
states,  with  a Frenchman,  who  shot  him  dead.  The  seconds 
and  the  Frenchman  (who  was  unhurt)  took  to  flight  in  different 
directions,  as  it  is  supposed.  We  heard  nothing  here  of  the 
details  of  the  duel  till  a month  after  it  happened,  when  one  of 
the  French  journals  published  an  account  of  it,  taken  from 
papers  left  by  Monkton’s  second,  who  died  at  Paris  of  con- 
sumption. These  papers  stated  the  manner  in  which  the  duel 
was  fought,  and  how  it  terminated,  but  nothing  more.  The 
surviving  second  and  the  Frenchman  have  never  been  traced 
from  that  time  to  this.  All  that  anybody  knows,  therefore,  of 
the  duel  is  that  Stephen  Monkton  was  shot ; an  event  which 
nobody  can  regret,  for  a greater  scoundrel  never  existed.  The 
exact  place  where  he  died,  and  what  was  done  with  his  body, 
are  still  mysteries  not  to  be  penetrated.” 

“ But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Alfred  ?” 

“Wait  a moment,  and  you  will  hear.  Soon  after  the  news 
of  his  uncle’s  death  reached  England,  what  do  you  think  Alfred 
did  ? He  actually  put  off  his  marriage  with  Miss  Elmslie, 
wFich  was  then  about  to  be  celebrated,  to  come  out  here  in 
search  of  the  burial-place  of  his  wretched  scamp  of  an  uncle. 
And  no  power  on  earth  will  now  induce  him  to  return  to 
England  and  to  Miss  Elmslie,  until  he  has  found  the  body  and 
can  take  it  back  with  him  to  be  buried  with  all  the  other  dead 
Monktons,  in  the  vault  under  Wincot  Abbey  Chapel.  He  has 
squandered  his  money,  pestered  the  police,  exposed  himself  to 
the  ridicule  of  the  men  and  the  indignation  of  the  women  for 
the  last  three  months,  in  trying  to  achieve  his  insane  purpose, 
and  is  now  as  far  from  it  as  ever.  He  wdll  not  assign  to  any- 
body the  smallest  motive  for  his  conduct.  You  can’t  laugh 
him  out  of  it,  or  reason  him  out  of  it.  When  we  met  him  just 
now,  I happen  to  know  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  the  office 
of  the  police  minister,  to  send  out  fresh  agents  to  search  and 
inquire  through  the  Eoman  states  for  the  place  wffiere  his  uncle 
was  shot.  And  mind,  all  this  time  he  professes  to  be  passion- 
ately in  love  wdth  Miss  Elmslie,  and  to  be  miserable  at  his 
separation  from  her.  Just  think  of  that ! And  then  think  of 
his  self-imposed  absence  from  her  here,  to  hunt  after  the  re- 
mains of  a wretch  w-ho  w^as  a disgrace  to  the  family,  and  whom 
he  never  saw  but  once  or  twice  in  his  life.  Of  all  the  ‘ Mad 
Monktons,’  as  they  used  to  call  them  in  England,  Alfred  is  the 
maddest.  He  is  actually  our  principal  excitement  in  this  dull 
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opera  season,  though,  for  my  own  part,  when  I think  of  the 
poor  girl  in  England,  I am  a great  deal  more  ready  to  despise 
him  than  to  laugh  at  him.” 

You  know  the  Elmslies,  then?” 

‘‘  Intimately.  The  other  day,  my  mother  wrote  to  me  from 
England,  after  having  seen  Ada.  This  escapade  of  Monkton’s 
has  outraged  all  her  friends.  They  have  been  entreating  lur 
to  break  off  the  match,  which  it  seems  she  could  do  if  she  liked. 
Even  her  mother,  sordid  and  selfish  as  she  is,  has  been  obliged 
at  last,  in  common  decency,  to  side  with  the  rest  of  the  family  ; 
but  the  good  faithful  girl  won’t  give  Monkton  up.  She  humours 
his  insanity,  declares  he  gave  her  a good  reason,  in  secret,  for 
going  away ; says  she  could  always  make  hini  happy  Avhen  they 
were  together  in  the  old  Abbey,  and  can  make  him  still  happier 
when  they  are  married ; in  short,  she  loves  him  dearly,  and  will 
therefore  believe  in  him  to  the  last.  Nothing  shakes  her;  she 
has  made  up  her  mind  to  throw  away  her  life  on  him,  and  she 
will  do  it.” 

I hope  not.  Mad  as  his  conduct  looks  to  us,  he  may  have 
some  sensible  reason  for  it  that  we  cannot  imagine.  Does 
his  mind  seem  at  all  disordered  when  he  talks  on  ordinary 
topics  ?” 

“ Not  in  the  least.  When  you  can  get  him  to  say  anything, 
which  is  not  often,  he  talks  like  a sensible,,  well-educated  man. 
Keep  silence  about  his  precious  errand  here,  and  you  would 
fancy  him  the  gentlest  and  most  temperate  of  human  beings. 
But  touch  the  subject  of  his  vagabond  of  an  uncle,  and  the 
Monkton  madness  comes  out  directly.  The  other  night  a lady 
asked  him,  jestingly  of  course,  whether  he  had  ever  seen  his 
uncle’s  ghost.  He  scowled  at  her  like  a perfect  fiend,  and  said 
that  he  and  his  uncle  would  answer  her  question  together  some 
day,  if  they  came  from  hell  to  do  it.  We  laughed  at  his  words, 
but  the  lady  fainted  at  his  looks,  and  we  had  a scene  of  hys- 
terics and  hartshorn  in  consequence.  Any  other  man  would 
have  been  kicked  out  of  the  room  for  nearly  frightening  a 
pretty  woman  to  death  in  that  way ; but  ‘ Mad  Monkton,’  as 
we  have  christened  him,  is  a privileged  lunatic  in  Neapolitan 
society,  because  he  is  English,  good-looking,  and  worth  thirty 
thousand  a-year.  He  goes  out  everywhere,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  he  may  meet  with  somebody  who  has  been  let  into 
the  secret  of  the  place  where  the  mysterious  duel  was  fought. 
If  you  are  introduced  to  him,  he  is  sure  to  ask  you  whether 
you  know  anything  about  it ; but  beware  of  following  up  the 
subject  aft^sis:  you  have  answered  him,  .tmess  vou  want  to  make 
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sure  tliat  he  is  out  of  his  senses.  In  that  case,  only  talk  of  his 
uncle,  and  the  result  will  rather  more  than  satisfy  you.’’ 

A day  or  two  after  this  conversation  with  my  friend  the 
attacM^  I met  Monkton  at  an  evening  party. 

The  moment  he  heard  my  name  mentioned,  his  face  Rushed 
up  ; he  drew  me  away  into  a corner,  and  referring  to  his 
cool  reception  of  ray  advance,  years  ago,  towards  making  his 
acquaintance,  asked  my  pardon  for  what  he  termed  his  inex- 
cusable ingratitude,  with  an  earnestness  and  an  agitation  which 
utterly  astonished  me.  His  next  proceeding  was  to  question 
me,  as  my  friend  had  said  he  would,  about  the  place  of  the 
mysterious  duel. 

An  extraordinary  change  came  over  him  while  he  interrogated 
me  on  this  point.  Instead  of  looking  into  my  face  as  they  had 
looked  hitherto,  his  eyes  wandered  away,  and  fixed  themselves 
intensely,  almost  fiercely,  either  on  the  perfectly -empty  wall  at 
our  side,  or  on  the  vacant  space  between  the  wall  and  ourselves 
— it  was  impossible  to  say  which.  I had  come  to  Naples  from 
Spain  by  sea,  and  briefiy  told  him  so,  as  the  best  way  of  satis- 
fying him  that  I could  not  assist  his  inquiries.  He  pursued 
them  no  further ; and  mindful  of  my  friend’s  warning,  I took 
care  to  lead  the  conversation  to  general  topics.  He  looked 
back  at  me  directly,  and  as  long  as  we  stood  in  our  corner,  his 
eyes  never  wandered  away  again  to  the  empty  wall  or  the 
vacant  space  at  our  side. 

Though  more  ready  to  listen  than  to  speak,  his  conversation, 
when  he  did  talk,  had  no  trace  of  anything  the  least  like  insa- 
nity about  it.  He  had  evidently  read,  not  generally  only,  but 
deeply  as  well,  and  could  apply  his  reading  with  singular  feli- 
city to  the  illustration  of  almost  any  subject  under  discussion, 
neither  obtruding  his  knowledge  absurdly,  nor  concealing  it 
affectedly.  His  manner  was  in  itself  a standing  protest  against 
such  a nickname  as  “ Mad  Monkton.”  He  was  so  shy,  so  quiet, 
so  composed  and  gentle  in  all  his  actions,  that  at  times  I should 
have  been  almost  inclined  to  call  him  effeminate.  "We  had  a 
long  talk  together  on  the  first  evening  of  our  meeting ; we  often 
saw  each  other  afterwards,  and  never  lost  a single  opportunity 
of  bettering  our  acquaintance.  I felt  that  he  had  taken  a 
liking  to  me ; and  in  spite  of  what  I had  heard  about  his  beha- 
viour to  Miss  Elmslie,  in  spite  of  the  suspicious  which  the  his- 
tory of  his  family  and  his  own  conduct  had  arrayed  against 
him,  I began  to  like  “ Mad  Monkton”  as  much  as  be  liked  me. 
We  took  many  a quiet  ride  together  in  the  country,  and  sailed 
often  along  the  shores  of  the  Bay  on  either  side.  But  for  two 
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eccentricities  in  his  conduct,  which  I could  not  at  all  under- 
stand, I should  soon  have  felt  as  much  at  my  ease  in  his  society 
as  if  he  had  been  my  own  brother. 

The  first  of  these  eccentricities  consisted  in  the  reappearance 
on  several  occasions  of  the  odd  expression  in  his  eyes,  which 
I had  first  seen  when  he  asked  me  whether  I knew  anything 
about  the  duel.  No  matter  what  we  were  talking  about,  or 
where  we  happened  to  be,  there  were  times  when  he  would 
suddenly  look  away  from  my  face,  now  on  one  side  of  me,  now 
on  the  other,  but  always  where  there  was  nothing  to  see,  and 
always  with  the  same  intensity  and  fierceness  in  his  eyes.  This 
looked  so  like  madness — or  hypochondria,  at  the  least — that  I 
felt  afraid  to  ask  him  about  it,  and  alwaj^s  pretended  not  to 
observe  him. 

The  second  peculiarity  in  his  conduct  was  that  he  never 
referred,  while  in  my  company,  to  the  reports  about  his  errand 
at  Naples,  and  never  once  spoke  of  Miss  Elmslie,  or  of  his  life 
at  Wincot  Abbey.  This  not  only  astonished  me,  but  amazed 
those  who  had  noticed  our  intimacy,  and  who  had  made  sure 
that  I must  be  the  depositary  of  all  his  secrets.  But  the  time 
was  near  at  hand  when  this  mystery,  and  some  other  mysteries 
of  which  I had  no  suspicion  at  that  period,  were  all  to  be 
revealed. 

I met  him  one  night  at  a large  ball,  given  by  a Eussian 
nobleman,  whose  name  I could  not  pronounce  then,  and  cannot 
remember  now.  I had  wandered  away  from  reception-room, 
ball-room,  and  card-room  to  a small  apartment  at  one  extremity 
of  the  palace,  which  was  half  conservatory,  half  boudoir,  and 
which  had  been  prettily  illuminated  for  the  occasion  with  Chi- 
nese lanthorns."^  Nobody  w^as  in  the  room  when  I got  there. 
The  view  over  the  Mediterranean,  bathed  in  the  bright  softness 
of  Italian  moonlight,  was  so  lovely,  that  I remained  for  a long 
time  at  the  window,  looking  out,  and  listening  to  the  dance 
music  which  faintly  reached  me  from  the  ball-room.  My 
thoughts  were  far  away  with  the  relations  I had  left  in  Eng- 
land, when  I was  startled  out  of  them  by  hearing  my  name 
softly  pronounced. 

I looked  round  directly,  and  saw  Monkton  standing  in  the 
room.  A livid  paleness  overspread  his  face,  and  his  eyes  were 
turned  away  from  me  with  the  same  extraordinary  expression 
in  them  to  which  I have  already  alluded. 

“Do  you  mind  leaving  the  ball  early  to-night he  asked, 
still  not  looking  at  me. 
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‘^Not  at  all,”  said  I.  “ Can  I do  anything  for  your  Arc 
you  ill  ?” 

‘‘No,  at  least  nothing  to  speak  of.  Will  you  come  to  my 
rooms  ?” 

“ At  once,  if  you  like.” 

“No,  not  at  once.  I must  go  home  directly;  but  don’t  you 
come  to  me  for  half  an  hour  yet.  You  have  not  been  at  my 
rooms  before,  I know ; but  you  will  easily  find  them  out,  they 
are  close  by.  There  is  a card  with  my  address.  I must  speak 
to  you  to-night ; my  life  depends  on  it.  Pray  come ! for  God’s 
sake  come  when  the  half  hour  is  up !” 

I promised  to  be  punctual,  and  he  left  me  directly. 

Most  people  will  be  easily  able  to  imagine  the  state  of  ner- 
vous impatience  and  vague  expectation  in  which  I passed  the 
allotted  period  of  delay,  after  hearing  such  words  as  those 
Monkton  had  spoken  to  me.  Before  the  half  hour  had  quite 
expired,  I began  to  make  my  way  out  through  the  ballroom. 

At  the  head  of  the  staircase,  my  friend  the  attache  met  me. 

“ What ! going  away  already  ?”  said  he. 

“ Yes ; and  on  a very  curious  expedition.  I am  going  to 
Monkton’s  rooms,  by  his  own  invitation.” 

“ You  don’t  mean  it ! Upon  my  honour,  you’re  a bold 
fellow  to  trust  yoi^rself  alone  with  ‘ Mad  Monkton’  when  the 
moon  is  at  the  full.” 

“ He  is  ill  poor  fellow.  Besides,  I don’t  think  him  half  as 
mad  as  you  do.” 

“ We  won’t  dispute  about  that:  but  mark  my  words,  he  has 
not  asked  you  to  go  where  no  visitor  has  ever  been  admitted 
before,  without  a special  purpose.  I predict  that  you  wull  see 
or  hear  something  to-night  which  you  will  remember  for  the 
rest  of  your  life.” 

We  parted.  When  I knocked  at  the  courtyard  gate  of  the 
house  where  Monkton  lived,  my  friend’s  last  words  on  the 
palace  staircase  occurred  to  me ; and  though  I had  laughed  at 
him  when  he  had  spoke  them,  I began  to  suspect  even  then 
that  his  prediction  would  be  fulfilled. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

The  porter  who  let  me  into  the  house  where  Monkton 
lived,  directed  me  to  the  floor  on  wduch  his  rooms  w'ere  situated. 
On  getting  up  stairs,  I found  his  door  on  the  landing  ajar. 


MAD  MONKTON.  117 

He  heard  my  footsteps,  I suppose,  for  he  called  to  me  to  come 
in  before  I could  knock. 

I entered,  and  found  him  sitting  by  the  table,  with  some 
loose  letters  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  just  tying  together  in  a 
packet.  I noticed,  as  he  asked  me  to  sit  down,  that  his  ex: 
pression  looked  more  composed,  though  the  paleness  had  no' 
yet  left  his  face.  He  thanked  me  for  coming ; repeated  that 
he  had  something  very  important  to  say  to  me ; and  then  stop- 
ped short,  apparently  too  much  embarrassed  to  proceed.  I 
tried  to  set  him  at  his  ease  by  assuring  him  that  if  my  assist- 
ance or  advice  could  be  of  any  use,  I was  ready  to  place  myself 
and  my  time  heartily  and  unreservedly  at  his  service. 

As  I said  this,  I saw  his  eyes  beginning  to  wander  away  from 
my  face — to  wander  slowly,  inch  by  inch  as  it  were,  until  they 
stopped  at  a,  certain  point,  with  the  same  fixed  stare  into 
vacancy  which  had  so  often  startled  me  on  former  occasions. 
The  whole  expression  of  his  face  altered  as  1 had  never  yet 
seen  it  alter  ; he  sat  before  me,  looking  like  a man  in  a death- 
trance. 

“ You  are  very  kind,”  he  said,  slowly  and  faintly,  speaking, 
not  to  me,  but  in  the  direction  in  which  his  eyes  were  still 
fixed.  I know  you  can  help  me  ; but — ” 

He  stopped ; his  face  whitened  horribly,  and  the  perspira- 
tion broke  out  all  over  it.  He  tried  to  continue ; said  a word 
or  two ; then  stopped  again.  Seriously  alarmed  about  him,  I 
rose  from  my  chair,  with  the  intention  of  getting  him  some 
water  from  a jug  which  I saw  standing  on  a side  table. 

He  sprang  up  at  the  same  moment.  All  the  suspicions  I 
had  ever  heard  whispered  against  his  sanity  fiashed  over  my 
mind  in  an  instant ; and  I involuntarily  stepped  back  a pace 
or  two. 

Stop,”  he  said,  seating  himself  again ; “ don’t  mind  me ; 
and  don’t  leave  your  chair.  I want — I wish,  if  you  please,  to 
make  a little  alteration,  before  we  say  anything  more.  Do  you 
mind  sitting  in  a strong  light  ?” 

‘‘  Not  in  the  least.” 

I had  hitherto  been  seated  in  the  shade  of  his  reading- 
lamp,  the  only  light  in  the  room. 

As  I answered  b m,  he  rose  again ; and  going  into  another 
apartment,  returned  with  a large  lamp  in  his  hand  ; then  took 
two  candles  from  the  side  table,  and  two  others  from  the 
chimney-piece ; placed  them  all,  to  my  amazement,  together, 
BO  as  to  stand  exactly  between  us ; and  then  tried  to  light 
them.  Hia  hand  trembled  so,  that  he  was  obliged  to  give  up 
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tlie  attempt,  and  allow  me  to  come  to  his  assistance.  By  his 
direction  I took  the  shade  off  the  reading  lamp,  after  I had  lit 
the  other  lamp  and  the  four  candles.  When  be  sat  down 
again,  with  this  concentration  of  light  between  us,  his  better 
and  gentler  manner  began  to  return : and  while  he  now  ad- 
dressed me,  he  spoke  without  the  slightest  hesitation. 

It  is  useless  to  ask  whether  you  have  heard  the  reports 
about  me,”  he  said ; “ I know  that  you  have.  My  purpose  to- 
night is  to  give  you  some  reasonable  explanation  of  the  con- 
duct which  has  produced  those  reports.  My  secret  has  been 
hitherto  confided  to  one  person  only  ; I am  now  about  to  trust 
it  to  your  keeping,  with  a special  object  which  will  appear  as 
I go  on.  First,  however,  I must  begin  by  telling  you  exactly 
wbat  the  great  difiiculty  is  which  obliges  me  to  be  still  absent 
from  England.  I want  your  advice  and  your  help ; and,  to 
conceal  nothing  from  you,  I want  also  to  test  your  forbearance 
and  your  friendly  sympathy,  before  I can  venture  on  thrusting 
my  miserable  secret  into  your  keeping.  Will  you  pardon  this 
apparent  distrust  of  your  frank  and  open  character — this 
apparent  ingratitude  for  your  kindness  towards  me  ever  since 
we  first  met  ?” 

I begged  him  not  to  speak  of  these  things,  but  to  go  on. 

“ You  know,”  he  proceeded,  that  I am  here  to  recover 
the  body  of  my  Uncle  Stephen,  and  to  carry  it  back  with  me 
to  our  lamily-burial  place  in  England ; and  you  must  also  be 
aware  that  I have  not  yet  succeeded  in  discovering  his  remains. 
Try  to  pass  over  for  the  present  whatever  may  seem  extraor- 
dinary and  incomprehensible  in  such  a purpose  as  mine  is ; 
and  read  this  newspaper  article,  where  the  ink-line  is  traced. 
It  is  the  only  evidence  hitherto  obtained  on  the  subject  of  the 
fatal  duel  in  which  my  uncle  fell : and  I want  to  hear  what 
course  of  proceeding  the  perusal  of  it  may  suggest  to  you  as 
likely  to  be  best  on  my  part.” 

He  handed  me  an  old  French  newspaper.  The  substance 
of  what  I read  there  is  still  so  firmly  impressed  on  my  memory, 
that  I am  certain  of  being  able  to  repeat  correctly,  at  this 
distance  of  time,  all  the  facts  which  it  is  necessary  for  me  to 
communicate  to  the  reader. 

The  article  began,  I remember,  with  editorial  remarks  on 
the  great  curiosity  then  felt  in  regard  to  the  fatal  duel  be- 
tween the  Count  St.  Lo  and  Mr.  Stephen  Monkton,  an  English 
gentleman.  The  writer  proceeded  to  dwell  at  great  length  on 
the  extraordinary  secrecy  in  which  the  whole  afiair  had  been 
involved  from  first  to  last ; and  to  express  a hope  that  the 
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publication  of  a certain  manuscript,  to  which  his  introductory 
observations  referred,  might  lead  to  the  production  of  fresh 
evidence  from  other  and  better  informed  quarters.  The  ma- 
nuscript had  been  found  among  the  papers  of  Monsieur 
Toulon,  Mr.  Monktou’s  second,  who  had  died  at  Paris  of  a 
rapid  decline,  shortly  after  returning  to  his  home  in  that  city 
from  the  scene  of  the  duel.  The  document  was  unfinished, 
liaving  been  left  incomplete  at  the  very  place  where  the  reader 
would  most  wish  to  find  it  continued.  'No  reason  could  be 
discovered  for  this,  and  no  second  manuscript  bearing  on  the 
all-important  subject  had  been  found,  after  the  strictest  search 
among  the  papers  left  by  the  deceased. 

The  document  itself  then  followed. 

It  purported  to  be  an  agreement  privately  drawn  up  between 
Mr.  Monkton’s  second.  Monsieur  Poulon,  and  the  Count  St. 
Lo’s  second.  Monsieur  Dalville ; and  contained  a statement  of 
ail  the  arrangements  for  conducting  the  duel.  The  paper  was 
dated  ‘‘  Naples,  February  22nd  j”  and  was  divided  into  some 
seven  or  eight  clauses. 

The  first  clause  described  the  origin  and  nature  of  the 
quarrel — a very  disgraceful  affair  on  both  sides,  worth  neither 
remembering  nor  repeating.  The  second  clause  stated  that 
the  challenged  man  having  chosen  the  pistol  as  his  weapon, 
and  the  challenger  (an  excellent  swordsman)  having,  on  his 
side,  thereupon  insisted  that  the  duel  should  be  fought  in  such 
a manner  as  to  make  the  first  fire  decisive  in  its  results,  the 
seconds,  seeing  that  fatal  consequences  must  inevitably  follow 
the  hostile  meetiog,  determined,  first  of  all,  that  the  duel 
should  be  kept  a profound  secret  from  everybody,  and  that  the 
place  where  it  was  to  be  fought  should  not  be  made  known 
beforehand,  even  to  the  principals  themselves.  It  was  added 
that  this  excess  of  precaution  had  been  rendered  absolutely 
necessary,  in  consequence  of  a recent  address  from  the  Pope 
to  the  ruling  powers  in  Italy,  commenting  on  the  scandalous 
frequency  of  the  practice  of  duelling,  and  urgently  desiring 
that  the  laws  against  duellists  should  be  enforced  for  the 
future  with  the  utmost  rigour. 

The  third  clause  detailed  the  manner  in  which  it  had  been 
arranged  that  the  duel  should  be  fought. 

The  pistols  having  been  loaded  by  thb  seconds  on  the  ground, 
the  combatants  were  to  be  placed  thirty  paces  apart,  and  were 
to  toss  up  for  the  first  fire  The  man  who  won  was  to  advance 
ten  paces — marked  out  for  him  beforehand — and  was  then  to 
discharge  his  pistol.  If  he  missed,  or  failed  to  disable  his 


120 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS, 


opponent,  the  latter  was  free  to  advance,  if  he  chose,  the 
whole  remaining  twenty  paces  before  he  fired  in  his  turn. 
This  arrangement  ensured  the  decisive  termination  of  the 
duel  at  the  first  discharge  of  the  pistols,  and  both  prin- 
cipals and  seconds  pledged  themselves  on  either  side  to  abide 
by  it. 

The  fourth  clause  stated  that  the  seconds  had  agreed  that 
the  duel  should  be  fought  out  of  the  Neapolitan  states,  but  left 
themselves  to  be  guided  by  circumstances  as  to  the  exact  loca- 
lity in  which  it  should  take  place.  The  remaining  clauses,  so 
far  as  I remember  them,  were  devoted  to  detailing  the  different 
precautions  to  be  adopted  for  avoiding  discovery.  The  duel- 
lists  and  their  seconds  were  to  leave  Naples  in  separate  parties; 
were  to  change  carriages  several  times  ; were  to  meet  at  a certain 
town,  or,  failing  that,  at  a certain  post-house  on  the  high  road 
from  Naples  to  E/ome ; were  to  carry  drawing-books,  colour- 
boxes,  and  camp-stools,  as  if  they  had  been  artists  out  on  a 
sketching  tour ; and  were  to  proceed  to  the  place  of  the  duel  on 
foot,  employing  no  guides,  for  fear  of  treachery.  Such  general 
arrangements  as  these,  and  others  for  facilitating  the  flight  of 
the  survivors  after  the  affair  was  over,  formed  the  conclusion 
of  this  extraordinary  document,  which  was  signed,  in  initials 
only,  by  both  the  seconds. 

Just  below  the  initials,  appeared  the  beginning  of  a narrative, 
dated  ‘‘  Paris,”  and  evidently  intended  to  describe  the  duel  it- 
self with  extreme  minuteness.  The  handwriting  w^as  that  of 
the  deceased  second. 

Monsieur  Foulon,  the  gentleman  in  question,  stated  his  belief 
that  circumstances  might  transpire  which  would  render  an  ac- 
count by  an  eye-witness  of  the  hostile  meeting  between  St.  Lo 
and  Mr.  Monkton  an  important  document.  He  proposed, 
therefore,  as  one  of  the  seconds,  to  testify  that  the  duel  had 
been  fought  in  exact  accordance  with  the  terms  of  the  agree- 
ment, both  the  principals  conducting  themselves  like  men  of 
gallantry  and  honour  (!).  And  he  further  announced  that,  in 
order  not  to  compromise  any  one,  he  should  place  the  paper 
containing  his  testimony  in  safe  hands,  with  strict  directions 
that  it  was  on  no  account  to  be  opened,  except  in  a case  of  the 
last  emergency. 

After  this  preamble.  Monsieur  Foul  on  related  that  the  duel 
had  been  fought  two  days  after  the  drawing  up  of  the  agree- 
ment, in  a locality  to  which  accident  had  conducted  the  duelling 
party.  ^ (The  name  of  the  place  was  not  mentioned,  nor  even 
the  neighbourhood  in  which  it  was  situated.)  The  men  having 
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been  placed  according  to  previous  arrangement,  tbe  Count  St. 
Lo  had  won  the  toss  for  the  first  fire,  had  advanced  his  ten 
paces,  and  had  shot  liis  opponent  in  the  body.  Mr.  Monkton 
did  not  immediately  fall,  but  staggered  forward  some  six  or 
seven  paces,  discharged  his  pistol  ineffectually  at  the  count, 
and  dropped  to  the  ground  a dead  man.  Monsieur  Toulon 
then  stated  that  he  tore  a leaf  from  his  pocket-book,  wrote  on 
it  a brief  description  of  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Monkton  had 
died,  and  pinned  the  paper  to  his  clothes  ; this  proceeding 
having  been  rendered  necessary  by  the  peculiar  nature  of  the 
plan  organized  on  the  spot  for  safely  disposing  of  the  dead 
body.  What  this  plan  was,  or  what  was  done  with  the  corpse, 
did  not  appear,  for  at  this  important  point  the  narrative  ab- 
ruptly broke  off. 

A foot-note  in  the  newspaper  merely  stated  the  manner  in 
which  the  document  had  been  obtained  for  publication,  and 
repeated  the  announcement  contained  in  the  editor’s  intro- 
ductory remarks,  that  no  continuation  had  been  found  by 
the  persons  entrusted  with  the  care  of  Monsieur  Toulon’s 
papers.  I have  now  given  the  whole  substance  of  what  I read, 
and  have 'mentioned  all  that  was  then  known  of  Mr.  Stephen 
Monkton ’s  death. 

When  I gave  the  newspaper  back  to  Alfred,  he  was  too  much 
agitated  to  speak ; but  he  reminded  me  by  a sign  tliat  he  was 
anxiously  waiting  to  hear  what  I had  to  say.  My  position  ^Vas 
a very  trying  and  a very  painful  one.  I could  hardly  tell 
what  consequences  might  not  follow  any  want  of  caution  on 
my  part,  and  could  think  at  first  of  no  safer  plan  than  ques- 
tioning him  carefully  before  I committed,  myself  either  one 
way  or  the  other. 

“ Will  you  excuse  me  if  I ask  you  a question  or  two  before  I 
give  you  my  advice  ?”  I said. 

He  nodded  impatiently. 

“ Yes,  yes  ; any  questions  you  like.” 

‘‘Were  you  at  any  time  in  the  habit  of  seeing  your  uncle 
frequently  ?” 

“ I never  saw  him  more  than  twice  in  my  life ; on  each  oc- 
casion, when  I was  a mere  child.” 

“ Then  you  could  have  had  no  very  strong  personal  regard 
for  him  ?” 

“Eegard  for  him  ! T should  have  been  ashamed  to  feel  any 
regard  for  him.  He  disgraced  us  wherever  he  went.” 

“ May  I ask  if  any  family  motive  is  involved  in  your  anxiety 
to  recover  his  remains  ?” 
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“ Family  motives  may  enter  into  it  among  others — -but  why 
do  you  ask  ?” 

‘‘  Because,  having  heard  that  you  employ  the  police  to  assist 
your  search,  1 was  anxious  to  know  whether  you  had  stimulated 
their  superiors  to  make  them  do  their  best  in  your  service,  by 
giving  some  strong  personal  reasons  at  head-quarters  for  the 
very  unusual  project  which  has  brought  you  here.’^ 

‘‘  I give  no  reasons.  I pay  for  the  work  I want  done,  and 
in  return  for  my  liberality  I am  treated  with  the  most  infamous 
indifference  on  all  sides.  A stranger  in  the  country,  and  badly 
acquainted  with  the  language,  I can  do  nothing  to  help  myself. 
Tlie  authorities,  both  at  Home  and  in  this  place,  pretend  to 
assist  me,  pretend  to  search  and  inquire  as  I would  have  them 
search  and  inquire,  and  do  nothing  more.  1 am  insulted, 
laughed  at,  almost  to  my  face.” 

“ Do  you  not  think  it  possible — mind,  I have  no  wish  to 
excuse  the  misconduct  of  the  authorities,  and  do  not  share  in 
any  such  opinion  myself — but  do  you  not  think  it  likely  that 
the  police  may  doubt  whether  you  are  in  earnest  ?” 

‘‘  Not  in  earnest !”  he  cried,  starting  up  and  confronting 
me  fiercely,  with  wild  eyes  and  quickened  breath.  “Not  in 
earnest ! You  think  I’m  not  in  earnest,  too.  I know  you  think 
it,  though  you  tell  me  you  don’t.  Stop  ! before  we  say  another 
word,  your  own  eyes  shall  convince  you.  Come  here — only  for 
a minute — only  for  one  minute !” 

I followed  him  into  his  bed-room,  which  opened  out  of  the 
sitting-room.  At  one  side  of  his  bed  stood  a large  packing-case 
of  plain  wood,  upwards  of  seven  feet  in  length. 

“ Open  the  lid,  and  look  in,”  he  said,  “ while  I hold  the  candle 
so  that  you  can  see.” 

1 obeyed  his  directions,  and  discovered,  to  my  astonishment, 
that  the  packing-case  contained  a leaden  coffin,  magnificently 
emblazoned  with  the  arms  of  the  Monktou  family,  and  inscribed 
in  old-fashioned  letters  with  the  name  of  “ Stephen  Monkton,” 
his  age  and  the  manner  of  his  death  being  added  underneath. 

“ I keep  his  coffin  ready  for  him,”  whispered  Alfred,  close  at 
my  ear.  “ Does  that  Iook  like  earnest  ?” 

It  looked  more  like  insanity — so  like,  that  I shrank  from 
answering  him. 

“ Yes  ! yes  ! I see  you  are  convinced,”  he  continued,  quickly ; 
“ we  may  go  back  into  the  next  room,  and  may  talk  without 
restraint  on  either  side  now.” 

On  returning  to  our  places,  I mechanically  moved  my  chair 
away  from  the  table.  My  mind  was  bj  this  time  in  such  a 
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state  of  confusion  and  uncertainty  about  wbat  it  would  be  best 
for  me  to  say  or  do  next,  that  I forgot  for  the  moment  the 
position  he  had  assigned  to  me  when  we  lit  the  candles.  He 
reminded  me  of  this  directly. 

Don’t  move  away,”  he  said,  very  earnestly ; “ keep  on  sit- 
ting in  the  light ; pray  do ! I’ll  soon  tell  you  why  I am  so 
particular  about  that.  But  first  give  me  your  advice ; help 
me  in  my  great  distress  and  suspense.  Bemember,  you  promised 
me  you  would.” 

I made  an  efibrt  to  collect  my  thoughts,  and  succeeded.  It 
was  useless  to  treat  the  affair  otherwise  than  seriously  in  his 
presence ; it  would  have  been  cruel  not  to  have  advised  him  as 
I best  could. 

“You  know,”  I said,  “that  two  days  after  the  drawing  up 
of  the  agreement  at  Naples,  the  duel  was  fought  out  of  the 
Neapolitan  States.  This  fact  has  of  course  led  you  to  the  con- 
clusion that  all  inquiries  about  localities  had  better  be  confined 
to  the  Eoman  territory  ?” 

“ Certainly : the  search,  such  as  it  is,  has  been  made  there, 
and  there  only.  If  I can  believe  the  police,  they  and  their 
agents  have  inquired  for  the  place  where  the  duel  was  fought 
(offering  a large  reward  in  my  name  to  the  person  who  can 
discover  it),  all  along  the  high-road  from  Naples  to  Eome. 
They  have  also  circulated — at  least,  so  they  tell  me — descrip- 
tions of  the  duellists  and  their  seconds ; have  left  an  agent  to 
superintend  investigations  at  the  post-house,  and  another  at 
the  town  mentioned  as  meeting-points  in  the  agreement ; and 
have  endeavoured  by  correspondence  with  foreign  authorities 
to  trace  the  Count  St.  Lo  and  Monsieur  Dalville  to  their  place 
or  places  of  refuge.  All  these  efforts,  supposing  them  to  have 
been  really  made,  have  hitherto  proved  utterly  fruitless.” 

“ My  impression  is,”  said  I,  after  a moment’s  consideration, 
“ that  all  inquiries  made  along  the  high-road,  or  anywhere  near 
Eome,  are  likely  to  be  made  in  vain.  As  to  the  discovery  of 
your  uncle’s  remains,  that  is,  I think,  identical  with  the  dis- 
covery of  the  place  where  he  was  shot ; for  those  engaged  in 
the  duel  would  certainly  not  risk  detection  by  carrying  a corpse 
any  distance  with  them  in  their  flight.  The  place,  then,  is  all 
that  we  want  to  find  out.  Now,  let  us  consider  for  a moment. 
The  duelling-party  changed  carriages  ; travelled  separately,  two 
and  two ; doubtless  took  roundabout  roads ; stopped  at  the 
post-house  and  the  town  as  a blind ; walked,  perhaps,  a con- 
siderable distance  unguided.  Depend  upon  it,  such  precautions 
w these  (which  we  know  they  must  have  employed)  left  them 
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very  little  time  out  of  the  two  days — though  they  might  'tart 
at  sunrise,  and  not  stop  at  nightfall — for  straightforward  travel- 
ling.  My  belief  therefore  is,  that  the  duel  was  fought  some- 
where near  the  Neapolitan  frontier ; and  if  I had  been  the 
police. agent  who  conducted  the  search,  I should  only  have 
pursued  it  parallel  with  the  frontier,  starting  from  west  to  east 
till  I got  up  among  the  lonely  places  in  the  mountains.  That 
is  my  idea:  do  you  think  it  worth  anything?” 

His  face  flushed  all  over  in  an  instant.  ‘‘  I think  it  an  in- 
spiration!” he  cried.  ‘‘  Not  a day  is  to  be  lost  in  carrying  out 
our  plan.  The  police  are  not  to  be  trusted  with  it.  I must 
start  myself,  to-morrow  morning ; and  you — ” 

He  stopped ; his  face  grew  suddenly  pale ; he  sighed  heavily ; 
his  eyes  wandered  once  more  into  the  fixed  look  at  vacancy ; 
and  the  rigid,  deathly  expression  fastened  again  upon  all  his 
features. 

“I  must  tell  you  my  secret  before  I talk  of  to-morrow,”  he 
proceeded,  faintly.  ‘‘If  I hesitated  any  longer  at  confessing 
everything,  I should  be  unworthy  c/f  your  past  kindness,  un- 
worthy of  the  help  which  it  is  my  last  hope  that  you  will  gladly 
give  me  when  you  have  heard  all.” 

I begged  him  to  wait  until  he  w^as  more  composed,  until  he 
was  better  able  to  speak ; but  he  did  not  appear  to  notice  what 
I said.  Slowly,  and  struggling  as  it  seemed  against  himself, 
he  turned  a little  away  from  me;  and  bending  his  head  over 
the  table,  supported  it  on  his  hand.  The  packet  of  letters  with 
which  I had  seen  him  occupied  when  I came  in,  lay  just  beneath 
his  eyes.  He  looked  down  on  it  steadfastly  when  he  next 
spoke  to  me. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

“ You  were  born,  I believe,  in  our  county,”  lie  said  ; “ perhaps 
therelbre  you  may  have  heard  at  some  time  of  a curious  old 
prophecy  about  our-  family,  which  is  still  preserved  among  the 
traditions  of  AVincot  Abbey  ?” 

“ I have  heard  of  such  a prophecy,”  I answered ; “ but  I 
never  knew  in  what  terms  it  was  expressed.  It  professed  to 
predict  the  extinction  of  your  family,  or  something  of  that 
sort,  did  it  not  ?” 

“ No  inquiries,”  he  went  on,  “ have  traced  back  that  pro- 
phecy to  the  time  when  it  was  first  made : none  of  our  family 
records  tell  us  anything  of  its  origin.  Old  servants  and  old 
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tenants  of  ours  remember  to  have  heard  it  from  their  fathers 
and  grandfathers.  The  monks,  whom  we  succeeded  in  the 
Abbey  in  Henry  the  Eighth’s  time,  got  knowledge  of  it  in  some 
way  ; for  I myself  discovered  the  rhymes  in  which  we  know  tlie 
prophecy  to  have  been  preserved  from  a very  remote  period, 
written  on  a blank  leaf  of  one  of  the  Abbey  manuscripts. 
These  are  the  verses,  if  verses  they  deserve  to  be  called  : — 

When  in  Wincot  vault  a place 
Waits  for  one  of  Monkton’s  race; 

When  that  one  forlorn  shall  lie 
Graveless  under  open  sky, 

Beggared  of  six  feet  of  earth, 

Though  lord  of  acres  from  his  birth — 

That  shall  be  a certain  sign 
Of  the  end  of  Monkton’s  line. 

Dwindling  ever  faster,  faster, 

Dwindling  to  the  last-left  master  ; 

From  mortal  ken,  from  light  of  day, 

Monkton’s  race  shall  pass  away.’" 

‘‘  The  prediction  seems  almost  vague  enough  to  have  been 
uttered  by  an  ancient  oracle,”  said  I,  observing  that  he  waited, 
after  repeating  the  verses,  as  if  expecting  me  to  say  something. 

“Yague  or  not,  it  is  being  accomplished,”  he  returned.  “ I 
am  now  the  ‘ Last-left  Master  ’ — the  last  of  that  elder  line  of 
our  family  at  which  the  prediction  points ; and  the  corpse  of 
Stephen  Monkton  is  not  in  the  vaults  of  Wincot  Abbey. 
Wait,  before  you  exclaim  against  me ! I have  more  to  say 
about  this.  Long  before  the  Abbey  was  ours,  when  we  lived 
in  the  ancient  manor-house  near  it  (the  very  ruins  of  which 
have  long  since  disappeared),  the  family-burying  place  was  in 
the  vault  under  the  Abbey  chapel.  Whether  in  those  remote 
times  the  prediction  against  us  was  known  and  dreaded,  or  not, 
this  much  is  certain  : everyone  of  the  Monktons  (whether 
living  at  the  Abbey  or  on  the  smaller  estate  in  Scotland)  was 
buried  in  Wincot  vault,  no  matter  at  wLat  risk  or  what  sacri- 
fice. In  the  fierce  fighting  days  of  the  olden  time,  the  bodies 
of  my  ancestors  who  fell  in  foreign  places  were  recovered  and 
brought  back  to  Wincot,  though  it  often  cost,  not  heavy  ran- 
som only,  but  desperate  bloodshed  as  well,  to  obtain  them. 
This  superstition,  if  you  please  to  call  it  so,  has  never  died  out 
of  the  family  from  that  time  to  the  present  day ; for  centuries 
the  succession  of  the  dead  in  the  vault  at  the  Abbey  has  been 
luibroken — absolutely  unbroken — until  now.  The  place  men- 
tioned in  the  prediction  as  waiting  to  be  filled,  is  Stephen 
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Jlonkton’s  place  ; tlie  voice  that  cries  vainly  to  the  earth  for 
shelter  is  the  voice  of  the  dead.  As  surely  as  if  I saw  it,  1 
know  that  they  have  left  him  unburied  on  the  ground  where 
he  fell 

He  stopped  me  before  I could  utter  a word  in  remonstrance, 
by  slowly  rising  to  his  feet,  and  pointing  in  the  same  direction 
towards  which  his  eyes  had  wandered  a short  time  since. 

‘‘  I can  guess  what  you  want  to  ask  me,”  he  exclaimed, 
sternly  and  loudly ; you  want  to  ask  me  how  I can  be  mad 
enough  to  believe  in  a doggrel  prophecy,  uttered  in  an  age  of 
superstition  to  awe  the  most  ignorant  hearers.  I answer” 
(at  those  words  his  voice  sank  suddenly  to  a whisper),  an- 
swer, because  Stephen  Monkton  himself  stands  there  at  this 
moment^  confirming  me  in  my  belief f 

Whether  it  was  the  awe  and  horror  that  looked  out  ghastly 
from  his  face  as  he  confronted  me,  whether  it  was  that  1 had 
never  hitherto  fairly  believed  in  the  reports  about  his  madness, 
and  that  the  conviction  of  their  truth  now  forced  itself  upon 
me  on  a sudden,  I know  not ; but  I felt  my  blood  curdling  as 
he  spoke,  and  I knew  in  my  own  heart,  as  I sat  there  speech- 
less, that  I dare  not  turn  round  and  look  where  he  was  still 
pointing  close  at  my  side. 

‘‘  I see  there,”  he  went  on  in  the  same  whispering  voice, 
“ the  figure  of  a dark-complexioned  man,  standing  up  with  his 
head  uncovered.  One  of  his  hands,  still  clutching  a pistol, 
has  fallen  to  his  side  ; the  other  presses  a bloody  handkerchief 
over  his  mouth.  The  spasm  of  mortal  agony  convulses  his 
features  ; but  I know  them  for  the  features  of  a swarthy  man. 
who  twice  frightened  me  by  taking  me  up  in  his  arms  when  I 
was  a child,  at  Wincot  Abbey.  I asked  the  nurses  at  the  time 
who  that  man  was,  and  they  told  me  it  was  my  uncle,  Stephen 
Monkton.  Plainly,  as  if  he  stood  there  living,  1 see  him  now 
at  your  side,  with  the  death-glare  in  his  great  black  eyes  ; and 
so  have  I ever  seen  him  since  the  moment  when  he  was  shot ; 
at  home  and  abroad,  waking  or  sleeping,  day  and  night,  we  are 
always  together  wherever  I go  1” 

His  whispering  tones  sank  into  almost  inaudible  murmuring 
as  he  pronounced  these  last  words.  From  the  direction  and 
expression  of  his  eyes,  I suspected  that  he  was  speaking  to  the 
apparition.  If  I had  beheld  it  myself  at  that  moment,  it  would 
have  been,  I think,  a less  horrible  sight  to  witness  than  to  see 
him,  as  I saw  him  now,  muttering  inarticulately  at  vacancy. 
My  own  nerves  were  more  shaken  than  I could  have  thought 
possible  by  what  had  passed.  A vague  dread  of  being  near 
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iilm  in  his  present  mood  came  over  me,  and  I moved  bach  a 
step  or  two. 

He  noticed  the  action  instantly. 

“Don’t  go! — pray,  pray  don’t  go!  Have  I alarmed  you? 
Don’t  you  believe  me  ? Do  the  lights  make  your  eyes  ache  ? 
I only  asked  you  to  sit  in  the  glare  of  the  candles,-  because  I 
could  not  bear  to  see  the  light  that  always  shines  from  the 
phantom  there  at  dusk,  shining  over  you  as  you  sat  in  the 
shadow.  Don’t  go — don’t  leave  me  yet ! ” 

There  was  an  utter  forlornness,  an  unspeakable  misery  in  his 
face  as  he  said  those  words,  which  gave  me  back  my  self- 
possession  by  the  simple  process  of  first  moving  me  to  pity.  I 
resumed  my  chair,  and  said  that  I would  stay  with  him  as  long 
as  he  wished. 

“ Thank  you  a thousand  times  ! You  are  patience  and  kind- 
ness itself,”  he  said,  going  back  to  his  former  place,  and  re- 
suming his  former  gentleness  of  manner.  “ISTow  that  I have 
got  over  my  first  confession  of  the  misery  that  follows  me  in 
secret  wherever  I go,  I think  I can  tell  you  calmly  all  that 
remains  to  be  told.  You  see,  as  I said,  my  uncle  Stephen,” — 
he  turned  away  his  head  quickly,  and  looked  down  at  the 
table  as  the  name  passed  his  lips — “ my  uncle  Stephen  came 
twice  to  Wincot  while  I was  a child,  and  on  both  occasions 
frightened  me  dreadfully.  He  only  took  me  up  in  his  arms, 
and  spoke  to  me — very  kindly,  as  I afterwards  heard,  for 
him — but  he  terrified  me,  nevertheless.  Perhaps  I was  fright- 
ened at  his  great  stature,  his  swarthy  complexion,  and  his 
thick  black  hair  and  moustache,  as  other  children  might  have 
been ; perhaps  the  mere  sight  of  him  had  some  strange  influence 
on  me  which  I could  not  then  understand,  and  cannot  now 
explain.  However  it  was,  I used  to  dream  of  him  long  after 
he  had  gone  away  ; and  to  fancy  that  he  was  stealing  on  me  to 
catch  me  up  in  his  arms,  whenever  1 was  left  in  the  dark.  The 
servants  who  took  care  of  me  found  this  out,  and  used  to 
threaten  me  with  my  uncle  Stephen  whenever  I was  perverse 
and  difficult  to  manage.  As  I grew  up,  I still  retained  my 
vague  dread  and  abhorrence  of  our  absent  relative.  I always 
listened  intently,  yet  without  knowing  why,  whenever  his  name 
was  mentioned  by  my  father  or  my  mother — listened  with  an 
unaccountable  presentiment  that  something  terrible  had  hap- 
pened to  him,  or  was  about  to  happen  to  me.  This  feeling 
only  changed  when  I was  left  alone  in  the  Abbey  ; and  then  it 
seemed  to  merge  into  the  eager  curiosity  which  had  begun  to 
grow  on  me,  rather  before  that  time,  about  the  origin  of  the 
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aneieut  prophecy  predicting  the  extinction  of  our  race.  Are 
you  following  me  r ” 

‘‘  I follow  every  word  with  the  closest  attention.” 

“ You  must  know,  then,  that  Iliad  first  found  out  some  frag- 
ments of  the  old  rhyme,  in  which  the  prophecy  occurs,  quoted 
as  a curiosity  in  an  antiquarian  book  in  the  library.  On 
the  page  opposite  this  quotation,  had  been  pasted  a rude  old 
woodcut,  representing  a dark-haired  man,  whose  face  was  so 
strangely  like  what  I remembered  of  my  uncle  Stephen,  that 
the  portrait  absolutely  startled  me.  When  I asked  my  father 
about  this — it  was  then  just  before  his  death — he  either  knew, 
or  pretended  to  know,  nothing  of  it;  and  when  I afterwardr, 
mentioned  the  prediction  he  fretfully  changed  the  subject.  It 
was  just  the  same  with  our  chaplain  when  I spoke  to  him.  He 
said  the  portrait  had  been  done  centuries  before  my  uncle 
was  born  ; and  called  the  prophecy  doggerel  and  nonsense.  I 
used  to  argue  with  him  on  the  latter  point,  asking  why  we 
Catholics,  who  believed  that  the  gift  of  working  miracles  had 
never  departed  from  certain  favoured  persons,  might  not  just 
as  well  believe  that  the  gift  of  prophecy  had  never  departed 
either  ? He  would  not  dispute  with  me  ; he  would  only  say 
that  I must  not  waste  time  in  thinking  of  such  trifles,  that  I 
had  more  imagination  than  was  good,  for  me,  and  must  sup- 
press instead  of  exciting  it.  Such  advice  as  this  only  irritated 
my  curiosity.  I determined  secretly  to  search  through  the 
oldest  uninhabited  part  of  the  Abbey,  and  to  try  if  I could  not 
find  out  from  forgotten  family  records  what  the  portrait  was, 
and  when  the  prophecy  had  been  first  written  or  uttered.  Did 
you  ever  pass  a day  alone  in  the  long-deserted  chambers  of  an 
ancient  house  ?” 

“ Never ; such  solitude  as  that  is  not  at  all  to  my  taste.” 

“ Ah  ! what  a life  it  was  when  I began  my  search.  I should 
like  to  live  it  over  again  1 Such  tempting  suspense,  such 
strange  discoveries,  such  wild  fancies,  such  enthralling  terrors, 
all  belonged  to  that  life!  Only  think  of  breaking  open  the 
door  of  a room  which  no  living  soul  had  entered  before  you  for 
nearly  a hundred  years  ! think  of  the  first  step  forward  into 
a region  of  airless,  awful  stillness,  where  the  light  falls  faint 
and  sickly  through  closed  windows  and  rotting  curtains  ! think 
of  the  ghostly  creaking  of  the  old  floor  that  cries  out  on  you 
for  treading  on  it,  step  as  softly  as  you  will!  think  of  arms, 
helmets,  weird  tapestries  of  bygone  days,  that  seem  to  be 
moving  out  on  you  from  the  walls  as  you  first  walk  up  to  them 
m the  dim  light ! think  of  prying  into  great  cabinets  and  iron- 
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cksped  chests,  not  knowing  what  horrors  may  appear  when 
you  tear  theni  open  ! of  poring  over  their  contents  till  twilight 
stole  on  you,  and  darkness  grew  terrible  in  the  lonely  place  ! 
of  trying  to  leave  it,  and  not  being  able  to  go,  as  if  something 
held  you;  of  wind  wailing  at  you  outside  ; of  shadows  dark- 
ening round  you,  and  closing  you  up  in  obscurity  within  * 
Only  think  of  these  things,  and  you  may  imagine  the  fasci- 
nation of  suspense  and  terror  in  such  a life  as  mine  was  in 
those  past  days !” 

(I  shrunk  from  imagining  that  life  : it  was  bad  enough  to 
see  its  results,  as  I saw  them  before  me  now.) 

“Well,  my  search  lasted  months  and  months  ; then  it  was 
suspended  a little,  then  resumed.  In  whatever  direction  I 
pursued  it,  I always  found  something  to  lure  me  on.  Terrible 
confessions  of  past  crimes,  shocking  proofs  of  secret  wickedness 
that  had  been  hidden  securely  from  all  eyes  but  mine,  came  to 
light.  Sometimes  these  discoveries  were  associated  with  par- 
ticular parts  of  the  Abbey,  which  have  had  a horrible  interest 
of  their  own  for  me  ever  since.  Sometimes  with  certain  old 
portraits  in  the  picture-gallery,  which  I actually  dreaded  to 
look  at,  after  what  I had  found  out.  There  were  periods 
when  the  results  of  this  search  of  mine  so  horrified  me,  that 
I determined  to  give  it  up  entirely  ; but  I never  could  perse- 
vere in  my  resolution,  the  temptation  to  go  on  seemed  at  cer- 
tain intervals  to  get  too  strong  for  me,  and  then  I yielded  to 
it  again  and  again.  At  last  I found  the  book  that  had  be- 
longed to  the  monks,  with  the  whole  of  the  prophecy  written 
in  the  blank  leaf.  This  first  success  encouraged  me  to  get 
back  further  yet  in  the  family  records.  I had  discovered 
nothing  hitherto  of  the  identity  of  the  mysterious  portrait,  but 
the  same  intuitive  conviction  which  had  assured  me  of  its 
extraordinary  resemblance  to  my  uncle  Stephen,  seemed  also 
to  assure  me  that  he  must  be  more  closely  connected  with  the 
prophecy,  and  must  know  more  of  it  than  anyone  else.  I had 
no  means  of  holding  any  communication  with  him,  no  means 
of  satisfying  myself  whether  this  strange  idea  of  mine  were 
right  or  wrong,  until  the  day  when  my  doubts  were  settled  for 
ever,  by  the  same  terrible  proof  which  is  now  present  to  me  in 
this  very  room.” 

He  paused  for  a moment,  and  looked  at  me  intently  and 
suspiciously ; then  asked  if  I believed  all  he  had  said  to  me  so 
far.  My  instant  reply  in  the  afB.rmative  seemed  to  satisfy  his 
doubts,  and  he  went  on  : — 

On  a fine  evening  in  February,  I was  standing  alone  iu 
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one  of  the  deserted  rooms  of  the  western  turret  at  the  .Abbey, 
looking  at  the  sunset.  Just  before  the  sun  went  down,  1 felt 
a sensation  stealiug  ovey  me  which  it  is  impossible  to  explain. 
1 saw  nothing,  heard  nothing,  knew  nothing.  This  utter  self- 
oblivion  came  suddenly  ; it  was  not  fainting,  for  I did  not  fall 
to  the  ground,  did  not  move  an  inch  from  my  place.  If  such 
a thing  could  be,  I should  say  it  was  the  temporary  separation 
of  soul  and  body,  without  death  : but  all  description  of  my 
situation  at  that  time  is  impossible.  Call  my  state  what  you 
will,  trance  or  catalepsy,  I know  that  I remained  standing  by 
the  window  utterly  unconscious — dead,  mind  and  body — 
until  the  sun  had  set.  Then  I came  to  my  senses  again  ; and 
then,  when  I opened  my  eyes,  there  was  the  apparition  of 
Stephen  Monkton  standing  opposite  to  me,  faintly  luminous, 
just  as  it  stands  opposite  me  at  this  very  moment  by  your 
side.” 

‘‘Was  this  before  the  news  of  the  duel  reached  England?” 
I asked. 

“ Two  weeks  before  the  news  of  it  reached  us  at  Wincot. 
And  even  wlien  we  heard  of  the  duel,  we  did  not  hear  of  the 
day  on  which  it  \vas  fought.  I only  found  that  out  when  the 
document  which  you  have  read  w^as  published  in  the  French 
new'spaper.  The  date  of  that  document,  you  wull  remember, 
is  February  22nd,  and  it  is  stated  that  the  duel  was  fought 
two  days  afterw^ards.  I wrote  down  in  my  pocket-book,  on 
the  evening  when  I saw  the  phantom,  the  day  of  the  month 
on  which  it  first  appeared  to  me.  That  day  was  the  24th  of 
February.” 

He  paused  again,  as  if  expecting  me  to  say  something.  After 
the  words  he  had  just  spoken,  what  could  I say  ? what  could  I 
think  ? 

“ Even  in  the  first  horror  of  first  seeing  the  apparition,”  he 
went  on,  “ the  prophecy  against  our  house  came  to  my  mind, 
and  with  it  the  conviction  that  I beheld  before  me,  in  that 
spectral  presence,  the  warning  of  my  own  doom.  As  soon  as 
I recovered  a little,  I determined,  nevertheless,  to  test  the 
reality  of  what  I saw — to  find  out  whether  I was  the  dupe  of 
my  own  diseased  fancy,  or  not.  I left  the  turret ; the  phan- 
tom left  it  with  me.  I made  an  excuse  to  have  the  drawing- 
room at  the  Abbey  brilliantly  lighted  up — the  figure  was  still 
opposite  me.  I walked  out  into  the  park — it  was  there  in  the 
clear  starlight.  I went  away  from  home,  and  travelled  many 
n\iles  to  the  sea-side  ; still  the  tall  dark  man  in  his  death-agony 
was  with  me.  After  this,  I sHove  against  the  fatality  no 
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more.  I returned  to  the  Abbey,  and  tried  to  resign  myself  to 
my  misery.  But  this  was  not  to  be.  I had  a hope  that  was 
dearer  to  me  than  my  own  life  ; I had  one  treasure  belonging 
to  me  that  I shuddered  at  the  prospect  of  losing,  and  when 
the  phantom  presence  stood  a warning  obstacle  between  me 
and  this  one  treasure,  this  dearest  hope — then  my  misery  grew 
heavier  than  I could  bear.  You  must  know  what  I am  alluding 
to ; you  must  have  heard  often  that  I was  engaged  to  be 
married  ?” 

‘‘  Yes,  often.  I have  some  acquaintance  myself  with  Miss 
Elmslie.’’ 

“You  never  can  know  all  she  has  sacrificed  for  me — never 
can  imagine  what  I have  felt  for  years  and  years  past” — his 
voice  trembled,  and  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes — “ but  I dare 
not  trust  myself  to  speak  of  that:  the  thought  of  the  old 
happy  days  in  the  Abbey  almost  breaks  my  heart  now.  Let 
me  get  back  to  the  other  subject.  I must  tell  you  that  I kept 
the  frightful  vision  which  pursued  me,  at  all  times,  and  in  all 
places,  a secret  from  every oody ; knowing  the  vile  reports 
about  my  having  inherited  madness  from  my  family,  and 
fearing  that  an  unfair  advantage  would  be  taken  of  any  con- 
fession that  I might  make.  Though  the  phantom  always 
stood  opposite  to  me,  and  therefore  always  aT)peared  either 
before  or  by  the  side  of  any  person  to  whom  I spoke,  I soon 
schooled  myself  to  hide  from  others  that  I was  looking  at  it, 
except  on  rare  occasions — v/hen  I have  perhaps  betrayed  my- 
self to  you.  But  my  self-possession  availed  me  nothing  with 
Ada.  The  day  of  our  marriage  was  approaching.” 

He  stopped  and  shuddered.  I waited  in  silence  till  he  had 
controlled  himself. 

“ Think,”  he  went  on,  think  of  what  I must  have  suffered 
at  looking  always  on  that  hideous  vision,  whenever  I looked 
on  my  betrothed  wife ! Think  of  my  taking  her  hand, 
and  seeming  to  take  it  through  the  figure  of  the  apparition ! 
Think  of  the  calm  angel-face  and  the  tortured  spectre-face 
being  always  together,  whenever  my  eyes  met  hers ! Think  of 
this,  and  you  will  not  v/onder  that  I betrayed  my  secret  to  her. 
She  eagerly  entreated  to  know  the  worst — nay  more,  she  in- 
sisted on  knowing  it.  At  her  bidding  I told  all ; and  then 
left  her  free  to  break  pur  engagement.  The  thought  of  death 
was  in  my  heart  as  I spoke  the  parting  words — death  by  my 
own  act,  if  life  still  held  out  after  our  separation.  She  sus- 
pected that  thought ; she  knew  it,  and  never  left  me  till  her 
good  influence  had  destroyed  it  for  ever.  But  for  her,  I should 
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not  have  been  alive  now — but  for  her,  I shouid  never  have 
attempted  the  project  which  has  brought  me  here.” 

‘‘  Do  you  mean  that  it  was  at  Miss  Elmslie’s  suggestion  that 
you  came  to  Naples  ?”  I asked  in  amazement. 

“ I mean  that  what  she  said,  suggested  the  design  which  has 
brought  me  to  Naples,”  he  answered.  ‘‘  While  I believed  that 
the  phantom  had  appeared  to  me  as  the  fatal  messenger  of 
death,  there  was  no  comfort,  there  was  misery  rather  in  hear- 
ing her  say  that  no  power  on  earth  should  make  her  desert  me, 
and  that  she  would  live  for  me,  and  for  me  only,  through  every 
trial.  But  it  was  far  different  when  we  afterwards  reasoned 
together  about  the  purpose  which  tlie  apparition  had  come  to 
fulfil — far  difierent  when  she  showed  me  that  its  mission  might 
be  for  good,  instead  of  for  evil ; and  that  the  'warning  it  was 
sent  to  give,  might  be  to  my  profit  instead  of  to  my  loss.  At 
those  words,  the  new  idea  which  gave  the  new  hope  of  life  came 
to  me  in  an  instant.  I believed  then,  what  I believe  now,  that 
I have  a supernatural  warrant  for  my  errand  here.  In  that 
faith  I live ; without  it  I should  die.  She  never  ridiculed  it, 
never  scorned  it  as  insanity.  Mark  what  I say ! The  spirit 
that  appeared  to  me  in  the  Abbey,  that  has  never  left  me 
since,  that  stands  there  now  by  your  side,  warns  me  to  escape 
from  the  fatality  which  hangs  over  our  race,  and  commands 
me,  if  I would  avoid  it,  to  bury  the  unburied  dead.  Mortal 
loves  and  mortal  interests  must  bow  to  that  awful  bidding. 
The  spectre-presence  will  never  leave  me  till  I have  sheltered 
the  corpse  that  cries  to  the  earth  to  cover  it ! I dare  not  re- 
turn— I dare  not  marry  till  I have  filled  the  place  that  is  empty 
in  Wincot  vault.” 

His  eyes  flashed  and  dilated  ; his  voice  deepened ; a fanatic 
ecstasy  shone  in  his  expression  as  he  uttered  these  words. 
Shocked  and  grieved  as  I was,  I made  no  attempt  to  remon- 
strate or  to  reason  with  him.  It  would  have  been  useless  to 
have  referred  to  any  of  the  usual  common-places  about  optical 
delusions,  or  diseased  imaginations — worse  than  useless  to  have 
attempted  to  account  by  natural  causes  for  any  of  the  extra- 
ordinary coincidences  and  events  of  which  he  had  spoken. 
Briefly  as  he  had  referred  to  Miss  Elmslie,  he  had  said  enough 
to  show  that  the  only  hope  of  the  poor  girl  who  loved  him  best 
and  had  known  him  longest  of  any  one,  was  in  humouring  his 
delusions  to  the  last.  How  faithfully  she  still  clung  to  the 
belief  that  she  could  restore  him ! How  resolutely  was  she 
sacrificing  herself  to  his  morbid, fancies,  in  the  hope  of  a happy 
future  that  might  never  come!  Little  as  I knew  of  Miss 
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Elmslie,  the  mere  thought  of  her  situation,  as  I now  reflected 
on  it,  made  rne  feel  sick  at  heart. 

‘‘  They  call  me  ‘ Mad  Monkton !’  ’’  he  exclaimed,  suddenly 
breaking  the  silence  between  us  during  the  last  few  minutes. 
‘‘  Here  and  in  England  everybody  believes  I am  out  of  my 
senses,  except  Ada  and  you.  She  has  been  my  salvation ; and 
you  will  be  my  salvation  too.  Something  told  me  that,  when 
I first  met  you  walking  in  the  Villa  Eeale.  I struggled  against 
the  strong  desire  that  was  in  me  to  trust  my  secret  to  you ; 
bub  I could  resist  it  no  longer  when  I saw  you  to-night  at  the 
ball — the  phantom  seemed  to  draw  me  on  to  you,  as  you  stood 
alone  in  the  quiet  room.  Tell  me  more  of  that  idea  of  yours 
about  finding  the  place  where  the  duel  was  fought.  If  I set 
out  to-morrow  to  seek  for  it  myself,  where  must  I go  to  first  ? 
— where  ?”  He  stopped  ; his  strength  was  evidently  becoming 
exhausted,  and  his  mind  was  growing  confused.  “ What  am  I 
to  do  ? I can’t  remember.  You  know  everything — will  you  not 
help  me  ? My  misery  has  made  me  unable  to  help  myself!” 

He  stopped,  murmured  something  about  failing  if  he  went 
to  the  frontier  alone,  and  spoke  confusedly  of  delays  that  might 
be  fatal;  then  tried  to  utter  the  name  of  “ Ada;”  but  in  pro- 
nouncing the  first  letter  his  voice  faltered,  and  turning  abruptly 
from  me  he  burst  into  tears. 

My  pity  for  him  got  the  better  of  my  prudence  at  that 
moment,  and  without  thinking  of  responsibilities,  I promised 
at  once  to  do  for  him  whatever  he  asked.  The  wild  triumph 
in  his  expression,  as  he  started  up  and  seized  my  hand,  showed 
me  that  I had  better  have  been  more  cautious ; but  it  was  too 
late  now  to  retract  what  I had  said.  The  next  best  thing  to  do 
was  to  try  if  I could  not  induce  him  to  compose  himself  a little, 
and  then  to  go  away  and  think  coolly  over  the  whole  affair  by 
myself. 

‘‘  Yes,  yes,”  he  rejoined,  in  answer  to  the  few  words  I now 
spoke  to  try  and  calm  him,  don’t  be  afraid  about  me.  After 
what  you  have  said.  I’ll  answer  for  my  own  coolness  and  com- 
posure under  all  emergencies.  I have  been  so  long  used  to 
the  apparition  that  I hardly  feel  its  presence  at  all  except  on 
rare  occasions.  Besides,  I have  here,  in  this  little  packet  of 
letters,  the  medicine  for  every  malady  of  the  sick  heart.  They 
are  Ada’s  letters ; I read  them  to  calm  me  whenever  my  mis- 
fortune seems  to  get  the  better  of  my  endurance.  I wanted 
that  half  hour  to  read  them  in  to-night,  before  you  came,  to 
make  myself  fit  to  see  you ; and  I shall  go  through  them  again 
after  you  are  gone.  So,  once  more  don’t  be  afraid  about  mo. 
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I know  I sliall  succeed  with  your  help ; and  Ada  shall  thank 
you  as  you  deserve  to  be  thanked  when  we  get  back  to  Eng* 
land.  If  you  hear  the  fools  at  Naples  talk  about  my  being 
mad,  don’t  trouble  yourself  to  contradict  them : the  scandal  is 
so  contemptible  that  it  must  end  by  contradicting  itself.” 

I left  him,  promising  to  return  early  the  next  day 

"When  I got  back  to  my  hotel,  I felt  that  any  idea  of  sleep- 
ing, after  all  that  I had  seen  and  heard,  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. So  I lit  my  pipe,  and  sitting  by  the  window — how  it 
refreshed  my  mind  just  then  to  look  at  the  calm  moonlight ! — 
tried  to  think  what  it  would  be  best  to  do.  In  the  first  place, 
any  appeal  to  doctors  or  to  Alfred’s  friends  in  England  was 
out  of  the  question.  I could  not  persuade  myself  that  his  in- 
tellect was  sufficiently  disordered  to  justify  me,  under  existing 
circumstances,  in  disclosing  the  secret  which  he  had  entrusted 
to  my  keeping.  In  the  second  place,  all  attempts  on  my  part 
to  induce  him  to  abandon  the  idea  of  searching  out  his  uncle’s 
remains  would  be  utterly  useless  after  what  I had  incautiously 
said  to  him.  Having  settled  these  two  conqlusions,  the  only 
really  great  difficulty  which  remained  to  perplex  me  was  whe- 
ther I was  justified  in  aiding  him  to  execute  his  extraordinary 
purpose. 

Supposing  that  with  my  help  he  found  Mr.  Monkton’s  body, 
and  took  it  back  with  him  to  England,  was  it  right  in  me  thus 
to  lend  myself  to  promoting  the  marriage  which  would  most 
likely  follow  these  events — a marriage  which  it  might  be  the 
duty  of  every  one  to  prevent  at  all  hazards  ? This  set  me 
thinking  about  the  extent  of  his  madness,  or,  to  speak  more 
mildly  and  more  correctly,  of  his  delusion.  Sane  he  certainly 
was  on  ordinary  subjects ; nay,  in  all  the  narrative  parts  of 
what  he  had  said  to  me  on  this  very  evening  he  had  spoken 
clearly  and  connectedly.  As  for  the  story  of  the  apparition, 
other  men,  with  intellects  as  clear  as  the  intellects  of  their 
neighbours,  had  fancied  themselves  pursued  by  a phantom,  and 
had  e^  en  written  about  it  in  a high  strain  of  philosophical  spe- 
culation. It  was  plain  that  the  real  hallucination  in  the  case 
now  before  me,  lay  in  Monkton’s  conviction  of  the  truth  of  the 
old  prophecy,  and  in  his  idea  that  the  fancied  apparition  was  a 
supernatural  warning  to  him  to  evade  its  denunciations.  And 
it  was  equally  clear  that  both  delusions  had  been  produced,  in 
the  first  instance,  by  the  lonely  life  he  had  led,  acting  on  a 
naturally  excitable  temperament,  which  was  rendered  further 
liable  to  moral  disease  by  an  hereditary  taint  of  insanity. 

Was  this  curable  ? Miss  ElmsliCj  who  knew  him  far  better 
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than  I did,  seemed  by  her  conduct  to  tbinlc  so.  Had  I any 
reason  or  right  to  determine  off-hand  that  she  was  mistaken  ? 
Supposing  I refused  to  go  to  the  frontier  with  him,  he  would 
then  most  certainly  depart  by  himself,  to  commit  all  sorts  of 
errors,  and  perhaps  to  meet  with  all  sorts  of  accidents  ; while 
I,  an  idle  man,  with  my  time  entirely  at  my  own  disposal,  was 
stopping  at  Naples,  and  leaving  him  to  his  fate  after  I had 
suggested  the  plan  of  his  expedition,  and  had  encouraged  him 
to  confide  in  me.  In  this  way  I kept  turning  the  subject  over 
and  over  again  in  my  mind — being  quite  free,  let  me  add,  from 
looking  at  it  in  any  other  than  a practical  point  of  view.  I 
firmly  believed,  as  a derider  of  all  ghost  stories,  that  Alfred  was 
deceiving  himself  in  fancying  that  he  had  seen  the  apparition 
of  his  uncle,  before  the  news  of  Mr.  Monkton’s  death  reached 
England  ; and  I was  on  this  account  therefore  uninfluenced  by 
the  slightest  infection  of  my  unhappy  friend’s  delusions,  when 
I at  last  fairly  decided  to  accompany  him  in  his  extraordinary 
search.  Possibly  my  harum-scarum  fondness  for  excitement 
at  that  time,  biassed  me  a little  in  forming  my  resolution;  but 
I must  add,  in  common  justice  to  myself,  that  I also  acted 
from  motives  of  real  sympathy  for  Monkton,  and  from  a sin- 
cere wish  to  allay,  if  I could,  the  anxiety  of  the  poor  girl  who 
was  still  so  faithfully  waiting  and  hoping  for  him  far  away  in 
England. 

Certain  arrangements  preliminary  to  our  departure,  which  I 
found  myself  obliged  to  make  after  a second  interview  with 
Alfred,  betrayed  the  object  of  our  journey  to  most  of  our 
Neapolitan  friends.  The  astonishment  of  everybody  was  of 
course  unbounded,  and  the  nearly  universal  suspicion  that  I 
must  be  as  mad  in  my  way  as  Monkton  himself,  showed  itself 
pretty  plainly  in  my  presence.  Some  people  actually  tried  to 
combat  my  resolution  by  telling  me  what  a shameless  profligate 
Stephen  Monkton  had  been — as  if  I had  a strong  personal  in- 
terest in  hunting  out  his  remains ! liidicule  mcv('d  me  as 
little  as  any  arguments  of  this  sort ; my  mind  was  ..lade  up, 
and  I was  as  obstinate  then  as  I am  now. 

In  tAvo  days’  time  I had  got  everything  dy,  nnd  had  ordered 
the  travelling  carriage  to  the  door  some  hours  earlier  we 
had  originally  settled.  We  were  jovially  threatened  wiiu  a 
parting  cheer”  by  all  our  English  acquaintances,  and  I thought 
it  desirable  to  avoid  this  on  my  friend’s  account ; for  he  had 
been  more  excited,  as  it  was,  by  the  preparations  for  the  journey 
than  I at  all  liked.  Accordingly,  soon  after  sunrise,  without  a 
soul  in  the  street  to  stare  at  us,  we  privately  left  Naples. 
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Nobody  will  wonder,  I think,  that  I experienced  some  diffi* 
culty  in  realising  my  own  position,  and  shrank  instinctivelv 
from  looking  forward  a siugle  day  into  the  future,  when  *1 
now  found  myself  starting,  in  company  with  Mad  Monkton,’* 
to  hunt  for  the  body  of  a dead  duellist  all  along  the  frontier 
line  of  the  Homan  states ! 


CHAPTEE  V. 

I HAD  settled  it  in  my  own  mind  that  we  had  better  make  the 
town  of  Eondi,  close  on  the  frontier,  our  head-quarters,  to 
begin  with ; and  I had  arranged,  with  the  assistance  of  the 
Embassy,  that  the  leaden  coffin  should  follow  us  so  far,  securely 
nailed  up  in  its  packing  case.  Besides  our  passports,  we  were 
well  furnished  with  letters  of  introduction  to  the  local  autho- 
lities  at  most  of  the  important  frontier  towns,  and  to  crown 
all,  we  had  money  enougli  at  our  command  (thanks  to  Monk- 
ton’s  vast  fortune)  to  make  sure  of  the  services  of  anyone  whom 
we  wanted  to  assist  us,  all  along  our  line  of  search.  These 
various  resources  ensured  us  every  facility  for  action — pro- 
vided always  that  we  succeeded  in  discovering  the  body  of  the 
dead  duellist.  But,  in  the  very  probable  event  of  our  failing 
to  do  this,  our  future  prospects — more  especially  after  the  re- 
sponsibility I had  undertaken — were  of  anything  but  an  agree- 
able nature  to  contemplate.  I confess  I felt  uneasy,  almost 
hopeless,  as  we  posted,  in  the  dazzling  Italian  sunshine,  along 
the  road  to  Eondi. 

We  made  an  easy  two  days’  journey  of  it ; for  I had  insisted, 
on  Monkton’s  account,  that  we  should  travel  slowly. 

On  the  first  day  the  excessive  agitation  of  my  companion  a 
little  alarmed  me ; lie  showed,  in  many  ways,  more  symptoms 
of  a disordered  mind  than  I had  yet  observed  in  him.  On  the 
second  day,  however,  he  seemed  to  get  accustomed  to  contem- 
plate calmly  the  new  idea  of  the  search  on  wffiich  we  were  bent, 
and,  except  on  one  point,  he  was  cheerful  and  composed 
enough.  Whenever  his  dead  uncle  formed  the  subject  of  con- 
versation, he  still  persisted — on  the  strength  of  the  old  pro- 
phecy, and  under  the  influence  of  the  apparition  which  he  saw, 
or  thought  he  saw,  always — in  asserting  that  the  corpse  ot 
otephen  Monkton,  wherever  it  was,  lay  yet  un buried.  On 
every  other  topic  he  deferred  to  me  with  the  utmost  n'p.d  in  ess 
and  docility;  on  this,  he  maintained  his  strange  opinion  with 
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an  obstinacy  which  set  reason  and  persuasion  alike  at  de- 
fiance. 

On  the  third  day  we  rested  at  Fondi.  The  packing  case^ 
with  the  cofl&n  in  it,  reached  us,  and  was  deposited  in  a safe 
place  under  lock  and  key.  We  engaged  some  mules,  and 
found  a man  to  act  as  guide  who  knew  the  country  thoroughly. 
It  occurred  to  me  that  we  had  better  begin  by  confiding  the 
real  object  of  our  journey  only  to  the  most  trustworthy  people 
we  could  find  among  the  better-educated  classes.  Tor  this 
reason  we  followed,  in  one  respect,  the  example  of  the  duel- 
ling-party, by  starting,  early  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth 
day,  with  sketch-books  and  colour-boxes,  as  if  we  were  only 
artists  in  search  of  the  picturesque. 

After  travelling  some  hours  in  a northerly  direction  within 
the  Eoman  frontier,  we  halted  to  rest  ourselves  and  our  mules 
at  a wild  little  village,  far  out  of  the  track  of  tourists  in  general. 

The  only  person  of  the  smallest  importance  in  the  place  was 
the  priest,  and  to  him  I addressed  my  first  inquiries,  leaving 
Monkton  to  await  my  return  with  the  guide.  I spoke  Italian 
quite  fluently  and  correctly  enough  for  my  purpose,  and  was 
extremely  polite  and  cautious  in  introducing  my  business  ; but, 
in  spite  of  all  the  pains  I took,  I only  succeeded  in  frightening 
and  bewildering  the  poor  priest  more  and  more  with  every  fresh 
word  I said  to  him.  The  idea  of  a duelling-party  and  a dead  man 
seemed  to  scare  him  out  of  his  senses.  He  bowed,  fidgetted, 
cast  his  eyes  up  to  heaven,  and  piteously  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders, told  me,  with  rapid  Italian  circumlocution,  that  he  had 
not  the  faintest  idea  of  what  I was  talking  about.  This  was 
my  first  failure.  I confess  I was  weak  enough  to  feel  a little 
dispirited  when  I joined  Monkton  and  the  guide. 

After  the  heat  of  the  day  was  over,  we  resumed  our  journey. 

About  three  miles  from  the  village,  the  road,  or  rather  cart- 
track,  branched  off  in  two  directions.  The  path  to  the  right, 
our  guide  informed  us,  led  up  among  the  mountains  to  a con- 
vent about  six  miles  off.  If  we  penetrated  beyond  the  con- 
vent, we  should  soon  reach  the  Neapolitan  frontier.  The  path 
to  the  left  led  far  inwards  on  the  Eoman  territory,  and  would 
conduct  us  to  a small  town  whe'"-^.  we  could  sleep  for  the  night. 
Now  the  Eoman  territory  presented  the  first  and  fittest  field 
for  our  search,  and  the  convent  was  always  within  reach,  sup- 
posing we  returned  to  Tondi  unsuccessful.  Besides,  the  path 
to  the  left  led  over  the  widest  part  of  the  country  we  were 
starting  to  explore ; and  I was  always  for  vanquishing  the 
greatest  difficulty  first — so  we  decided  manfully  on  turning  to 
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the  left.  The  expedition  in  which  this  resolution  involved  us 
lasted  a whole  week,  and  produced  no  results.  We  discovered 
absolutely  nothing,  and  returned  to  our  head-quarters  at  Fondi 
so  completely  baffled  that  we  did  not  know  whither  to  turn  our 
steps  next. 

I w^as  made  much  more  uneasy  by  the  effect  of  our  failure  on 
Monk  ton  than  by  the  failure  itself.  His  resolution  appeared 
to  break  down  altogether  as  soon  as  we  began  to  retrace  our 
steps.  He  became  first  fretful  and  capricious,  then  silent  and 
desponding.  Finally,  he  sank  into  a lethargy  of  body  and  mind 
that  seriously  alarmed  me.  On  the  morning  after  our  return 
to  Fondi,  he  showed  a strange  tendency  to  sleep  incessantly, 
which  made  me  suspect  the  existence  of  some  physical  malady 
in  his  brain.  The  wFole  day  he  hardly  exchanged  a word  with 
me,  and  seemed  to  be  never  fairly  awuike.  Early  the  next 
morning  I went  into  his  room,  and  found  him  as  silent  and 
lethargic  as  e\^er.  His  servant,  who  was  wfith  us,  informed  me 
that  Alfred  had  once  or  twice  before  exhibited  such  physical 
symptoms  of  mental  exhaustion  as  we  were  now  observing, 
during  his  father’s  lifetime  at  Wincot  Abbey.  This  piece  of 
information  made  me  feel  easier,  and  left  my  mind  free  to 
return  to  the  consideration  of  the  errand  wfflich  had  brought  us 
to  Fondi. 

I resolved  to  occupy  the  time  until  my  companion  got  better 
in  prosecuting  our  search  by  myself.  That  path  to  the  right 
hand  which  led  to  the  convent,  had  not  yet  been  explored.  If 
I set  off  to  trace  it,  I need  not  be  away  from  IMonkton  more 
than  one  night ; and  I should  at  least  be  able  on  my  return  to 
give  him  tlie  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  one  more  uncertainty 
regarding  the  place  of  the  duel  had  been  cleared  up.  These 
considerations  decided  me.  I left  a message  for  my  friend,  in 
case  he  asked  where  I had  gone,  and  set  out  once  more  for  the 
village  at  which  we  had  halted  when  starting  on  our  first  expe- 
dition. 

Intending  to  w^alk  to  the  convent,  I parted  company  with 
the  guide  and  the  mules  where  the  track  branched  off,  leaving 
them  to  go  back  to  the  village  and  await  my  return. 

For  the  first  four  miles  the  path  gently  ascended  through  an 
open  country,  then  became  abruptly  much  steeper,  and  led  me 
deeper  and  deeper  among  thickets  and  endless  wmods.  By  the 
time  my  watch  informed  me  that  I must  have  nearly  walked 
my  appointed  distance,  the  view  was  bounded  on  all  sides,  and 
the  sky  was  shut  out  overhead,  by  an  impervious  screen  of 
leaves  and  branches.  I still  followed  my  only  guide,  the  steep 
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path ; and  in  ten  minutes,  emerging  suddenly  on  a plot  of 
tolerably  clear  and  level  ground,  I saw  the  convent  before  me. 

It  was  a dark,  low,  sinister-looking  place.  Not  a sign  of  life 
or  movement  was  visible  anywhere  about  it.  Glreen  stainf? 
streaked  the  once  white  fa9ade  of  the  chapel  in  all  directions. 
Moss  clustered  thick  in  every  crevice  of  the  heavy  scowling 
wall  that  surrounded  the  convent.  Long  lank  weeds  grew  out 
of  the  fissures  of  roof  and  parapet,  and  drooping  far  downward, 
waved  wearily  in  and  out  of  the  barred  dormitory  windows. 
The  very  cross  opposite  the  entrance- gate,  with  a shocking 
life-sized  figure  in  wood  nailed  to  it,  was  so  beset  at  the  base 
with  crawling  creatures,  and  looked  so  slimy,  green,  and  rotten 
all  the  way  up,  that  I absolutely  shrank  from  it. 

A bell-rope  with  a broken  handle  hung  by  the  gate.  I ap- 
proached it — hesitated,  I hardly  knew  why — looked  up  at  the 
convent  again,  and  then  walj^ed  round  to  the  back  of  the  build- 
ing, partly  to  gain  time  to  coiisider  what  I had  better  do  next ; 
partly  from  an  unaccountable  curiosity  that  urged  me,  strangely 
to  myself,  to  see  all  I could  of  the  outside  of  the  place  before  I 
attempted  to  gain  admission  at  the  gate. 

At  the  back  of  the  convent  I found  an  outhouse,  built  on  to 
the  wall — a clumsy,  decayed  building,  with  the  greater  part  of 
the  roof  fallen  in,  and  with  a jagged  hole  in  one  of  its  sides, 
where  in  all  probability  a window  had  once  been.  Behind  the 
outhouse  the  trees  grew  thicker  than  ever.  As  I looked  to- 
wards them,  I could  not  determine  whether  the  ground  beyond 
me  rose  or  fell — whether  it  was  grassy,  or  earthy,  or  rocky.  I 
could  see  nothing  but  the  all-pervading  leaves,  brambles,  ferns, 
and  long  grass. 

Not  a sound  broke  the  oppressive  stillness.  No  bird’s  note 
rose  from  the  leafy  wilderness  around  me ; no  voices  spoke  in 
the  convent  garden  behind  the  scowling  wall ; no  clock  struck 
in  the  chapel-tower ; no  dog  barked  in  the  ruined  outhouse, 
The  dead  silence  deepened  the  solitude  of  the  place  inexpres- 
sibly. I began  to  feel  it  weighing  on  my  spirits — the  more 
because  woods  were  never  favourite  places  with  me  to  walk  in. 
The  sort  of  pastoral  happiness  which  poets  often  represent, 
when  they  sing  of  life  in  the  woods,  never,  to  my  mind,  has 
half  the  charm  of  life  on  the  mountain  or  in  the  plain.  AYhen 
I am  in  a wood,  I miss  the  boundless  loveliness  of  the  sky,  and 
the  delicious  softness  that  distance  gives  to  the  earthly  view 
beneath.  I feel  oppressively  the  change  which  the  free  air 
Buflers  when  it  gets  imprisoned  among  leaves ; and  I arn  always 
awed,  rather  than  pleased,  by  that  mysterious  still  light  which 
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shines  with  such  a strange  dim  lustre  in  deep  places  among 
trees.  It  may  convict  me  of  want  of  taste  and  absence  of  due 
feeling  for  tlie  marvellous  beauties  of  vegetation,  but  I must 
frankly  own  that  I never  penetrate  far  into  a wood  without 
finding  that  the  getting  out  of  it  again  is  the  pleasantest  part 
of  my  walk — the  getting  out  on  to  the  barest  down,  the  wildest 
hill-side,  the  bleakest  mountain-top — the  getting  out  anywhere 
so  that  I can  see  the  sky  over  me  and  the  view  before  me  as 
far  as  my  eye  can  reach. 

After  such  a confession  as  I have  now  made,  it  will  appear 
surprising  to  no  one  that  I should  have  felt  the  strongest 
possible  inclination,  while  I stood  by  the  ruined  outhouse,  to 
retrace  my  steps  at  once,  and  make  the  best  of  my  way  out  of 
the  wood.  I had  indeed  actually  turned  to  depart,  when  the 
remembrance  of  the  errand  which  had  brought  me  to  the  con- 
vent suddenly  stayed  my  feet.  It  seemed  doubtful  whether  I 
should  be  admitted  into  the  building  if  I rang  the  bell ; and 
more  than  doubtful,  if  I were  let  in,  whether  the  inhabitants 
would  be  able  to  afford  me  any  clue  to  the  information  of  which 
I was  in  search.  However,  it  was  my  duty  to  Monkton  to 
leave  no  means  of  helping  him  in  his  desperate  object  untried ; 
so  I resolved  to  go  round  to  the  front  of  the  convent  again, 
and  ring  the  gate-bell  at  all  hazards. 

By  the  merest  chance  I looked  up  as  I passed  the  side  of  the 
outhouse  where  the  jagged  hole  was,  and  noticed  that  it  was 
pierced  rather  high  in  the  wall. 

As  I stopped  to  observe  this,  the  closeness  of  the  atmosphere 
in  the  wood  seemed  to  be  affecting  me  more  unpleasantly  than 
ever. 

I waited  a minute  and  untied  my  cravat. 

Closeness  ? — Surely  it  was  something  more  than  that.  The 
air  was  even  more  distasteful  to  my  nostrils  than  to  my  lungs. 
There  was  some  faint,  indescribable  smell  loading  it — some 
smell  of  which  I had  never  had  any  previous  experience — some 
smell  which  I thought  (now  that  my  attention  was  directed  to 
it)  grew  more  and  more  certainly  traceable  to  its  source  the 
nearer  I advanced  to  the  outhouse. 

By  the  time  I had  tried  the  experiment  two  or  three  times, 
and  had  made  myself  sure  of  this  fact,  my  curiosity  became 
excited.  There  were  plenty  of  fragments  of  stone  and  brick 
lying  about  me.  I gathered  some  of  them  together,  and  piled 
them  up  below  the  hole,  then  mounted  to  the  top,  and,  feeling 
rather  ashamed  o^  what  I was  doing,  peeped  into  the  outhouse 

The  sight  of  horror  that  met  my  eyes  the  instant  I looked 
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through  the  hole,  is  as  present  to  my  memory  now  as  if  I had 
beheld  it  yesterday.  I can  hardly  write  of  it  at  this  distance 
of  time  without  a thrill  of  the  old  terror  running  through  me 
again  to  the  heart. 

The  first  impression  conveyed  to  me,  as  I looked  in,  was  of  a 
long  recumbent  object,  tinged  with  a lightish  blue  colour  all 
over,  extended  on  trestles,  and  bearing  a certain  hideous,  half- 
formed  resemblance  to  the  human  face  and  figure.  I looked 
again,  and  felt  certain  of  it.  There  were  the  prominences  of 
the  forehead,  nose,  and  chin,  dimly  shown  as  under  a veil — 
there,  the  round  outline  of  the  chest,  and  the  hollow  below  it 
— there,  the  points  of  the  knees,  and  the  stiff,  ghastly,  upturned 
feet.  I looked  again,  yet  more  attentively.  My  eyes  got 
accustomed  to  the  dim  light  streaming  in  through  the  broken 
roof;  and  I satisfied  myself,  judging  by  the  great  length  of  the 
body  from  head  to  foot,  that  I was  looking  at  the  corpse  of  a 
man — a corpse  that  had  apparently  once  had  a sheet  spread 
over  it — and  that  had  lain  rotting  on  the  trestles  under  the 
open  sky  long  enough  for  the  linen  to  take  the  livid,  light-blue 
tinge  of  mildew  and  decay  which  now  covered  it. 

How  long  I remained  with  my  eyes  fixed  on  that  dread  sight 
of  death,  on  that  tombless,  terrible  wreck  of  humanity,  poison- 
ing the  still  air,  and  seeming  even  to  stain  the  faint  descending 
light  that  disclosed  it,  I know  not.  I remember  a dull,  distant 
Bound  among  the  trees,  as  if  the  breeze  were  rising — the  slow 
creeping  on  of  the  sound  to  near  the  place  where  I stood — the 
noiseless,  whirling  fall  of  a dead  leaf  on  the  corpse  below  me, 
through  the  gap  in  the  outhouse  roof—  and  the  effect  of  awaken- 
ing my  energies,  of  relaxing  the  heavy  strain  on  my  mind, 
which  even  the  slight  change  wrought  in  the  scene  I beheld  by 
the  falling  leaf,  produced  in  me  immediately.  I descended  to 
the  ground,  and,  sitting  down  on  the  heap  of  stones,  wiped 
away  the  thick  perspiration  which  covered  my  face,  and  which 
I now  became  aware  of  for  the  first  time.  It  was  something 
more  than  the  hideous  spectacle  unexpectedly  offered  to  my 
eyes  which  had  shaken  my  nerves,  as  I felt  that  they  were 
shaken  now.  Monkton’s  prediction  that,  if  we  succeeded  in 
discovering  his  uncle’s  body,  we  should  find  it  unburied,  re- 
curred to  me  the  instant  I saw  the  trestles  and  their  ghastly 
burden.  I felt  assured  on  the  instant  that  I had  found  the 
dead  man — the  old  prophecy  recurred  to  my  memory — a strange 
yearning  sorrow,  a vague  foreboding  of  ill,  an  inexplicable  ter- 
ror, as  I thought  of  the  poor  lad  who  was  awaiting  my  return 
in  the  distant  town,  struck  through  me  with  a chill  of  super- 
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stitious  dread,  robbed  me  of  my  judgment  and  resolution,  and 
left  me,  when  I bad  afc  last  recovered  myself,  weak  and  dizzy, 
as  if  I had  just  suffered  under  some  pang  of  overpowering  phy- 
sical pain. 

I hastened  round  to  the  convent  gate,  and  rang  impatiently 
at  the  bell — waited  a little  while,  and  rang  again — then  heard 
footsteps. 

In  the  middle  of  the  gate,  just  opposite  my  face,  there  was  a 
small  sliding  panel,  not  more  than  a few  inches  long ; this  was 
presently  pushed  aside  from  within.  I saw,  through  a bit  of 
iron  grating,  two  dull,  light  grey  eyes  staring  vacantly  at  me, 
and  heard  a feeble,  husky  voice  saying ; — 

What  may  you  please  to  want  ?” 
am  a traveller — ” I began. 

“We  live  in  a miserable  place.  We  have  nothing  to  show 
travellers  here.” 

“ I don’t  come  to  see  anything.  I have  an  important  question 
to  ask,  which  I believe  some  one  in  this  convent  will  be  able  to 
answer.  If  you  are  not  willing  to  let  me  in,  at  least  come  out 
and  speak  to  me  here.” 

Are  you  alone  ?” 

“ Quite  alone.” 

“Are  there  no  women  with  you ?” 

“None.” 

The  gate  was  slowly  unbarred ; and  an  old  Capuchin,  very 
infirm,  very  suspicious,  and  very  dirty,  stood  before  me.  I was 
far  too  excited  and  impatient  to  waste  any  time  in  prefatory 
phrases  ; so  telling  the  monk  at  once  how  I had  looked  through 
the  hole  in  the  outhouse,  and  what  I had  seen  inside,  I asked 
him  in  plain  terms  who  the  m i had  been  whose  corpse  I had 
beheld,  and  why  the  body  was  left  unburied  ? 

The  old  Capuchin  listened . to  me  with  watery  eyes  that 
twinkled  suspiciously.  He  had  a battered  tin  snuff-box  in  his 
hand ; and  his  finger  and  thumb  slowly  chased  a few  scattered 
grains  of  snuff  round  and  round  the  inside  of  the  box  all  the 
time  I was  speaking.  When  I had  done,  he  shook  his  head, 
and  said,  “ that  was  certainly  an  ugly  sight  in  their  outhouse ; 
one  of  the  ugliest  sights,  he  felt  sure,  that  ever  I had  seen  in 
all  my  life!” 

“I  don’t  want  to  talk  of  the  sight,”  I rejoined  impatiently; 
“ I want  to  know  who  the  man  was,  how  he  died,  and  why  he 
is  not  decently  buried.  Can  yo  tell  me  ?” 

Hie  monk’s  finger  and  thumb  having  captured  three  or  four 
grains  of  snufl*  at  last,  he  slowly  drew  them  into  his  nostrils, 
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holding  the  box  open  under  his  nose  the  while,  to  prevent  the 
possibility  of  wasting  even  one  grain,  sniffed  once  or  twice, 
luxuriously — closed  the  box — then  looked  at  me  again,  with  his 
eyes  watering  and  twinkling  more  suspiciously  than  before. 

Yes,  said  the  monk,  “ that’s  an  ugly  sight  in  our  outhouse — 
a very  ugly  sight,  certainly !” 

I never  had  more  difficulty  in  keeping  my  temper  in  my  life, 
than  at  that  moment.  I succeeded,  however,  in  repressing  a 
ver^  disrespectful  expression  on  the  subject  of  monks  in  general, 
which  was  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue,  and  made  another  attempt 
to  conquer  the  old  man’s  exasperating  reserve,  fortunately 
for  my  chances  of  succeeding  with  him,  I was  a snuff-taker 
myself ; and  I had  a box  full  of  excellent  English  snuff  in  my 
pocket,  which  I now  produced  as  a bribe.  It  was  my  last 
resource. 

I thought  your  box  seemed  empty  just  now,”  said  I ; will 
you  try  a pinch  out  of  mine  ?” 

The  offer  was  accepted  with  an  almost  youthful  alacrity  of 
gesture.  The  Capuchin  took  the  largest  pinch  I ever  saw  held 
between  any  man’s  finger  and  thumb,  inhaled  it  slowly,  without 
spilling  a single  grain — half  closed  his  eyes — and,  wagging  his 
head  gently,  patted  me  paternally  on  the  back. 

“ Oh  ! my  son !”  said  the  monk,  “ what  delectable  snuff ! Oh, 
my  son  and  amiable  traveller,  give  the  spiritual  father  who 
loves  you,  yet  another  tiny,  tiny  pinch !” 

“ Let  me  fill  your  box  for  you.  I shall  have  plenty  left  for 
myself.” 

The  battered  tin  snuff-box  was  given  to  me  before  I had 
done  speaking — the  paternal  hand  patted  my  back  more  ap- 
provingly than  ever — the  feeble,  husky  voice  grew  glib  and 
eloquent  in  my  praise.  I had  evidently  found  out  the  weak 
side  of  the  old  Capuchin  ; and,  on  returning  him  his  box,  I 
took  instant  advantage  of  the  discovery. 

“ Excuse  my  troubling  you  on  the  subject  again,”  I said, 
“but  I have  particular  reasons  for  wanting  to  hear  all  that 
you  can  tell  me  in  explanation  of  that  horrible  sight  in  the 
outhouse.” 

“ Come  in,”  answered  the  monk. 

He  drew  me  inside  the  gate,  closed  it,  and  then  leading  the 
way  across  a grass-grown  courtyard,  looking  out  on  a weedy 
kitchen  garden,  showed  me  into  a long  room  with  a low  ceiling, 
a dirty  dresser,  a few  rudely-carved  stall  seats,  and  one  or  two 
grim  mildewed  pictures  for  ornaments.  This  was  the  sacristy. 

There’s  nobody  here,  and  it’s  nice  and  cool,”  said  the  old 
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Capucliin.  It  was  so  damp  that  I actually  shivered.  Wouid 
you  like  to  see  the  church  said  the  monk ; “ a jewel  of  a 
church,  if  we  could  only  keep  it  in  repair  ; but  we  can’t.  Ah  ! 
malediction  and  misery,  we  are  too  poor  to  keep  our  ch4.irch  in 
repair !” 

Here  he  shook  his  head,  and  began  fumbling  with  a large 
bunch  of  keys. 

“ Never  mind  the  church  now !”  said  I.  “ Can  you,  or  can 
you  not,  tell  me  what  I want  to  know  ?” 

“ Everything,  from  beginning  to  end — absolutely  everything  ! 
Why,  I answered  the  gate  bell — I always  answer  the  gate  bell 
here,”  said  the  Capuchin.” 

“ What,  in  heaven’s  name,  has  the  gate  bell  to  do  with  the 
unburied  corpse  in  your  outhouse  ?” 

“ Listen,  son  of  mine,  and  you  shall  know.  Some  time  ago — 
some  months — ah,  me.  I’m  old  ; I’ve  lost  my  memory  ; I don’t 
know  how  many  months —ah  ! miserable  me,  what  a very  old, 
old  monk  I am  1”  Here  he  comforted  himself  with  another 
pinch  of  my  snuff. 

“ Never  mind  the  exact  time,”  said  I.  I don’t  care  about 
that.” 

“ Good,”  said  the  Capuchin.  “Now  I can  go  on.  AVell, 
let  us  say,  it  is  some  months  ago — we  in  this  convent  are  all  at 
breakfast — wretched,  wretched  breakfasts,  son  of  mine,  in  this 
convent ! — we  are  at  breakfast,  and  we  hear  bang  ! hang  / twice 
over.  ‘ Guns,’  says  I.  ‘ What  are  they  shooting  for  ?’  says 
brother  Jeremy.  ^ Game,’  says  brother  Vincent.  ‘Aha! 
game,’  says  brother  Jeremy.  ‘If  I hear  more,  I shall  send  out 
and  discover  what  it  means,’  says  the  father  superior.  We 
hear  no  more,  and  we  go  on  with  our  wretched  breakfasts.” 

“ Where  did  the  report  of  fire-arms  come  from  ?”  I inquired. 

“ Erom  down  below,  beyond  the  big  trees  at  the  back  of  the 
convent,  where  there’s  some  clear  ground — nice  ground,  if  it 
wasn’t  for  the  pools  and  puddles.  But,  ah,  misery  1 how  damp 
we  are  in  these  parts  ! how  very,  very  damp  1” 

“ W ell,  what  happened  after  the  report  of  fire-arms  ?” 

“ You  shall  hear.  We  are  still  at  breakfast,  all  silent — for 
what  have  we  to  talk  about  here  ? What  have  we  but  our 
devotions,  our  kitchen  garden,  and  our  wretched,  wretched  bits 
of  breakfasts  and  dinners  ? I say  we  are  all  silent,  when  there 
comes  suddenly  such  a ring  at  the  bell  as  never  was  heard 
before — a very  devil  of  a ring— a ring  that  caught  us  all  with 
our  bits — our  wretched,  wretched  bits ! — in  our  mouths, 
stopped  us  before  we  could  swallow  them.  ‘ Go,  brother  of 
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mine  !*  says  the  father  superior  to  me — ‘ go,  it  is  your  duty — 
go  to  the  gate.’  I am  brave — a very  lion  of  a Capuchin.  I 
slip  out  on  tip-toe — I wait— I listen — I pull  back  our  little 
shutter  in  the  gate — I wait,  I listen  again — I peep  through  the 
hole — nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  that  I can  see.  I am 
brave — I am  not  to  be  daunted.  T^at  do  I do  next  ? I open 
the  gate.  Ah ! Sacred  Mother  of  Heaven,  what  do  I behold 
lying  all  along  our  threshold  ? A man — dead  ! — a big  man  ; 
bigger  than  you,  bigger  than  me,  bigger  than  anybody  in  this 
convent — buttoned  up  tight  in  a fine  coat,  with  black  eyes, 
staring,  staring  up  at  the  sky  ; and  blood  soaking  through  and 
through  the  front  of  his  shirt.  What  do  I do  ? I scream 
once — I scream  twice — and  run  back  to  the  father  superior !” 

All  the  particulars  of  the  fatal  duel  which  I had  gleaned 
from  the  French  newspaper  in  Monkton’s  room  at  Naples,  re- 
curred vividly  to  my  memory.  The  suspicion  that  I had  felt 
when  I looked  into  the  outhouse,  became  a certainty  as  I 
listened  to  the  old  monk’s  last  words. 

“ So  far  I understand,”  said  I.  “ The  corpse  I have  just 
seen  in  the  outhouse,  is  the  corpse  of  the  man  whom  you  found 
dead  outside  your  gate.  Now  tell  me  why  you  have  not  given 
the  remains  decent  burial  ?” 

“Wait — wait — wait,”  answered  the  Capuchin.  “ The  father 
superior  hears  me  scream,  and  comes  out ; we  all  run  to- 
gether to  the  gate ; we  lift  up  the  big  man,  and  look  at  him 
close.  Dead ! dead  as  this”  (smacking  the  dresser  with  his 
hand).  “We  look  again,  and  see  a bit  of  paper  pinned  to  the 
collar  of  his  coat.  Aha ! son  of  mine,  you  start  at  that.  1 
thought  I should  make  you  start  at  last.” 

I had  started  indeed.  That  paper  was  doubtless  the  leaf 
mentioned  in  the  second’s  unfinished  narrative  as  having  been 
torn  out  of  his  pocket-book,  and  inscribed  with  the  statement 
of  how  the  dead  man  had  lost  his  life.  If  proof  positive  were 
wanted  to  identify  the  dead  body,  here  was  such  proof  found. 

“ What  do  you  think  was  written  on  the  bit  of  paper  ?”  con- 
tinued the  Capuchin.  “ We  read,  and  shudder.  This  dead 
man  has  been  killed  in  a duel — he,  the  desperate,  the  miserable, 
has  died  in  the  commission  of  mortal  sin ; and  the  men  who 
saw  the  killing  of  him,  ask  us  Capuchins,  holy  men,  servants  of 
Heaven,  children  of  our  lord  the  pope — they  ask  its  to  give 
him  burial ! Oh ! but  we  are  outraged  when  we  read  that ; 
we  groan,  we  wring  our  hands,  we  turn  away,  we  tear  our 
beards,  we — ” 

“ Wait  one  moment,”  said  T,  seeing  that  ti;e  old  man  wa< 
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heating  himself  with  his  narrative,  and  was  likely,  unless  1 
stopped  him,  to  talk  more  and  more  fluently  to  less  and  less 
purpose — ‘‘wait  a moment.  Have  you  preserved  the  paper 
that  was  pinned  to  the  dead  man’s  coat ; and  can  I look  at  it  ?” 

The  Capuchin  seemed  on  the  point  of  giving  me  an  answer, 
when  he  suddenly  checked  himself.  I saw  his  eyes  wander 
away  from  my  face,  and  at  the  same  moment  heard  a door  softly 
opened  and  closed  again  behind  me. 

Looking  round  immediately,  I observed  another  monk  in  the 
sacristy — a tall,  lean,  black- bearded  man,  in  whose  presence  my 
old  friend  with  the  snuff-box  suddenly  became  quite  decorous 
and  devotional  to  look  at.  I suspected  I was  in  the  presence 
of  the  father  superior ; and  I found  that  I was  right  the 
moment  he  addressed  me. 

“ I am  the  father  superior  of  this  convent,”  he  said  in  quiet, 
clear  tones,  and  looking  me  straight  in  the  face  while  he  spoke, 
with  coldly  attentive  eyes.  “ I have  heard  the  latter  part  of 
your  conversation,  and  I wish  to  know  why  you  are  so  par- 
ticularly anxious  to  see  the  piece  of  paper  that  was  pinned  to 
the  dead  man’s  coat?” 

The  coolness  with  which  he  avowed  that  he  had  been  listen- 
ing, and  the  quietly  imperative  manner  in  which  he  put  his  con- 
cluding questions,  perplexed  and  startled  me.  I hardly  knew 
at  first  what  tone  I ought  to  take  in  answering  him.  He 
observed  my  hesitation,  and  attributing  it  to  the  wrong  cause, 
signed  to  the  old  * Capuchin  to  retire.  Humbly  stroking  his 
long  grey  beard,  and  furtively  consoling  himself  with  a private 
pinch  of  the  “ delectable  snuff,”  my  venerable  friend  shuffled 
out  of  the  room,  making  a profound  obeisance  at  the  door  just 
before  he  disappeared. 

“ Now,”  said  the  father  superior,  as  coldly  as  ever ; “ I am 
waiting,  sir,  for  your  reply.” 

“ You  shall  have  it  in  the  fewest  possible  words,”  said  I, 
answering  him  in  his  own  tone.  “ I find,  to  my  disgust  and 
horror,  there  is  an  unburied  corpse  in  an  outhouse  attached  to 
this  convent.  I believe  that  corpse  to  be  the  body  of  an  English 
gentleman  of  rank  and  fortune,  who  was  killed  in  a duel.  I 
have  come  into  this  neighbourhood,  with  the  nephew  and 
only  relation  of  the  slain  man,  for  the  express  purpose  of 
recovering  his  remains ; and  I wish  to  see  the  paper  found  on 
the  body,  because  I believe  that  paper  will  identify  it  to  the^ 
satisfaction  of  the  relative  to  whom  I have  referred.  Do  you 
find  my  reply  sufficiently  straightforward  P And  do  you 
mean  to  give  me  permission  to  look  at  the  paper 
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‘‘  I am  satisfied  with  your  reply,  and  see  no  reason  for  re- 
fusing you  a sight  of  the  paper,”  said  tne  father  superior ; 

but  1 have  something  to  say  first.  In  speaking  of  the  im- 
pression produced  on  you  by  beholding  the  corpse,  you  used 
the  words  ‘ disgust’  and  ‘ horror.’  This  licence  of  expression 
in  relation  to  what  you  have  seen  in  the  precincts  of  a convent, 
proves  to  me  that  you  are  out  of  the  pale  of  the  Holy  Catholic 
Church.  You  have  no  right,  therefore,  to  expect  any  explana- 
tion ; but  I will  give  you  one,  nevertheless,  as  a favour.  The 
slain  man  died,  unabsolved,  in  the  commission  of  mortal  sin. 
We  infer  so  much  from  the  paper  which  we  found  on  his  body; 
and  we  know,  by  the  evidence  of  our  own  eyes  and  ears,  that 
he  was  killed  on  the  territories  of  the  church,  and  in  the  act 
of  committing  direct  violation  of  those  special  la\vs  against  the 
crime  of  duelling,  the  strict  enforcement  of  which  the  holy 
father  himself  has  urged  on  the  faithful  throughout  his  domi- 
nions, by  letters  signed  with  his  own  hand.  Inside  this  con- 
vent the  ground  is  consecrated  ; and  we  Catholics  are  not 
accustomed  to  bury  the  outlaws  of  our  religion,  the  enemies 
of  our  Holy  Tather,  and  the  violators  of  our  most  sacred 
laws,  in  consecrated  ground.  Outside  this  convent,  we  have 
no  rights  and  no  power ; and,  if  we  had  both,  we  should 
remember  that  we  are  monks,  not  gravediggers,  and  that  the 
only  burial  with  which  we  can  have  any  concern,  is  burial  with 
prayers  of  the  church.  That  is  all  the  explanation  I think  it 
necessary  to  give.  Wait  for  me  here,  and  you  shall  see  the 
paper.”  With  those  words  the  father  superior  left  the  room 
as  quietly  as  he  had  entered  it. 

I had  hardly  time  to  think  over  this  bitter  and  ungracious 
explanation,  and  to  feel  a little  piqued  by  the  language  and 
manner  of  the  person  who  had  given  it  to  me,  before  the  father 
superior  returned  with  the  paper  in  his  hand.  He  placed  it 
before  me  on  the  dres«er ; and  I read  hurriedly  traced  in  pencil, 
the  following  lines  : — 

“ This  paper  is  attached  to  the  body  of  the  late  Mr.  Stephen 
Monkton,  an  Englishman  of  distinction.  He  has  been  shot  in 
a duel,  conducted  with  perfect  gallantry  and  honour  on  both 
aides.  His  body  is  placed  at  the  door  of  this  convent,  to  re- 
ceive burial  at  the  hands  of  its  inmates,  the  survivors  of  the 
encounter  being  obliged  to  separate  and  secure  their  safety  by 
immediate  flight.  I,  the  second  of  the  slain  man,  and  the 
writer  of  this  explanation,  certify,  on  my  word  of  honour  as  a 
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gentleman  that  the  shot  which  killed  my  principal  on  the  in- 
stant, was  fired  fairly,  in  the  strictest  accordance  with  the  rules 
laid  down  beforehand  for  the  conduct  of  the  duel. 

(Signed)  ‘‘  P.” 

a jr ’>  j recognised  easily  enough  as  the  initial  letter  of 
Monsieur  Foulon’s  name,  the  second  of  Mr.  Monkton,  who  had 
died  of  consumption  at  Paris. 

The  discovery  and  the  identification  were  now  complete. 
Nothing  remained  but  to  break  the  news  to  Alfred,  and  to  get 
permission  to  remove  the  remains  in  the  outhouse.  I began 
almost  to  doubt  the  evidence  of  my  own  senses,  when  I re- 
flected that  the  apparently  impracticable  object  with  which  we 
had  left  Naples  was  already,  by  the  merest  chance,  virtually 
accomplished. 

‘‘  The  evidence  of  the  paper  is  decisive,”  I said,  handing  it 
back.  “ There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  remains  in  the  out- 
house are  the  remains  of  which  we  have  been  in  search.  May 
I inquire  if  any  obstacles  will  be  thrown  in  our  way,  should 
the  late  Mr.  Monkton’s  nephew  wish  to  remove  his  uncle’s 
body  to  the  family  burial-place  in  England?” 

“ Where  is  this  nephew  ?”  asked  the  father  superior. 

‘‘  He  is  now  waiting  my  return  at  the  town  of  Fondi.” 

Is  he  in  a position  to  prove  his  relationship  ?” 

“ Certainly ; he  has  papers  with  him  which  will  place  it  be- 
yond a doubt.” 

“ Let  him  satisfy  the  civil  authorities  of  his  claim,  and  he 
need  expect  no  obstacle  to  his  wishes  from  anyone  here.” 

I was  in  no  humour  for  talking  a moment  longer  with  my 
sour-tempered  companion  than  I could  help.  The  day  was 
wearing  on  fast ; and,  whether  night  overtook  me  or  not,  I was 
resolved  never  to  stop  on  my  return  till  1 got  back  to  Fondi. 
Accordingly,  after  telling  the  father  superior  that  he  might 
expect  to  hear  from  me  again  immediately,  I made  my  bow,  and 
hastened  out  of  the  sacristy. 

At  the  convent  gate  stood  my  old  friend  with  the  tin  snufl- 
box,  waiting  to  let  me  out. 

“ Bless  you,  my  son,”  said  the  venerable  recluse,  giving  me 
a farewell  pat  on  the  shoulder ; ‘‘  come  back  soon  to  your 
spiritual  father  who  loves  you;  and  amiably  favour  him  with 
another  tiny,  tiny  pinch  of  the  delectable  snufl*.” 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

1 KETTJRNED  at  tlie  top  of  my  speed  to  the  village  where  I had 
left  the  mules,  had  the  animals  saddled  immediately,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  back  to  Pondi  a little  before  sunset. 

While  ascending  the  stairs  of  our  hotel,  I suffered  under  the 
most  painful  uncertainty  as  to  how  I should  best  communicate 
the  news  of  my  discovery  to  Alfred.  If  I could  not  sticceed 
in  preparing  him  properly  for  my  tidings,  the  results — with 
such  an  organization  as  his — might  be  fatal.  On  opening  the 
door  of  his  room,  I felt  by  no  means  sure  of  myself ; and  when 
I confronted  him,  his  manner  of  receiving  me  took  me  so  much 
by  surprise  that,  for  a moment  or  two,  I lost  my  self-posses- 
sion altogether. 

Every  trace  of  the  lethargy  in  which  he  was  sunk  when  I 
had  last  seen  him,  had  disappeared.  His  eyes  were  bright,  his 
cheeks  deeply  flushed.  As  I entered,  he  started  up,  and 
refused  my  offered  hand. 

“ You  have  not  treated  me  like  a friend,”  he  said  passion- 
ately ; “ you  had  no  right  to  continue  the  search  unless  I 
searched  with  you — you  had  no  right  to  leave  me  here  alone. 
I was  wrong  to  trust  you : you  are  no  better  than  all  the  rest 
of  them.” 

I had  by  this  time  recovered  a little  from  my  first  astonish- 
ment, and  was  able  to  repl}^  before  he  could  say  anything  more. 
It  was  quite  useless,  in  his  present  state,  to  reason  with  him, 
or  to  defend  myself.  I determined  to  risk  everything,  and 
break  my  news  to  him  at  once. 

‘‘  You  will  treat  me  more  justly,  Monkton,  when  you  know 
that  I have  been  doing  you  good  service  during  my  absence,” 
I said.  ‘‘  Unless  I am  greatly  mistaken,  the  object  for  which 
we  have  left  Naples  may  be  nearer  attainment  by  both  of  us 
than — ” 

The  flush  left  his  cheeks  almost  in  an  instant.  Some  expres- 
sion in  my  face,  or  some  tone  in  my  voice,  of  which  I was  not 
conscious,  had  revealed  to  his  nervously-quickened  perception 
more  ihan  I had  intended  that  he  should  know  at  first.  His 
eyes  fixed  themselves  intently  on  mine;  his  hand  grasped  my 
arm  ; and  he  said  to  me  in  an  eager  whisper : — 

“ Tell  me  the  truth  at  once.  Have  you  found  him?” 

It  was  too  late  to  hesitate.  I answered  in  the  affirmative. 

“ Buried  or  unburied  ?” 
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His  voice  rose  abruptly  as  he  put  the  question,  and  his  un- 
occupied hand  fastened  on  my  other  arm. 

‘‘  IJnburied.” 

I had  hardly  uttered  the  word  before  the  blood  flew  back 
into  his  cheeks ; his  eyes  flashed  again  as  they  looked  into 
mine,  and  he  burst  into  a fit  of  triumphant  laughter,  which 
shocked  and  startled  me  inexpressibly. 

“ "What  did  I tell  you  ? What  do  you  say  to  the  old  pro- 
phecy now?”  he  cried,  dropping  his  hold  on  my  arms,  and 
pacing  backwards  and  forwards  in  the  room.  Own  you  were 
wrong;  Own  it,  as  all  Naples  shall  own  it,  when  once  I have 
got  him  safe  in  his  cofiin !” 

His  laughter  grew  more  and  more  violent.  I tried  to  quiet 
him  in  vain.  His  servant  and  the  landlord  of  the  inn  entered 
the  room ; but  they  only  added  fuel  to  the  fire,  and  I made 
them  go  out  again.  As  I shut  the  door  on  them,  I observed 
lying  on  a table  near  at  hand,  the  packet  of  letters  from  Miss 
Elmslie,  which  my  unhappy  friend  preserved  with  such  care, 
ana  read  and  re-read  with  such  unfailing  devotion.  Looking 
towards  me  just  when  I passed  by  the  table,  the  letters  caught 
his  eye.  The  new  hope  for  the  future,  in  connexion  with  the 
writer  of  them,  which  my  news  was  already  awakening  in  his 
heart,  seemed  to  overwhelm  him  in  an  instant  at  sight  of  the 
treasured  memorials  that  reminded  him  of  his  betrothed  wife. 
His  laughter  ceased,  his  face  changed,  he  ran  to  the  table, 
caught  the  letters  up  in  his  hand,  looked  from  them  to  me  for 
one  moment  with  an  altered  expression  which  went  to  my 
heart,  then  sank  down  on  his  knees  at  the  table,  laid  his  face 
on  the  letters,  and  burst  into  tears.  I let  the  new  emotion 
have  its  way  uninterruptedly,  and  quitted  the  room,  without 
saying  a word.  When  I returned,  after  a lapse  of  some  little 
time,  I found  him  sitting  quietly  in  his  chair,  reading  one  of 
the  letters  from  the  packet  which  rested  on  his  knee. 

His  look  was  kindness  itself ; his  gesture  almost  womanly  in 
its  gentleness  as  he  rose  to  meet  me,  and  anxiously  held  out 
his  hand. 

He  was  quite  calm  enough  now  to  hear  in  detail  all  that  I 
had  to  tell  him.  I suppressed  nothing  but  the  particulars  of 
the  state  in  which  I had  found  the  corpse.  I assumed  no  right 
of  direction  as  to  the  share  he  was  to  take  in  our  future  pro- 
ceedings, with  the  exception  of  insisting  beforehand  that  he 
should  leave  the  absolute  superintendence  of  the  removal  of 
the  body  to  me,  and  that  he  should  be  satisfied  with  a sight  of 
M.  Foulon’s  paper,  after  receiving  my  assurance  that  the  re-  . 
mains  placed  in  the  cofiS.n  were  really  and  truly  the  remains  of 
which  we  had  been  in  searcli. 
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“ Your  nerves  are  not  so  strong  as  mine,”  I said,  by  way  of 
apology  for  my  apparent  dictation ; and  for  that  reason  I 
must  beg  leave  to  assume  the  leadership  in  all  that  we  have 
now  to  do,  until  I see  the  leaden  coffin  soldered  down  and  safe 
in  your  possession.  After  that,  I shall  resign  all  my  functions 
to  you.” 

‘‘  I want  words  to  thank  you  for  your  kindness,”  he  answered. 

No  brother  could  have  borne  with  me  more  affectionately,  or 
helped  me  more  patiently,  than  you.” 

He  stopped,  and  grew  thoughtful,  then  occupied  himself  in 
tying  up  slowly  and  carefully  the  packet  of  Miss  Elmslie’s  let- 
ters, and  then  looked  suddenly  towards  the  vacant  wall  behind 
me,  with  that  strange  expression  the  meaning  of  which  I knew 
so  well.  Since  we  had  left  Naples,  I had  purposely  avoided 
exciting  him  by  talking  on  the  useless  and  shocking  subject  of 
the  apparition  by  which  he  believed  himself  to  be  perpetually 
followed.  Just  now,  however,  he  seemed  so  calm  and  collected 
— so  little  likely  to  be  violently  agitated  by  any  allusion  to  the 
dangerous  topic — ^that  I ventured  to  speak  out  boldly. 

“ Does  the  phantom  still  appear  to  you,”  I asked,  as  it  ap- 
peared at  Naples  ?” 

He  looked  at  me,  and  smiled. 

“ Did  I not  tell  you  that  it  followed  me  everywhere  ?”  His 
eyes  wandered  back  again  to  the  vacant  space,  and  he  went  on 
speaking  in  that  direction,  as  if  he  had  been  continuing  the 
conversation  with  some  third  person  in  the  room.  “We  shall 
part,”  he  said  slowly  and  softly,  “ when  the  empty  place  is  filled 
in  Wincot  vault.  Then  I shall  stand  with  Ada  before  the 
altar  in  the  Abbey  chapel ; and  when  my  eyes  meet  hers,  they 
will  see  the  tortured  face  no  more.” 

Saying  this,  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  hand,  sighed,  and 
began  repeating  softly  to  himself  the  lines  of  the  old  pro- 
phecy • — 


When  in  Wincot  vault  a place 
Waits  for  one  of  Monkton’s  race ; 
When  that  one  forlorn  shall  lie 
Graveless  under  open  sky, 

Beggared  of  six  feet  of  earth. 

Though  lord  of  acres  from  his  birth— 
That  shall  be  a certain  sign 
Of  the  end  of  Monkton’s  line. 
Dwindling  ever  faster,  faster. 
Dwindling  to  the  last-left  master; 
From  mortal  ken,  from  light  of  day, 
Monkton’s  race  shall  pass  away.*’ 
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Fancying  that  he  pronounced  the  last  lines  a little  in- 
coherently, I tried  to  make  him  change  the  subject.  He  took 
no  notice  of  what  I said,  and  went  on  talking  to  himself. 

‘‘  Monkton’s  race  shall  pass  away  !”  he  repeated ; but  not 
with  me.  The  fatality  hangs  over  my  head  no  longer.  I shall 
bury  the  unburied  dead ; I shall  fill  the  vacant  place  in  Wincot 
vault.  And  then — then  the  new  life,  the  life  with  Ada !” — 
That  name  seemed  to  recall  him  to  himself.  He  drew  his  travel- 
ling desk  towards  him,  placed  the  packet  of  letters  in  it,  and 
then  took  out  a sheet  of  paper.  ‘‘  I am  going  to  write  to  Ada,” 
he  said,  turning  to  me,  “ and  tell  her  the  good  news.  Her 
happiness,  when  she  knows  it,  will  be  even  greater  than  mine.” 

Worn  out  by  the  events  of  the  day,  I left  him  writing,  and 
went  to  bed.  I was,  however,  either  too  anxious  or  too  tired 
to  sleep.  In  this  waking  condition,  my  mind  naturally  oc- 
cupied itself  with  the  discovery  at  the  convent,  and  with  tne 
events  to  which  that  discovery  would  in  all  probability  lead. 
As  I thought  on  the  future,  a depression  for  which  I could  not 
account  weighed  on  my  spirits.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
reason  for  the  vaguely  melancholy  forebodings  that  oppressed 
me.  The  remains,  to  the  finding  of  which  my  unhappy  friend 
attached  so  much  importance,  had  been  traced ; they  would 
certainly  be  placed  at  his  disposal  in  a few  days ; he  might 
take  them  to  England  by  the  first  merchant  vessel  that  sailed 
from  Naples ; and,  the  gratification  of  his  strange  caprice  thus 
accomplished,  there  w^as  at  least  some  reason  to  hope  that  his 
mind  might  recover  its  tone,  and  that  the  new  life  he  would 
lead  at  Wincot  might  result  in  making  him  a happy  man. 
Such  considerations  as  these  were,  in  themselves,  certainly  not 
calculated  to  exert  any  melancholy  influence  over  me;  and 
yet,  all  through  the  night,  the  same  inconceivable,  unaccount- 
able depression  weighed  heavily  on  my  spirits — heavily  through 
the  hours  of  darkness — heavily,  even  when  I walked  out  to 
breathe  the  first  freshness  of  the  early  morning  air. 

With  the  day  came  the  all-engrossing  business  of  opening 
negotiations  with  the  authorities. 

Only  those  who  have  had  to  deal  with  Italian  oflB.cials  can 
imagine  how  our  patience  was  tried  by  every  one  with  whom 
we  came  in  contact.  We  were  bandied  about  from  one  au- 
thority to  the  other,  were  stared  at,  cross-questioned,  mystified 
— not  in  the  least  because  the  case  presented  any  special  dif- 
ficulties or  intricacies,  but  because  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
that  every  civil  dignitary  to  whom  we  applied,  should  assert -hi» 
own  importance  by  leading  us  to  our  object  in  the  most  round- 


MAD  MONKTON. 


153 


about  manner  possible.  After  our  first  day’s  experience  of 
official  life  in  Italy,  I left  the  absurd  formalities,  which  we  bad 
no  choice  but  to  perform,  to  be  accomplished  by  Alfred  alone, 
and  applied  myself  to  considering  the  really  serious  question 
of  how  the  remains  in  the  convent  outhouse  were  to  be  safely 
removed. 

The  best  plan  that  suggested  itself  to  me  was  to  write  to  a 
friend  at  Rome,  where  I knew  that  it  was  a custom  to  embalm 
the  bodies  of  high  dignitaries  of  the  church,  and  where,  I con- 
sequently inferred,  such  chemical  assistance  as  was  needed  in 
our  emergency  might  be  obtained.  I simply  stated  in  my  let- 
ter that  the  removal  of  the  body  was  imperative,  then  described 
the  condition  in  which  I had  found  it,  and  engaged  that  no 
expense  on  our  part  should  be  spared  if  the  right  person  or 
persons  could  be  found  to  help  us.  Here  again  more  difficul- 
ties interposed  themselves,  and  more  useless  formalities  were 
to  be  gone  through ; but,  in  the  end,  patience,  perseverance, 
and  money  triumphed,  and  two  men  came  expressly  from  Rome 
to  undertake  the  duties  we  required  of  them. 

It  is  unnecessary  that  I should  shock  the  reader  by  entering 
into  any  detail  in  this  part  of  my  narrative.  When  I have  said 
that  the  progress  of  decay  was  so  far  suspended  by  chemical 
means  as  to  allow  of  the  remains  being  placed  in  the  coffin,  and 
to  ensure  their  being  transported  to  England  with  perfect  safety 
and  convenience,  I have  said  enough.  After  ten  days  had  been 
wasted  in  useless  delays  and  difficulties,  I had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  the  convent  outhouse  empty  at  last ; passed  through 
a final  ceremony  of  snuff-taking,  or  rather,  of  snuff-giving,  with 
the  old  Capuchin ; and  ordered  the  travelling  carriages  to  be 
ready  at  the  inn  door.  Hardly  a month  had  elapsed  since  our 
departure,  when  we  entered  Naples  successful  in  the  achieve- 
ment of  a design,  which  had  been  ridiculed  as  wildly  imprac- 
ticable by  every  friend  of  ours  who  bad  heard  of  it. 

The  first  object  to  be  accomplished  on  our  return  was  to  ob- 
tain the  means  of  carrying  the  coffin  to  England — by  sea,  as  a 
matter  of  course.  All  inquiries  after  a merchant  vessel  on  the 
point  of  sailing  for  any  British  port,  led  t^'  the  most  unsatisfac- 
tory results.  There  was  only  one  way  oi  ensuring  the  im- 
mediate transportation  of  the  remains  to  England,  and  that  was 
to  hire  a vessel.  Impatient  to  return,  and  resolved  not  to  lose 
sight  of  the  coffin  till  he  had  seen  it  placed  in  Wincot  vault, 
Monkton  decided  immediately  on  hiring  the  first  ship  that 
could  be  obtained.  The  vessel  in  port  which  we  were  informed 
could  soonest  be  got  ready  for  sea,  was  a Sicilian  brig ; and  this 
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vessel  my  friend  accordingly  engaged.  The  best  dockyard 
artisans  that  could  be  got  were  set  to  work,  and  the  smartest 
captain  and  crew  to  be  picked  up  on  an  emergency  in  Naples, 
were  chosen  to  navigate  the  brig. 

Monkton,  after  again  expressing  in  the  warmest  terms  his 
gratitude  for  the  services  I had  rendered  him,  disclaimed  any 
intention  of  asking  me  to  accompany  him  on  the  voyage  to 
England.  Greatly  to  his  surprise  and  delight,  however,  I offered 
of  my  own  accord  to  take  passage  in  the  brig.  The  strange 
coincidences  I had  witnessed,  the  extraordinary  discovery  I had 
hit  on,  since  our  first  meeting  in  Naples,  had  made  his  one 
great  interest  in  life  my  one  great  interest  for  the  time  being, 
as  well.  I shared  none  of  his  delusions,  poor  felloAV ; but  it  is 
hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say  that  my  eagerness  to  follow  our 
remarkable  adventure  to  its  end,  was  as  great  as  his  anxiety  to 
see  the  coffin  laid  in  Wincot  vault.  Curiosity  influenced  me,  I 
am  afraid,  almost  as  strongly  as  friendship,  when  I offered  my- 
self as  the  companion  of  his  voyage  home. 

We  set  sail  for  England  on  a calm  and  lovely  afternoon. 

Eor  the  first  time  since  I had  known  him,  Monkton  seemed 
to  be  in  high  spirits.  He  talked  and  jested  on  all  sorts  of  sub 
jects,  and  laughed  at  me  for  allowing  my  cheerfulness  to  be 
affected  by  the  dread  of  sea-sickness.  I had  really  no  such  fear ; 
it  was  my  excuse  to  my  friend  for  a return  of  that  unaccount- 
able depression  under  which  I had  suffered  at  Eondi.  Every- 
thing was  in  our  favour ; everybody  on  board  the  brig  was  in 
good  spirits.  The  captain  was  delighted  with  the  vessel ; the 
crew,  Italians  and  Maltese,  were  in  high  glee  at  the  prospect 
of  making  a short  voyage  on  high  wages  in  a well-provisioned 
ship.  I alone  felt  heavy  at  heart.  There  was  no  valid  reason 
that  I could  assign  to  myself  for  the  melancholy  that  oppressed 
me,  and  yet  I struggled  against  it  in  vain. 

Late  on  our  first  night  at  sea,  I made  a discovery  which  was 
by  no  means  calculated  to  restore  my  spirits  to  their  usual 
equilibrium.  Monkton  was  in  the  cabin,  on  the  floor  of  which 
had  been  placed  the  packing-case  containing  the  coffin  ; and  I 
was  on  deck.  The  wind  had  fallen  almost  to  a calm,  and  I was 
lazily  watching  the  sails  of  the  brig  as  they  flapped  from  time 
to  time  against  the  masts,  when  the  captain  approached,  and, 
drawing  me  out  of  hearing  of  the  man  at  the  helm,  whispered 
in  my  ear — 

There’s  something  wrong  among  the  men  forward.  Did 
you  observe  how  suddenly  they  all  became  silent  just  before 
sunset  ?” 
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I had  observed  it,  and  told  him  so. 

There’s  a Maltese  boy  on  board,”  pursued  the  captain, 
“ who  is  a smart  lad  enough,  but  a bad  one  to  deal  with.  I 
have  found  out  that  he  has  been  telling  the  men  there  is  a 
dead  body  inside  that  packing  case  of  your  friend’s  in  the 
cabin.” 

My  heart  sank  as  he  spoke.  Knowing  the  superstitious 
irrationality  of  sailors — of  foreign  sailors  especially — I had 
taken  care  to  spread  a report  on  board  the  brig,  before  the 
coffin  was  shipped,  that  the  packing-case  contained  a valuable 
marble  statue  which  Mr.  Monkton  prized  highly,  and  was  un- 
willing to^  trust  out  of  his  own  sight.  How  could  this  Maltese 
boy  have  discovered  that  the  pretended  statue  was  a human 
corpse  ? ' As  I pondered  over  the  question,  my  suspicions  fixed 
themselves  on  Monkton’s  servant,  who  spoke  Italian  fluently, 
and  whom  I knew  to  be  an  incorrigible  gossip.  The  man 
denied  it  when  I charged  him  with  fetraying  us,  but  I have 
never  believed  his  denial  to  this  day. 

“ The  little  imp  won’t  say  where  he  picked  up  this  notion  of 
his  about  the  dead  body,”  continued  the  captain.  ‘‘  It’s  not 
my  place  to  pry  into  secrets  ; but  I advise  you  to  call  the  crew 
aft,  and  contradict  the  boy,  whether  he  speaks  the  truth  or  not. 
The  men  are  a parcel  of  fools,  who  believe  in  ghosts,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it.  Some  of  them  say  they  would  never  have  signed 
our  articles  if  they  had  known  they  were  going  to  sail  with  a 
dead  man  ; others  only  grumble ; but  I’m  afraid  we  shall  have 
some  trouble  with  them  all,  in  case  of  rough  weather,  unless 
the  boy  is  contradicted  by  you  or  the  other  gentleman.  The 
men  say  that  if  either  you  or  your  friend  tell  them  on  your 
words  of  honour  that  the  Maltese  is  a liar,  they  will  hand  him 
up  to  be  rope’s-ended  accordingly  ; but  that  if  you  won’t,  they 
have  made  up  their  minds  to  believe  the  boy.” 

Here  the  captain  paused,  and  awaited  my  answer.  I could 
give  him  none.  I felt  hopeless  under  our  desperate  emergency. 
To  get  the  boy  punished  by  giving  my  word  of  honour  to  sup- 
port a direct  falsehood,  was  not  to  be  thought  of  even  for  a 
moment.  ‘ What  other  means  of  extrication  from  this  miserable 
dilemma  remained  ? Hone  that  I could  think  of  I thanked 
the  captain  for  his  attention  to  our  interests,  told  him  I would 
take  time  to  consider  what  course  I should  pursue,  and  begged 
that  he  would  say  nothing  to  my  friend  about  fhe  discovery  he 
had  made.  He  promised  to  be  silent,  sulkily  enough,  and 
walked  away  from  me. 

We  had  expected  the  breeze  to  spring  up  with  the  morning, 
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but  no  breeze  came.  As  it  wore  on  towards  noon,  the  atmos- 
phere became  insufferably  sultry,  and  the  sea  looked  as  smooth 
as  glass.  I saw  the  captain’s  eye  turn  often  and  anxiously  to 
windward.  Tar  away  in  that  direction,  and  alone  in  the  blue 
heaven,  I observed  a little  black  cloud,  and  asked  if  it  would 
bring  us  any  wind. 

More  than  we  want,”  the  captain  replied,  shortly  ; and  then, 
to  my  astonishment,  ordered  the  crew  aloft  to  take  in  sail.  The 
execution  of  this  manoeuvre  showed  but  too  plainly  the  temper 
of  the  men;  they  did  their  work  sulkily  and  slowly,  grumbling 
and  murmuring  among  themselves.  The  captain’s  manner,  as 
he  urged  them  on  with  oaths  and  threats,  convinced  me  we 
were  in  danger.  I looked  again  to  windward.  The  one  little 
cloud  had  enlarged  to  a great  bank  of  murky  vapour,  and  the 
sea  at  the  horizon  had  changed  in  colour. 

“ The  squall  will  be  on  us  before  we  know  where  we  are,” 
said  the  captain.  Go  below  ; you  will  be  only  in  the  way 
here.” 

I descended  to  the  cabin,  and  prepared  Monkton  for  what 
was  coming.  He  was  still  questioning  me  about  what  I had 
observed  on  deck,  when  the  storm  burst  on  us.  We  felt  the 
little  brig  strain  for  an  instant  as  if  she  would  part  in  two, 
then  she  seemed  to  be  swiifging  round  with  us,  then  to  be  quite 
still  for  a moment,  trembling  in  every  timber.  Last,  came  a 
shock  which  hurled  us  from  our  seats,  a deafening  crash,  and  a 
flood  of  water  pouring  into  the  cabin.  We  clambered,  half- 
drowned,  to  the  deck.  The  brig  had,  in  the  nautical  phrase, 
“ broached  to,”  and  she  now  lay  on  her  beam  ends. 

Before  I could  make  out  anything  distinctly  in  the  horrible 
confusion,  except  the  one  tremendous  certainty  that  we  were 
entirely  at  the  mercy  of  the  sea,  I heard  a voice  from  the  fore 
part  of  the  ship  which  stilled  the  clamouring  and  shouting  of 
the  rest  of  the  crew  in  an  instant.  The  words  were  in  Italian, 
but  I understood  their  fatal  meaning  only  too  easily.  We  had 
sprung  a leak,  and  the  sea  was  pouring  into  the  ship’s  hold  like 
the  race  of  a mill-stream.  The  captain  did  not  lose  his  presence 
of  mind  in  this  fresh  emergency.  He  called  for  his  axe  to  cut 
away  the  foremast,  and  ordering  some  of  the  crew  to  help  him, 
directed  the  others  to  rig  out  the  pumps. 

The  words  had  hardly  passed  his  lips,  before  the  men  broke 
into  open  mutiny.  With  a savage  look  at  me,  their  ringleader 
declared  that  the  passengers  might  do  as  they  pleased,  but  that 
he  and  his  messmates  were  determined  to  take  the  boat,  and 
leave  the  accursed  ship,  and  the  dead  man  in  her,  to  go  to  the 
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bottom  together.  As  he  spoke  there  was  a shout  among  the 
sailors,  and  I observed  some  of  them  pointing  derisively  behind 
me.  Looking  round,  I saw  Monkton,  who  had  hitherto  kept 
close  at  my  side,  making  his  way  back  to  the  cabin.  I followed 
him  directly,  but  the  water  and  confusion  on  deck,  and  the 
impossibility,  from  the  position  of  the  brig,  of  moving  the  feet 
without  the  slow  assistance  of  the  hands,  so  impeded  my'progress 
that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  overtake  him.  When  I had 
got  below,  he  was  crouched  upon  the  coffin,  with  the  water 
on  the  cabin  floor  whirling  and  splashing  about  him,  as  the 
ship  heaved  and  plunged.  I saw  a warning  brightness  in  his 
eyes,  a warning  flush  on  his  cheek,  as  I approached  and  said  to 
him : — 

“ There  is  nothing  left  for  it,  Alfred,  but  to  bow  to  our  mis- 
fortune, and  do  the  best  we  can  to  save  our  lives.” 

Save  yours,”  he  cried,  waving  his  hand  to  me,  for  you  have 
a future  before  you.  Mine  is  gone  when  this  coffin  goes  to 
the  bottom.  If  the  ship  sinks,  I shall  know  that  the  fatality 
is  accomplished,  and  shall  sink  with  her.” 

I saw  that  he  was  in  no  state  to  be  reasoned  with  or  per- 
suaded, and  raised  myself  again  to  the  deck.  The  men  were 
cutting  away  all  obstacles,  so  as  to  launch  the  long  boat,  placed 
amidships,  over  the  depressed  bulwark  of  the  brig,  as  she  lay 
on  her  side ; and  the  captain,  after  having  made  a last  vain 
exertion  to  restore  his  authority,  was  looking  on  at  them  in 
silence.  The  violence  of  the  squall  seemed  already  to  be  spend- 
ing itself,  and  I asked  whether  there  was  really  no  chance  for 
us  if  we  remained  by  the  ship.  The  captain  answered  that 
there  might  have  been  the  best  chance  if  the  men  had  obeyed 
his  orders,  but  that  now  there  was  none.  Knowing  that  I 
could  place  no  dependence  on  the  presence  of  mind  of  Monk- 
tun’s  servant,  I confided  to  the  captain,  in  the  fewest  and 
plainest  words,  the  condition  of  my  unhappy  friend,  and  asked 
if  I might  depend  on  his  help.  He  nodded  his  head,  and  we 
descended  together  to  the  cabin.  Even  at  this  day,  it  costs  me 
p&in  to  write  of  the  terrible  necessity  to  which  the  strength 
and  obstinacy  of  Monkton’s  delusion  reduced  us,  in  the  last 
resort.  We  were  compelled  to  secure  his  hands,  and  drag  him 
by  main  force  to  the  deck.  The  men  w^ere  on  the  point  of 
launching  the  boat,  and  refused  at  first  to  receive  us  into  it. 

“ Ton  cowards !”  cried  the  captain,  “ have  we  got  the  dead 
man  with  us  this  time  ? Isn’t  he  going  to  the  bottom  along 
with  the  brig  ? AVho  are  you  afraid  of  when  we  get  into  the 
boat 
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This  sort  of  appeal  produced  the  desired  effect ; the  men 
became  ashamed  of  themselves,  and  retracted  their  refusal 

Just  as  we  pushed  off  from  the  sinking  ship,  Alfred  made  an 
effort  to  break  from  me,  but  I held  him  firm,  and  he  never  re- 
peated the  attempt.  He  sat  by  me,  with  drooping  head,  still 
and  silent,  while  the  sailors  rowed  away  from  the  vessel : still 
and  silent,  when  with  one  accord  they  paused  at  a little  distance 
off,  and  we  all  waited  and  watched  to  see  the  brig  sink : still 
and  silent,  even  when  that  sinking  happened,  when  the  labour- 
ing hull  plunged  slowly  into  a hollow  of  the  sea — hesitated,  as 
it  seemed,  for  one  moment — rose  a little  again — then  sank  to 
rise  no  more. 

Sank  with  her  dead  freight : sank,  and  snatched  for  ever  from 
our  power  the  corpse  which  we  had  discovered  almost  by  a 
miracle — those  jealously-preserved  remains  on  the  safe  keeping 
of  which  rested  so  strangely  the  hopes  and  the  love-destinies  of 
two  living  beings ! As  the  last  signs  of  the  ship  disappeared 
in  the  depths  of  the  waters,  1 felt  Monkton  trembling  all  over 
as  he  sat  close  at  my  side,  and  heard  him  repeating  to  himself, 
sadly,  and  many  times  over,  the  name  of  Ada.” 

I tried  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  another  subject,  but  it  was 
useless.  He  pointed  OA^er  the  sea  to  where  the  brig  had  once 
been,  and  where  nothing  was  left  to  look  at  but  the  rolling 
waves. 

‘‘  The  empty  place  will  now  remain  empty  for  ever  in  Wincot 
vault.” 

As  he  said  those  words,  he  fixed  his  eyes  for  a moment  sadly 
and  earnestly  on  my  face,  then  looked  away,  leant  his  cheek 
upon  his  hand,  and  spoke  no  more. 

We  were  sighted  long  before  nightfall  by  a trading- vessel, 
were  taken  on  board,  and  landed  at  Cartagena  in  Spain.  Alfred 
never  held  up  his  head,  and  never  once  spoke  to  me  of  his  own 
accord,  the  whole  time  we  were  at  sea  in  the  merchantman.  I 
observed,  however,  with  alarm,  that  he  talked  often  and  in- 
coherently to  himself — constantly  muttering  the  lines  of  the 
old  prophecy — constantly  referring  to  the  fatal  place  that  was 
empty  in  Wincot  vault — constantly  repeating  in  broken  ac- 
cents, which  it  affected  me  inexpressibly  to  hear,  the  name  of 
the  poor  girl  who  was  awaiting  his  return  to  England.  Nor 
were  these  the  only  causes  for  the  apprehension  that  I noAV  felt 
on  his  account.  Towards  the  end  of  our  voyage  he  began  to 
suffer  from  alternations  of  fever  fits  and  shivering  fits,  which  I 
imorantly  imagined  to  be  attacks  of  ague.  I was  soon  un- 
udceived.  We  had  hardly  been  a day  on  shore  before  he  be* 
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came  so  much  worse  that  1 secured  the  best  medical  assistance 
Cartagena  could  afford.  For  a day  or  two  the  doctors  differed, 
as  usual,  about  the  nature  of  his  complaint,  but  ere  long 
alarming  symptoms  displayed  tliemselves.  The  medical  mem 
declared  that  his  life  was  in  danger,  and  told  me  that  his 
disease  was  brain  fever. 

Shocked  and  grieved  as  I was,  I hardly  knew  how  to  act  at 
first  under  the  fresh  responsibility  now  laid  upon  me.  Ul- 
timately, I decided  on  writing  to  the  old  priest  who  had  been 
Alfred’s  tutor,  and  who,  as  I knew,  still  resided  at  Wincot 
Abbey.  I told  this  gentleman  all  that  had  happened,  begged 
him  to  break  my  melancholy  news  as  gently  as  possible  to  Miss 
Elmslie,  and  assured  him  of  my  resolution  to  remain  with 
Monkton  to  the  last. 

After  I had  despatched  my  letter,  and  had  sent  to  Gribraltar 
to  secure  the  best  English  medical  advice  that  could  be  obtained, 
I felt  that  I had  done  my  best,  and  that  nothing  remained  but 
to  wait  and  hope. 

Many  a sad  and  anxious  hour  did  I pass  by  my  poor  friend’s 
bedside.  Many  a time  did  I doubt  whether  I had  done  right 
in  giving  any  encouragement  to  his  delusion.  The  reasons  for 
doing  so  which  had  suggested  themselves  to  me,  after  my  first 
interview  with  him,  seemed,  however,  on  reflection,  to  be  valid 
reasons  still.  The  only  way  of  hastening  his  return  to  England 
and  to  Miss  Elmslie,  who  was  pining  for  that  return,  was  the 
way  I had  taken.  It  was  not  my  fault  that  a disaster  which 
no  man  could  foresee,  had  overthrown  all  his  projects  and  all 
mine.  But  now  that  the  calamity  had  happened,  and  was  ir- 
retrievable, how,  in  the  event  of  his  physical  recovery,  was  his 
moral  malady  to  be  combated  ? 

When  I reflected  on  the  hereditary  taint  in  his  mental 
organisation,  on  that  first  childish  fright  of  Stephen  Monkton 
from  which  he  had  never  recovered,  on  the  perilously  secluded 
life  that  he  had  led  at  the  Abbey,  and  on  his  firm  persuasion  of 
the  reality  of  the  apparition  by  which  he  believed  himself  to 
be  constantly  followed,  I confess  I despaired  of  shaking  his 
superstitious  faith  in  every  word  and  line  of  the  old  family 
prophecy.  If  the  series  of  striking  coincidences  which  appeared 
to  attest  its  truth  had  made  a strong  and  lasting  impression  on 
me  (and  this  was  assuredly  the  case),  how  could  I wonder  that 
they  had  produced  the  effect  of  absolute  conviction  on  his  mind, 
constituted  as  it  was  ? If  I argued  with  him,  and  he  answered 
me,  how  could  I rejoin?  K he  said,  “ The  prophecy  points  at 
the  last  of  the  family ; I am  the  last  of  the  family.  The  pro* 
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phecy  mentions  an  empty  place  in  Wincot  vault : there  is  such 
an  empty  place  there  at  this  moment.  On  the  faith  of  the 
prophecy  I told  you  that  Stephen  Monkton’s  body  was  un- 
buried, and  you  found  that  it  was  unburied’’ — if  he  said  this,  of 
what  use  would  it  be  for  me  to  reply,  ‘‘  These  are  only  strange 
coincidences,  after  all  ?” 

The  more  I thought  of  the  task  that  lay  before  me,  if  he 
recovered,  the  more  I felt  inclined  to  despond.  The  oftener 
the  English  physician  who  attended  on  him  said  to  me,  ‘‘  He 
may  get  the  better  of  the  fever,  but  he  has  a fixed  idea,  which 
never  leaves  him  night  or  day,  which  has  unsettled  his  reason, 
and  which  will  end  in  killing  him,  unless  you  or  some  of  his 
friends  can  remove  it,” — the  oftener  I heard  this,  the  more 
acutely  I felt  my  own  powerlessness,  the  more  I shrank  from 
every  idea  that  was  connected  with  the  hopeless  future. 

I had  only  expected  to  receive  my  answer  from  Wincot  in 
the  shape  of  a letter.  It  was  consequently  a great  surprise,  as 
well  as  a great  relief,  to  be  informed  one  day  that  two  gentle- 
men wished  to  speak  with  me,  and  to  find  that  of  these  two 
gentlemen  the  first  was  the  old  priest,  and  the  second  a male 
relative  of  Mrs.  Elmslie. 

Just  before  their  arrival  the  fever-symptoms  had  disappeared, 
and  Alfred  had  been  pronounced  out  of  danger.  Both  the 
priest  and  his  companion  were  eager  to  know  when  the  sufierer 
would  be  strong  enough  to  travel.  They  had  come  to  Cartagena 
expressly  to  take  him  home  with  them,  and  felt  far  more  hope- 
ful than  I did  of  the  restorative  effects  of  his  native  air.  After 
all  the  questions  connected  with  the  first  important  point  of 
the  journey  to  England  had  been  asked  and  answered,  I ven- 
tured to  make  some  inquiries  after  Miss  Elmslie.  Her  relative 
informed  me  that  she  was  suffering  both  in  body  and  in  mind 
from  excess  of  anxiety  on  Alfred’s  account.  They  had  been 
obliged  to  deceive  her  as  to  the  dangerous  nature  of  his  illness, 
in  order  to  deter  her  from  accompanying  the  priest  and  her 
relation  on  their  mission  to  Spain. 

Slowly  and  imperfectly,  as  the  weeks  wore  on,  Alfred  regained 
something  of  his  former  physical  strength,  but  no  alteration 
appeared  in  his  illness  as  it  affected  his  mmd. 

Erom  the  very  first  day  of  his  advance  towards  recovery,  it 
had  been  discovered  that  the  brain  fever  had  exercised  the 
strangest  influence  over  his  faculties  of  memory.  All  recollection 
of  recent  events  was  gone  from  him.  Everything  connected 
with  Naples,  with  me,  with  his  journey  to  Italy,  had  dropped 
in  some  mysterious  manner  entirely  out  of  his  remembrcmcs 
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So  completely  had  all  late  circumstances  passed  from  his 
memory,  that,  though  he  recognised  the  old  priest  and  his  own 
servant  easily  on  the  first  days  ot  his  convalescence,  he  never 
recognised  me,  but  regarded  me  with  such  a wistful,  doubting 
expression,  that  I felt  inexpressibly  pained  when  I approached 
his  bedside.  All  his  questions  were  about  Miss  Elmslie  and 
Wincot  Abbey ; and  all  his  talk  referred  to  the  period  when 
his  father  was  yet  alive. 

The  doctors  augured  good  rather  than  ill  from  this  loss  of 
memory  of  recent  incidents,  saying  that  it  would  turn  out  to 
be  temporary,  and  that  it  answered  the  first  great  healing  pur- 
pose of  keeping  his  mind  at  ease.  I tried  to  believe  them — 
tried  to  feel  as  sanguine,  when  the  day  came  for  his  departure, 
as  the  old  friends  felt  who  were  taking  him  home.  But  the 
effort  was  too  much  for  me.  A forebodiug  that  I should  never 
see  him  again,  oppressed  my  heart,  and  the  tears  came  into  my 
eyes  as  I saw  the  worn  figure  of  my  poor  friend  half  helped, 
half  lifted  into  the  travelling  carriage,  and  borne  away  gently 
on  the  road  towards  home. 

He  had  never  recognised  me,  and  the  doctors  had  begged 
that  I would  give  him,  for  some  time  to  come,  as  few  op- 
portunities as  possible  of  doing  so.  But  for  this  request  I 
should  have  accompanied  him  to  England.  As  it  was,  nothing 
better  remained  for  me  to  do  than  to  change  the  scene,  and 
recruit  as  I best  could  my  energies  of  body  and  mind,  depressed 
of  late  by  much  watching  and  anxiety.  The  famous  cities  of 
Spain  were  not  new  to  me,  but  I visited  them  again,  and  revived 
old  impressions  of  the  Alhambra  and  Madrid.  Once  or  twice 
I thought  of  making  a pilgrimage  to  the  East,  but  late  events 
had  sobered  and  altered  me.  That  yearning  unsatisfied  feeling 
which  we  call  “ home-sickness,”  began  to  ]3rey  upon  my  heart, 
and  I resolved  to  return  to  England. 

I went  back  by  way  of  Paris,  having  settled  with  the  priest 
that  he  should  write  to  me  at  my  banker’s  there,  as  soon  as  he 
could  after  Alfred  had  returned  to  Wincot.  If  I had  gone  to 
the  East,  the  letter  would  have  been  forwarded  to  me.  I wrote 
to  prevent  this ; and,  on  my  arrival  at  Paris,  stopped  at  the 
banker’s  before  I went  to  my  hotel. 

The  moment  the  letter  was  put  into  my  hands,  the  black 
border  on  the  envelope  told  me  the  worst.  He  was  dead. 

There  was  but  one  consolation — he  had  died  calmly,  almost 
happily,  without  once  referring  to  those  fatal  chances  which 
had  wrought  the  fulfilment  of  the  ancient  prophecy.  “My 
beloved  pupil,”  the  old  priest  wrote,  “ seemed  to  rally  a little 
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the  first  few  days  after  his  return,  but  he  gained  no  real 
strength,  and  soon  suftered  a slight  relapse  of  fever.  After 
this  he  sank  gradually  and  gently  day  by  day,  and  so  departed 
from  us  on  the  last  dread  journey.  Miss  Elmslie  (who  krows 
that  I am  writing  this)  desires  me  to  express  her  deep  and 
lasting  gratitude  for  all  your  kindness  to  Alfred.  She  told  me 
when  we  brought  him  back,  that  she  had  waited  for  him  as  his 
promised  wife,  and  that  she  would  nurse  him  now  as  a wife 
should  ; and  she  never  left  him.  His  face  was  turned  towards 
her,  his  hand  was  clasped  in  hers,  when  he  died.  It  will  con- 
sole you  to  know  that  he  never  mentioned  events  at  Naples,  or 
the  shipwreck  that  followed  them,  from  the  day  of  his  return 
to  the  day  of  his  death.” 

Three  days  after  reading  the  letter  I was  at  Wincot,  and 
heard  all  the  details  of  Alfred’s  last  moments  from  the  priest. 
I felt  a shock  which  it  would  not  be  very  easy  for  me  to  analyse 
or  explain,  when  I heard  that  he  had  been  buried,  at  his  own 
desire,  in  the  fatal  Abbey  vault. 

The  priest  took  me  down  to  see  the  place — a grim,  cold,  sub- 
terranean builaing,  with  a low  roof,  supported  on  heavy  Saxon 
arches.  A arrow  niches,  with  the  ends  only  of  coffins  visible 
within  them,  ran  down  each  side  of  the  vault.  The  nails  and 
silver  ornaments  flashed  here  and  there  as  my  companion  moved 
past  them  with  a lamp  in  his  hand.  At  the  lower  end  of  tho 
place  he  stopped,  pointed  to  a niche,  and  said : — He  lies  there, 
between  his  father  and  mother.”  I looked  a little  further  on, 
and  saw  what  appeared  at  first  like  a long  dark  tunnel.  That 
is  only  an  empty  niche,”  said  the  priest,  following  me.  If  the 
body  of  Mr.  Stephen  Monkton  had  been  brought  to  Wincot, 
bis  coffin  w^ould  have  been  placed  there.” 

A chill  came  over  me,  and  a sense  of  dread  wffiich  I am 
aishamed  of  having  felt  nowg  but  Avhich  I could  not  combat 
then.  The  blessed  light  of  day  w^as  pouring  dowm  gaily  at  the 
other  end  of  the  vault  through  the  open  door.  I turned  my 
back  on  the  empty  niche,  and  hurried  into  the  sunlight  and 
the  fresh  air. 

As  I walked  across  the  grass  glade  leading  down  to  the  vault, 
I heard  the  rustle  of  a woman’s  dress  behind  me,  and,  turning 
round,  saw  a young  lady  advancing,  clad  in  deep  mourning. 
Her  sweet,  sad  face,  her  manner  as  she  held  out  her  hand,  told 
me  who  it  was  in  an  instant. 

“ I heard  that  you  were  here,’'  she  said,  “ and  I wished” — her 
voice  faltered  a little.  My  heart  ached  as  I saw  how  her  lip 
trembled,  but  before  I could  say  anything,  she  recovered  her- 
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gelf,  and  went  on — I wished  to  take  your  hand^  and  thank 
you  for  your  brotherly  kindness  to  Alfred ; and  I wanted  to 
tell  you  that  I am  sure,  in  all  you  did,  you  acted  tenderly  and 
considerately  for  the  best.  Perhaps  you  may  be  soon  going 
away  from  home  again,  and  we  may  not  meet  any  more.  I 
shall  never,  never  forget  that  you  were  kind  to  him  when  he 
wanted  a friend,  and  that  you  have  the  greatest  claim  of  any 
one  on  earth  to  be  gratefully  remembered  in  my  thoughts  as 
long  as  I live.” 

The  inexpressible  tenderness  of  her  voice,  trembling  a little 
all  the  while  she  spoke,  the  pale  beauty  of  her  face,  the  artless 
candour  in  her  sad,  quiet  eyes,  so  affected  me  that  I could  not 
trust  myself  to  answer  her  at  first,  except  by  gesture.  Before 
I recovered  my  voice,  she  had  given  me  her  hand  once  more 
and  had  left  me. 

I never  saAv  her  again.  The  chances  and  changes  of  life  kept 
us  apart.  When  I last  heard  of  her,  years  and  years  ago,  she 
was  faithful  to  the  memory  of  the  dead,  and  was  Ada  Elmslie 
still,  for  Alfred  Monkton’s  sake. 


THE  FIFTH  DAY 


Still  cloudy,  but  no  rain  to  keep  our  young  lady  indoors* 
The  paper,  as  usual,  without  interest  for  me. 

To-day,  Owen  vanquished  bis  difficulties,  and  finished  his 
story.  I numbered  it  Eight,  and  threw  the  corresponding 
number  (as  I had  done  the  day  before,  in  Morgan’s  case)  into 
the  china  bowl. 

Although  I could  discover  no  direct  evidence  against  her,  I 
strongly  suspected  the  Queen  of  Hearts  of  tampering  with  the 
lots,  on  the  fifth  evening,  to  irritate  Morgan  by  making  it  his 
turn  to  read  again,  after  the  shortest  possible  interval  of  repose. 
However  that  might  be,  the  number  drawn  was  certainly  Seven, 
and  the  story  to  be  read  was  consequently  the  story  which  my 
brother  had  finished  only  two  days  before. 

If  I had  not  known  that  it  was  part  of  Morgan’s  character 
always  to  do  exactly  the  reverse  of  what  might  be  expected 
from  him,  I should  have  been  surprised  at  the  extraordinary 
docility  he  exhibited  the  moment  his  manuscript  was  placed  in 
his  hands. 

My  turn  again  ?”  he  said.  ‘‘  How  very  satisfactory ! I 
was  anxious  to  escape  from  this  absurd  position  of  mine  as  soon 
as  possible ; and  here  is  the  opportunity  most  considerately  put 
into  my  hands.  Look  out,  all  of  you ! I won’t  waste  another 
moment.  I mean  to  begin  instantly.” 

‘‘ Ho  tell  me,”  interposed  Jessie  mischievously,  “shall  I be 
very  must  interested  to-night  ?” 

“Not  you!”  retorted  Morgan.  “You  will  be  very  much 
frightened  instead.  Your  hair  is  uncommonly  smooth  at  the 
present  moment — but  it  will  be  all  standing  on  end  before  I 
have  done.  Don’t  blame  me^  Miss,  if  you  are  an  Object  when 
you  go  to  bed  to-night  !’^ 
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With  this  curious  introductory  speech,  he  began  to  read.  I 
was  obliged  to  interrupt  him,  to  say  the  few  words  of  explana- 
tion which  the  story  needed. 

“ Before  my  brother  begins,”  I said,  it  may  be  as  well  to 
mention  that  he  is  himself  the  doctor  who  is  supposed  to  relate 
this  narrative.  The  events  happened  at  a time  of  his  life  when 
he  had  left  London,  and  had  established  himself  in  medical 
practice  in  one  of  our  large  northern  towns.” 

With  that  brief  explanation,  I apologised  for  interrupting 
the  reader,  and  Morgan  began  once  more. 


BKOTHER  MORGAN’S  STORY 


OE 

THE  DEAD  HAND. 


When  this  present  nineteenth  century  was  younger  by  a good 
many  years  than  it  is  now,  a certain  friend  of  mine,  named 
Arthur  Holliday,  happened  to  arrive  in  the  town  of  Doncaster 
exactly  in  the  middle  of  the  race-week,  or,  in  other  words,  in 
the  middle  of  tbe  month  of  September. 

He  was  one  of  those  reckless,  rattlepated,  open-hearted,  and 
open-mouthed  young  gentlemen  who  possess  the  gift  of  fami- 
liarity in  its  highest  perfection,  and  who  scramble  carelessly 
along  the  journey  of  life,  making  friends,  as  the  phrase  is, 
wherever  they  go.  His  father  was  a rich  manufacturer,  and 
had  bought  landed  property  enough  in  one  of  the  midland 
counties  to  make  all  the  born  squires  in  his  neighbourhood 
thoroughly  envious  of  him.  Arthur  was  his  only  son,  possessor 
in  prospect  of  the  great  estate  and  the  great  business  after  his 
father’s  death ; well  supplied  with  money,  and  not  too  rigidly 
looked  after,  during  his  father’s  lifetime.  Deport,  or  scandal, 
whichever  you  pleasp,  said  that  the  old  gentleman  had  been 
rather  wild  in  his  youthful  days,  and  that,  unlike  most  parents, 
he  was  not  disposed  to  be  violently  indignant  when  he  found 
that  his  son  took  after  him.  This  may  be  true  or  not.  I my- 
self only  knew  the  elder  Mr.  HoUiday  when  he  was  getting  on 
in  years,  and  then  he  was  as  quiet  and  as  respectable  a gentle- 
man as  ever  I met  with. 

Well,  one  September,  as  I told  you,  young  Arthur  comes  to 
Doncaster,  having  suddenly  decided,  in  his  hare-brained  way, 
that  he  would  go  to  the  races.  He  did  not  reach  the  tovm  till 
towards  the  close  of  evening,  and  he  went  at  once  to  see  about 
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his  dinner  and  bed  at  the  principal  hotel.  Dinner  they  were 
ready  enough  to  give  him  ; but  as  for  a bed,  they  laughed  when 
he  mentioned  it.  In  the  race  week  at  Doncaster,  it  is  no  un- 
common thing  for  visitors  who  have  not  bespoken  apartments 
lo  pass  the  night  in  their  carriages  at  the  inn  doors.  As  for 
the  lower  sort  of  strangers,  I myself  have  often  seen  them, 
at  that  full  time,  sleeping  out  on  the  doorsteps  for  want  of  a 
covered  place  to  creep  under.  Dich  as  he  was,  Arthur’s  chance 
of  getting  a night’s  lodging  (seeing  that  he  had  not  written 
beforehand  to  secure  one)  was  more  than  doubtful,  He  tried 
the  second  hotel,  and  the  third  hotel,  and  two  of  the  inferior 
inns  after  that;  and  was  met  everywhere  with  the  same  form 
of  answer.  JN’o  accommodation  for  the  night  of  any  sort  was 
left.  All  the  bright  golden  sovereigns  in  his  pocket  would  not 
buy  him  a bed  at  Doncaster  in  the  race- week. 

To  a young  fellow  of  Arthur’s  temperament,  the  novelty  of 
being  turned  away  into  the  street  like  a penniless  vagabond,  at 
every  house  where  he  asked  for  a lodging,  presented  itself  in 
the  light  of  a new  and  highly  amusing  piece  of  experience.  He 
went  on  with  his  carpet-bag  in  his  hand,  applying  for  a bed  at 
every  place  of  entertainment  for  travellers  that  he  could  find  in 
Doncaster,  until  he  wandered  into  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

By  this  time  the  last  glimmer  of  twilight  had  faded  out,  the 
moon  was  rising  dimly  in  a mist,  the  wind  was  getting  cold, 
the  clouds  were  gathering  heavily,  and  there  was  every  prospect 
that  it  was  soon  going  to  rain. 

The  look  of  the  night  had  rather  a lowering  effect  on  young 
Holliday’s  good  spirits.  He  began  to  contemplate  the  house- 
less situation  in  which  he  was  placed,  from  the  serious  rather 
than  the  humorous  point  of  view;  and  he  looked  about  him 
for  another  public-house  to  inquire  at,  with  something  very 
like  downright  anxiety  in  his  mind  on  the  subiect  of  a lodging 
for  the  night. 

The  suburban  part  of  the  town  towards  which  he  had  now 
strayed  was  hardly  lighted  at  all,  and  he  could  see  nothing  of 
the  houses  as  be  passed  them,  except  that  they  got  progress- 
ively smaller  and  dirtier  the  farther  he  went.  Down  the  wind- 
ing road  before  him  shone  the  dull  gleam  of  an  oil  lamp,  the 
one  faint  lonely  light  that  struggled  ineffectually  with  tlie 
foggy  darkness  all  round  him.  He  resolved  to  go  on  as  far  as 
this  lamp  ; and  then,  if  it  showed  him  nothing  in  the  shape  of 
an  inn,  to  return  to  the  central  part  of  the  town,  and  to  try  if 
he  could  not  at  least  secure  a chair  to  sit  down  on,  through 
the  night,  at  one  of  the  principal  hotels. 
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Afe  lie  got  near  the  lamp,  he  heard  voices;  and,  walking 
close  under  it,  found  that  it  lighted  the  entrance  to  a narrow 
court,  on  the  wall  of  which  was  painted  a long  hand  in  faded 
flesh  colour,  pointing,  with  a lean  forefinger,  to  this  inscrip- 
tion : — 

‘^THE  TWO  nOBI^s'S.” 

Arthur  turned  into  the  court  without  hesitation,  to  see  what 
The  Two  Robins  could  do  for  him.  Tour  or  five  men  were 
standing  together  round  the  door  of  the  house,  which  was  at 
the  bottom  of  the  court,  facing  the  entrance  from  the  street. 
The  men  were  all  listening  to  one  other  man,  better  dressed 
than  the  rest,  who  was  telling  his  audience  something,  in  a 
low  voice,  in  which  they  were  apparently  very  much  interested. 

On  entering  the  passage,  Arthur  was  passed  by  a stranger 
with  a knapsack  in  his  hand,  who  was  evidently  leaving  the 
house. 

“ No,”  said  the  traveller  with  the  knapsack,  turning  round 
and  addressing  himself  cheerfully  to  a fat,  sly-looking,  bald- 
headed  man,  with  a dirty  white  apron  on,  who  had  followed 
him  down  the  passage.  No,  Mr.  Landlord,  I am  not  easily 
scared  by  trifles ; but  I don’t  mind  confessing  that  I can’t 
quite  stand  that'' 

It  occurred  to  young  Holliday,  the  moment  he  heard  these 
words,  that  the  stranger  had  been  asked  an  exorbitant  price  for 
a bed  at  The  Two  Robins ; and  that  he  was  unable,  or  unwill- 
ing to  pay  it.  The  moment  his  back  was  turned,  Arthur, 
comfortably  conscious  of  his  own  well-filled  pockets,  addressed 
himself  in  a great  hurry,  for  fear  any  other  benighted  traveller 
should  slip  in  and  forestall  him,  to  the  sly-looking  landlorCi 
with  the  dirty  apron  and  the  bald  head. 

“ If  you  have  got  a bed  to  let,”  he  said,  and  if  that  gentle- 
man who  has  just  gone  out  won’t  pay  your  price  for  it,  I will.” 

The  sly  landlord  looked  hard  at  Arthur. 

“ Will  you,  sir  F”  he  asked,  in  a meditative,  doubtful  way. 

Name  your  price,”  said  young  Holliday ; thinking  that 
the  landlord’s  hesitation  sprang  from  some  boorish  distrust  of 
him.  “ Name  your  price,  and  I’ll  give  you  the  money  at  once, 
if  you  like.” 

“ Are  you  game  for  five  shillings  ?”  inquired  the  landlord, 
rubbing  Ids  stubbly  double  chin,  and  looking  up  thoughtfully 
at  the  ceiling  above  him. 

A vfhur  nearly  laughed  in  the  man’s  face ; but  thinking  it 
pr  L to  control  himself,  offered  the  five  shillings  as  seri- 
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ouslj  as  be  could.  The  slj  landlord  held  out  his  hand,  then 
suddenly  drew  it  back  again. 

^‘You’re  acting  all  fair  and  above-board  by  me,”  he  said; 
and,  before  I take  your  money,  I’ll  do  the  same  by  you. 
Look  here,  this  is  how  it  stands.  You  can  have  a bed  all  to 
yourself  for  five  shillings ; but  you  can’t  have  more  than  a half 
share  of  the  room  it  stands  in.  Do  you  see  wliat  I mean, 
young  gentleman  ?” 

01*  course  I do,”  returned  Arthur,  a little  irritably.  “ You 
mean  that  it  is  a double-bedded  room,  and  that  one  of  the  beds 
is  occupied  ?” 

The  landlord  nodded  his  head,  and  rubbed  his  double  chin 
harder  than  ever.  Arthur  hesitated,  and  mechanically  moved 
back  a step  or  two  towards  the  door.  The  idea  of  sleeping  in 
the  same  room  with  a total  stranger  did  not  present  an  attrac- 
tive prospect  to  him.  He  felt  more  than  half  inclined  to  drop 
his  five  shillings  into  his  pocket,  and  to  go  out  into  the  street 
once  more. 

“ Is  it  yes,  or  no  ?”  asked  the  landlord.  Settle  it  as  quick 
ns  you  can,  because  there’s  lots  of  people  wanting  a bed  at 
Doncaster,  to-night,  besides  you.” 

Arthur  looked  towards  the  court,  and  heard  the  rain  falling 
heavily  in  the  street  outside.  He  thought  he  would  ask  a 
question  or  two  before  he  rashly  decided  on  leaving  the  shelter 
of  The  Two  Eobins. 

“ What  sort  of  man  is  it  who  has  got  the  other  bed  ?”  he 
inquired.  “Is  he  a gentleman ? I mean  is  he  a quiet,  well- 
behaved  person  ?” 

“ The  quietest  man  I ever  came  across,”  said  the  landlord, 
rubbing  his  fat  hands  stealthily  one  over  the  other.  “ As  sober 
as  a judge,  and  as  regular  as  clock-work  in  his  habits.  It  hasn’t 
struck  nine,  not  ten  minutes  ago,  and  he’s  in  his  bed  already. 
I don’t  know  whether  that  comes  up  to  your  notion  of  a quiet 
man  : it  goes  a long  way  a-head  of  mine,  I can  tell  you.” 

“ Is  he  asleep,  do  you  think  ?”  asked  Arthur. 

“I know  he’s  asleep,”  returned  the  landlord.  “And  what’s 
more,  he’s  gone  off*  so  fast,  that  I’ll  warrant  you  don’t  wake 
him.  This  wa}^  sir,”  said  the  landlord,  speaking  over  young 
Holliday’s  shoulder,  as  if  he  was  addressing  some  new  guest 
who  was  approaching  the  house. 

“'Here  you  are,”  said  Arthur,  determined  to  be  before-hand 
with  the  stranger,  whoever  he  might  be.  “ I’ll  take  the  bed.” 
And  he  handed  the  five  shillings  to  the  landlord,  who  nodded, 
dropped  the  money  carelessly  into  his  waistcoat-pocket,  and 
lighted  a candle. 
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Come  lip  and  see  the  room,”  said  the  host  of  The  Two 
Kobins,  leading  the  way  to  the  staircase  quite  briskly,  con- 
sidering hoAv  fat  he  was. 

They  mounted  to  the  second  floor  of  the  house.  The  land- 
lord half  opened  a door,  fronting  the  landing,  then  stopped, 
and  turned  round  to  Arthur. 

‘'It’s  a fair  bargain,  mind,  on  my  side  as  well  as  on  yours,’' 
he  said.  “ You  give  me  five  shillings  ; I will  give  you  in  return 
a clean,  comfortable  bed  ; and  I warrant,  before-hand,  that  you 
won’t  be  interfered  with,  or  annoyed  in  any  way,  by  the  man 
who  sleeps  in  the  same  room  with  you.”  Saying  those  words, 
he  looked  hard,  for  a moment,  in  yonng  Holliday’s  face,  and 
then  led  the  way  into  the  room. 

It  was  larger  and  cleaner  than  Arthur  expected  it  would  be. 
The  two  beds  stood  parallel  with  each  other — a space  of  about 
six  feet  intervening  between  them.  They  were  both  of  the 
same  medium  size,  and  both  had  the  same  plain  white  curtains, 
made  to  draw,  if  necessary,  all  round  them. 

The  occupied  bed  was  the  bed  nearest  the  window.  The 
curtains  were  all  drawn  round  it,  except  the  half  curtain  at  the 
bottom,  on  the  side  of  the  bed  farthest  from  the  window. 
Arthur  saw  the  feet  of  the  sleeping  man  raising  the  scanty 
clothes  into  a sharp  little  eminence,  as  if  he  were  lying  flat  on 
his  back.  He  took  the  candle,  and  advanced  softly  to  draw 
the  curtain-stopped  half  way,  and  listened  for  a moment — 
then  turned  to  the  landlord. 

“ He  is  a very  quiet  sleeper,”  said  Arthur. 

“ Yes,”  said  the  landlord,  “ very  quiet.” 

Y^oun'g  Holliday  advanced  with  the  candle,  and  looked  in  at 
the  man  cautiously. 

“ How  pale  he  is,”  said  Arthur. 

“Yes,”  returned  the  landlord,  “pale  enough,  isn’t  he  ?” 

Arthur  looked  closer  at  the  man.  The  bedclothes  were 
drawn  up  to  his  chin,  and  they  lay  perfectly  still  over  tlie 
region  of  his  chest.  Surprised  and  vaguely  startled,  as  be 
noticed  this,  Arthur  stooped  down  closer  over  the  stranger  ; 
looked  at  his  ashy,  parted  lips  ; listened  breathlessly  for  an 
instant ; looked  again  at  the  still  face,  and  the  motionless  lips 
and  chest ; and  turned  round  suddenly  on-the  landlord,  with 
his  own  cheeks  as  pale,  for  the  moment,  as  the  hollow  cheeks 
of  the  man  on  the  bed. 

“ Come  here,”  he  whispered,  under  his  breath.  “ Come 
here,  for  God’s  sake  ! The  man’s  not  asleep — he  is  dead.” 

“ You  have  found  that  out  sooner  than  I thought  you 
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Vfould/’  said  the  landlord  composedly.  “ Yes,  he’s  dead,  sure 
enough.  He  died  at  five  o’clock  to-day.” 

‘‘  How  did  he  die  ? Who  is  he  ?”  asked  Arthur,  staggered 
for  the  moment  by  the  audacious  coolness  of  the  answer. 

“ As  to  who  he  is,”  rejoined  the  landlord,  ‘‘  I know  no  more 
about  him  than  you  do.  There  are  his  books  and  letters  and 
tilings,  all  sealed  up  in  that  brown  paper  parcel,  for  the  Coro- 
ner’s inquest  to  open  to-morrow  or  next  day.  He’s  been  here 
a weelc,  paying  his  way  fairly  enough,  and  stopping  in  doors, 
for  the  most  part,  as  if  he  was  ailing.  My  girl  brought  up 
his  tea  at  five  to-day,  and  as  he  was  pouring  of  it  out,  he  fell 
down  in  a faint,  or  a fit,  or  a compound  of  both,  for  anything 
I know.  We  couldn’t  bring  him  to — and  I said  he  was  dead. 
And  the  doctor  couldn’t  bring  him  to — and  the  doctor  said  he 
was  dead.  And  there  he  is.  And  the  Coroner’s  inquest’s  coming 
as  soon  as  it  can.  And  that’s  as  much  as  I know  about  it.” 

Arthur  held  the  candle  close  to  the  man’s  lips.  The  fiame 
still  burnt  straight  up,  as  steadily  as  ever.  There  was  a mo- 
nient  of  silence  ; and  the  rain  pattered  drearily  through  it 
against  the  panes  of  the  windoAV. 

'Hf  you  haven’t  got  nothing  more  to  say  to  me,”  continued 
the  landlord,  “ I suppose  I may  go.  You  don’t  expect  your 
five  shillings  back,  do  you  ? There’s  the  bed  I promised  you, 
clean  and  comfortable.  There’s  the  man  I warranted  not  to 
disturb  you,  quiet  in  this  world  for  ever.  If  you’re  frightened 
to  stop  alone  with  him,  that’s  not  my  look-out.  I’ve  kept  my 
part  of  the  bargain,  and  I mean  to  keep  the  money.  I’m  not 
Yorkshire  myself,  young  gentleman  ; but  I’ve  lived  long  enough 
in  these  parts  to  have  my  wits  sharpened ; and  I shouldn’t 
AYonder  if  you  found  out  the  way  to  brighten  up  yours,  next 
time  you  come  among  us.” 

With  those  words,  the  landlord  turned  toAvards  the  door,  and 
laughed  to  himself  softly,  in  high  satisfaction  at  his  own 
sharpness. 

Startled  and  shocked  as  he  was,  Arthur  had  by  this  time 
sufficiently  recovered  himself  to  feel  indignant  at  the  trick  that 
had  been  played  on  him,  and  at  the  insolent  manner  in  which 
the  landlord  exulted  in  it. 

Don’t  laugh,  till  you  are  quite  sure  you  have  got  the  laugh 
against  me,”  he  said  sharply.  You  shan’t  have  the  five  shil- 
lings for  nothing,  my  man.  I’ll  keep  the  bed.” 

“ Will  you  ?”  said"  the  landlord.  “ Then  I wish  you  a good 
night’s  rest.”  With  that  brief  farewel],  he  went  out,  and 
shut  the  door  after  him. 
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A good  night’s  rest ! The  words  had  hardly  been  spoken^ 
the  door  had  hardly  been  closed,  before  Arthur  half  repented 
the  hasty  words  that  had  just  escaped  him.  Though  npt 
naturally  over-sensitive,  and  not  wanting  in  courage  of  the 
moral  as  well  as  the  physical  sort,  the  presence  of  the  dead 
man  had  an  instantaneously  chilling  effect  on  his  mind  when 
he  found  himself  alone  in  the  room — alone,  and  bound  by  his 
own  rash  words  to  stay  there  till  the  next  morning.  An  older 
man  would  have  thought  nothing  of  those  words,  and  would  have 
acted  without  reference  to  them,  as  his  calmer  sense  suggested. 
But  Arthur  was  too  young  to  treat  the  ridicule,  even  of  his  inferiors, 
with  contempt — too  young  not  to  fear  the  momentary  humili- 
ation of  falsifying  his  own  foolish  boast,  more  than  he  feared 
the  trial  of  watching  out  the  long  night  in  the  same  chamber 
with  the  dead. 

“ It  is  but  a few  hours,”  he  thought  to  himself,  ‘‘  and  I can 
get  away  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.” 

He  was  looking  towards  the  occupied  bed,  as  that  idea  passed 
through  his  mind,  and  the  sharp  angular  eminence  made  in  the 
clothes  by  the  dead  man’s  upturned  feet,  again  caught  his  eye. 
He  advanced  and  drew  the  curtains,  purposely  abstaining,  as 
he  did  so,  from  looking  at  the  face  of  the  corpse,  lest  he  might 
unnerve  himself  at  the  outset  by  fastening  some  ghastly  im- 
pression of  it  on  his  mind.  He  drew  the  curtain  very  gently, 
and  sighed  involuntarily  as  he  closed  it. 

“ Poor  fellow  !”  he  said,  almost  as  sadly  as  if  he  had  known 
the  man.  “ Ah,  poor  fellow  !” 

He  went  next  to  the  window.  The  night  was  black,  and  he 
could  see  nothing  from  it.  The  rain  still  pattered  heavily 
against  the  glass.  He  inferred,  from  hearing  it,  that  the  window 
was  at  the  back  of  the  house ; remembering  that  the  front 
was  sheltered  from  the  weather  by  the  court  and  the  buildings 
over  it. 

While  he  was  still  standing  at  the  window — for  even  the 
dreary  rain  was  a relief,  because  of  the  sound  it  made ; a relief, 
also,  because  it  moved,  and  had  some  faint  suggestion,  in  con- 
sequence, of  life  and  companionship  in  it — while  he  was  stand- 
ing at  the  window,  and  looking  vacantly  into  the  black  darkness 
outside,  he  heard  a distant  church-clock  strike  ten.  Only  ten ! 
How  was  he  to  pass  the  time  till  the  house  was  astir  the  next 
morning  ? 

Under  any  other  circumstances,  he  would  have  gone  down  to 
the  public-house  parlour,  would  have  called  for  his  grog,  and 
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would  have  laughed  and  talked  with  the  company  assembled  as 
familiarly  as  if  he  had  known  them  all  his  life.  But  the  very 
thought  of  whiling  away  the  time  in  this  manner  was  now  dis- 
tasteful to  him.  The  new  situation  in  which  he  was  placed 
seemed  to  have  altered  him  to  himself  already.  Thus  far,  his 
life  had  been  the  common,  trifling,  prosaic  surface-life  of  a 
prosperous  young  man,  with  no  troubles  to  conquer,  and  no 
trials  to  face.  He  had  lost  no  relation  whom  he  loved,  no  friend 
whom  he  treasured.  Till  this  night,  what  share  he  had  of  the 
immortal  inheritance  that  is  divided  amongst  us  all,  had  lain 
dormant  with  him.  Till  this  night.  Death  and  he  had  not  once 
met,  even  in  thought. 

He  took  a few  turns  up  and  down  the  room — then  stopped. 
The  noise  made  by  his  boots  on  the  poorly  carpeted  floor  jarred 
on  his  ear.  He  hesitated  a little,  and  ended  by  taking  the 
boots  off,  and  walking  backwards  and  forwards  noiselessly. 

All  desire  to  sleep  or  to  rest  had  left  him.  The  bare  thought 
of  lying  down  on  the  unoccupied  bed,  instantly  drew  the  pic- 
ture on  his  mind  of  a dreadful  mimicry  of  the  position  of  the 
dead  man.  Who  was  he  ? What  was  the  story  of  his  past 
life  ? Poor  he  must  have  been,  or  he  would  not  have  stopped 
at  such  a place  as  The  Two  Bobins  Inn — and  weakened,  pro- 
bably, by  long  illness,  or  he  could  hardly  have  died  in  the 
manner  which  the  landlord  had  described.  Poor,  ill,  lonely 
— dead  in  a strange  place ; dead,  with  nobody  but  a stranger 
to  pity  him.  A sad  story : truly,  on  the  mere  face  of  it,  a very 
sad  story. 

While  these  thoughts  were  passing  through  his  mind,  he 
had  stopped  insensibly  at  the  window,  close  to  which  stood  the 
foot  of  the  bed  with  the  closed  curtains.  At  first  he  looked 
at  it  absently ; then  he  became  conscious  that  his  eyes  were 
fixed  on  it ; and  then,  a perverse  desire  took  possession  of  him 
to  do  the  very  thing  which  he  had  resolved  not  to  do,  up  to 
this  time — to  look  at  the  dead  man. 

He  stretched  out  his  hand  towards  the  curtains  ; but  checked 
himself  in  the  very  act  of  undrawing  them,  turned  his  back 
sharply  on  the  bed,  and  walked  towards  the  chimney-piece,  to 
see  what  things  were  placed  on  it,  and  to  try  if  he  could  keep 
the  dead  man  out  of  his  mind  that  way. 

There  was  a pewter  inkstand  on  the  chimney-piece,  with 
some  mildewed  remains  of  ink  in  the  bottle.  There  were  two 
coarse  china  ornaments  of  the  commonest  kind ; and  there 
was  a square  of  embossed  card,  dirty  and  fly-blown,  with  a 
coUectioli  of  wretched  riddles  printed  on  it,  in  all  sorts  of  zig- 
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zag  directions,  and  in  variously  coloured  inks.  He  took  the 
card  and  went  away  to  read  it  at  the  table  on  which  the  candle 
was  placed ; sitting  down,  with  his  back  resolutely  turned  to 
the  curtained  bed. 

He  read  the  first  riddle,  the  second,  the  third,  all  in  one 
corner  of  the  card — then  turned  it  round  impatiently  to  look 
at  another.  Before  he  could  begin  reading  the  riddles  printed 
l^re,  the  sound  of  the  church  clock  stopped  him. 

Eleven. 

He  had  got  through  an  hour  of  the  time,  in  the  room  with 
the  dead  man. 

Once  more  he  looked  at  the  card.  It  was  not  easy  to  make 
out  the  letters  printed  on  it,  in  consequence  of  the  dimness  of 
the  light  which  the  landlord  had  left  him — a common  tallow 
candle,  furnished  with  a pair  of  heavy  old-fashioned  steel  snuf 
fers.  Up  to  this  time,  his  mind  had  been  too  much  occupied 
to  think  of  the  light.  He  had  left  the  wick  of  the  candle  un- 
snuffed,  till  it  had  risen  higher  than  the  flame,  and  had  burnt 
into  an  odd  penthouse  shape  at  the  top,  from  which  morsels  pt 
the  charred  cotton  fell  off,  from  time  to  time,  in  little  flakes. 
He  took  up  the  snufiers  now,  and  trimmed  the  wick.  The 
light  brightened  directly,  and  the  room  became  less  dismal. 

Again  he  turned  to  the  riddles ; reading  them  doggedly  and 
resolutely,  noAV  in  one  corner  of  the  card,  now  in  another.  All 
his  efforts,  however,  could  not  fix  his  attention  on  them.  He 
pursued  his  occupation  mechanically,  deriving  no  sort  of  im- 
pression from  what  he  was  reading.  It  was  as  if  a shadow 
from  the  curtained  bed  had  got  between  his  mind  and  the  gaily 
printed  letters — a shadow  that  nothing  could  dispel.  At  last, 
he  gave  up  the  struggle,  threw  the  card  from  him  impatiently, 
and  took  to  walking  softly  up  and  down  the  room  again. 

The  dead  man,  the  dead  man,  the  hidden  dead  man  on  the 
bed! 

There  was  the  one  persistent  idea  still  haunting  him. 
Hidden!  Was  it  only  the  body  being  there — or  was  it  the 
body  being  there,  concealed,  that  was  preying  on  his  mind  ? 
He  stopped  at  the  window,  with  that  doubt  in  him ; once  more 
listening  to  the  pattering  rain,  once  more  looking  out  into  the 
black  darkness. 

Still  the  dead  man ! 

The  darkness  forced  his  mind  back  upon  itself,  and  set  his  - 
memory  at  work,  reviving,  with  a painfully  vivid  distinctness, 
the  momentary  impression  it  had  received  from  his  first  sight 
of  the  corpse  Before  long,  the  face  seemed  to  be  hovering  out 
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in  the  middle  of  the  rain  and  darkness,  confronting  him 
through  the  window,  with  the  paleness  whiter,  with  the  dread- 
ful dull  line  of  light  between  the  imperfectly  closed  eye-lids 
broader  than  he  had  seen  it — with  the  parted  lips  slowly  drop- 
ping farther  and  farther  away  from  each  other — with  the 
features  growing  larger  and  moving  closer,  till  they  seemed  to 
nil  the  window,  and  silence  the  rain,  and  shut  out  the  night. 

The  sound  of  a voice  shouting  below  stairs,  woke  him  sud- 
denly from  the  dream  of  his  own  distempered  fancy.  He  re- 
cognised it  as  the  voice  of  the  landlord. 

Shut  up  at  twelve,  Ben,”  he  heard  it  say.  “ I’m  off  to 
bed.” 

He  wiped  away  the  damp  that  had  gathered  on  his  forehead, 
reasoned  with  himself  for  a little  while,  and  resolved  to  shake 
his  mind  free  of  the  ghastl3r  counterfeit  which  still  clung  to  it, 
by  forcing  himself  to  confront,  if  it  was  only  for  a moment,  the 
solemm  reality.  Without  allowing  himself  an  instant  to  hesi- 
tate, he  parted  the  curtains  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  looked 
through. 

There  was  the  sad,  peaceful,  white  face,  with  the  awful  mys- 
tery of  stillness  on  it,  laid  back  upon  the  pillow.  Ho  stir,  no 
change  there  ! He  only  looked  at  it  for  a moment  before  he 
closed  the  curtains  again;  but  that  moment  steadied  him, 
calmed  him,  restored  him — mind  and  body — to  himself. 

He  returned  to  his  old  occupation  of  walking  up  and  down 
the  room  ; persevering  in  it,  this  time,  till  the  clock  struck 
again. 

TweBe. 

As  the  sound  of  the  clock  bell  died  away,  it  was  succeeded 
by  the  confused  noise,  down  stairs,  of  the  drinkers  in  the  tap- 
room  leaving  the  house.  The  next  sound,  after  an  interval  ot 
silence,  was  caused  by  the  barring  of  the  door,  and  the  closing 
of  the  shutters  at  the  back  of  the  Inn.  Then  the  silence  fol- 
lowed again,  and  was  disturbed  no  more. 

He  was  alone  now — absolutely,  hopelessly  alone  with  the 
dead  man,  till  the  next  morning. 

The  wick  of  the  candle  wanted  trimming  again.  He  took 
up  the  snuffers — but  paused  suddenly  on  the  very  point  of 
using  them,  and  looked  attentively  at  the  candle — then  back, 
over  his  shoulder,  at  the  curtained  bed — then  again  at  the 
candle.  It  had  been  lighted,  for  the  first  time,  to  show 
him  the  way  upstairs,  and  three  parts  of  it,  at  least,  were 
already  consumed.  In  another  hour  it  would  be  burnt 
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out.  In  another  hour — unless  he  called  at  once  to  the  man 
who  had  shut  up  the  Inn,  for  a fresh  candle — he  would  be  left 
in  the  dark. 

Strongly  as  his  mind  had  been  affected  since  he  had  entered 
the  room,  his  unreasonable  dread  of  encountering  ridicule,  and 
of  exposing  his  courage  to  suspicion,  had  not  altogether  lost 
its  influence  over  him  yet. 

He  lingered  irresolutely  by  the  table,  waiting  till  he  could 
prevail  on  himself  to  open  the  door,  and  call  from  the  landing 
to  the  man  who  had  shut  up  the  Inn.  In  his  present  hesi- 
tating frame  of  mind,  it  was  a kind  of  relief  to  gain  a few 
moments  only  by  engaging  in  the  trifling  occupation  of  snuff- 
ing the  candle.  His  hand  trembled  a little,  and  the  snuflers 
were  heavy  and  awkward  to  use.  When  he  closed  them  on 
the  wick,  he  closed  them  a hair’s  breadth  too  low.  In  an  in- 
stant the  candle  was  out,  and  the  room  was  plunged  in  pitch 
darkness. 

The  one  impression  which  the  absence  of  light  immediately 
produced  on  his  mind,  was  distrust  of  the  curtained  bed — dis- 
trust which  shaped  itself  into  no  distinct  idea,  but  which  was 
powerful  enough,  in  its  very  vagueness,  to  bind  him  down  to 
his  chair,  to  make  his  heart  beat  fast,  and  to  set  him  listening 
intently.  IS'o  sound  stirred  in  the  room  but  the  familiar  sound 
of  the  rain  against  the  window,  louder  and  sharper  now  than 
he  had  heard  it  yet. 

Still  the  vague  distrust,  the  inexpressible  dread,  possessed 
him,  and  kept  him  in  his  chair.  He  had  put  his  carpet-bag  on 
the  table  when  he  first  entered  the  room ; and  he  now  took 
the  key  from  his  pocket,  reached  out  his  hand  softly,  opened 
the  bag,  and  groped  in  it  for  his  travelling  writing-case,  in 
which  he  knew  that  there  was  a small  store  of  matches.  When 
he  had  got  one  of  the  matches,  he  waited  before  he  struck  it 
on  the  coarse  wooden  table,  and  listened  intently  again,  with- 
out knowing  why.  Still  there  was  no  sound  in  the  room  but 
the  steady,  ceaseless,  rattling  sound  of  the  rain. 

He  lighted  the  candle  again,  without  another  moment  of  de- 
lay ; and,  on  the  instant  of  its  burning  up,  the  first  object  in 
the  room  that  his  eyes  sought  for  was  the  curtained  bed. 

Just  before  the  light  had  been  put  out,  he  had  looked  in 
that  direction,  and  had  seen  no  change,  no  disarrangement  of 
any  sort,  in  the  folds  of  the  closely-drawn  curtains. 

When  he  looked  at  the  bed  now,  he  saw,  hanging  over  the 
side  of  it — a long  white  hand. 
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It  jay  perfectly  rnotioiile^Pj  midway  on  tlie  side  of  the  bed, 
where  the  curtain  at  the  head  and  the  curtain  at  the  foot  met. 
Nothing  more  was  visible.  The  clinging  curtains  hid  every- 
thing but  the  long  white  hand. 

He  stood  looking  at  it,  unable  to  stir,  unable  to  call  out ; 
feeling  nothing,  knowing  nothing ; every  faculty  he  possessed 
gathered  up  and  lost  in  tlie  one  seeing  faculty.  How  long  that 
hrst  panic  held  him,  he  never  could  tell  afterwards.  It  might 
have  been  only  for  a moment ; it  might  have  been  for  many 
minutes  together.  How  he  got  to  the  bed — whether  he  ran 
to  it  headlong,  or  whether  he  approached  it  slowly — how  he 
wrought  himself  up  to  unclose  the  curtains  and  look  in,  he 
never  has  remembered,  and  never  will  remember,  to  his  dying 
day.  It  is  enough  that  he  did  go  to  the  bed,  and  that  he  did 
look  inside  the  curtains. 

The  man  had  moved.  One  of  his  arms  was  outside  the 
clothes  ; his  face  was  turned  a little  on  the  pillow ; his  eyelids 
were  wide  open.  Changed  as  to  position,  and  as  to  one  of  the 
features,  the  face  was  otherwise  fearfully  and  wonderfully  un- 
altered. The  dead  paleness  and  the  dead  quiet  were  on  it 
still. 

One  glance  showed  Arthur  this — one  glance  before  he  flew 
breathlessly  to  the  door,  and  alarmed  the  house. 

The  man  whom  the  landlord  called  Ben”  was  the  flrst  to 
appear  on  the  stairs.  In  three  words,  Arthur  told  him  what 
had  happened,  and  sent  him  for  the  nearest  doctor. 

I,  who  tell  you  this  story,  was  then  staying  with  a medical 
friend  of  mine,  in  practice  at  Doncaster,  taking  care  of  his 
patients  for  him  during  his  absence  in  London ; and  I,  for  the 
time  being,  was  the  nearest  doctor.  They  had  sent  for  me 
from  the  Inn,  when  the  stranger  was  taken  ill  in  the  afternoon ; 
but  I was  not  at  home,  and  medical  assistance  was  sought  for 
elsewhere.  When  the  man  from  The  Two  Bobins  rang  the 
night-bell,  I was  just  thinking  of  going  to  bed.  Naturally 
enough,  I did  not  believe  a word  of  his  story  about  “ a dead 
man  who  had  come  to  life  again.”  However,  I put  on  my  hat, 
armed  myself  with  one  or  two  bottles  of  restorative  medicine, 
and  ran  to  the  Inn,  expecting  to  And  nothing  more  remarkable, 
when  I got  there,  than  a patient  in  a fit. 

My  surprise  at  finding  that  the  man  had  spoken  the  literal 
truth  was  almost,  if  not  quite,  equalled  by  my  astonishment  at 
finding  myself  face  to  face  with  Arthur  Holliday  as  soon  as  I 
entered  the  bedroom.  It  was  no  time  then  for  giving  or  seek- 
ing explanations.  We  just  shook  hands  amazedly ; and  then 
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I ordered  everybody  but  Arthur  out  of  the  rooin,  and  hurried 
to  the  man  on  the  bed. 

The  kitchen  fire  had  not  been  long  out.  There  was  plenty 
of  hot  water  in  the  boiler,  and  plenty  of  flannel  to  be  had. 
With  these,  with  my  medicines,  and  with  such  help  as  Arthur 
could  render  under  my  direction,  I dragged  the  man,  literally, 
out  of  the  jaws  of  death.  In  less  than  an  hour  from  the 
time  when  I had  been  called  in,  he  was  alive  and  talking,  in 
the  bed  on  which  he  had  been  laid  out  to  wait  for  the  coroner’s 
inquest. 

You  will  naturally  ask  me  what  had  been  the  matter  with 
him ; and  I might  treat  you,  in  reply,  to  a long  theory,  plenti- 
fully sprinkled  with  what  the  children  call  hard  words.  I 
prefer  telling  you  that,  in  this  case,  cause  and  effect  could  not 
be  satisfactorily  joined  together  by  any  theory  whatever. 
There  are  mysteries  in  life,  and  in  the  conditions  of  it,  which 
human  science  has  not  fathomed  yet ; and  I candidly  confess 
to  you  that,  in  bringing  that  man  back  to  existence,  I w^as, 
morally  speaking,  groping  hap-hazard  in  the  dark.  I know 
(from  the  testimony  of  the  doctor  who  attended  him  in  the 
afternoon)  that  the  vital  machinery,  so  far  as  its  action  is 
appreciable  by  our  senses,  had,  in  this  case,  unquestionably 
stopped ; and  I am  equally  certain  (seeing  that  I recovered 
him)  that  the  vital  principle  was  not  extinct.  When  I add 
that  he  had  suffered  from  a long  and  complicated  illness,  and 
that  his  whole  nervous  system  was  utterly  deranged,  I have 
told  you  all  I really  know  of  the  physical  condition  of  my 
dead-alive  patient  at  The  Two  Eobins  Inn. 

When  he  ‘‘  came  to,”  as  the  phrase  goes,  he  was  a start- 
ling object  to  look  at,  with  his  colourless  face,  his  sunken 
cheeks,  his  wild  black  eyes,  and  his  long  black  hair.  The  first 
question  he  asked  me  about  himself,  when  he  could  speak, 
made  me  suspect  that  I had  been  called  in  to  a man  in  my  own 
profession.  I mentioned  to  him  my  surmise,  and  he  told  me 
that  I was  right. 

He  said  he  had  come  last  from  Paris,  where  he  had  been 
attached  to  a hospital.  That  he  had  lately  returned  to  Eng- 
land, on  his  way  to  Edinburgh,  to  continue  his  studies ; that 
he  had  been  taken  ill  on  the  journey ; and  that  he  had  stopped 
to  rest  and  recover  himself  at  Doncaster.  He  did  not  add  a 
word  about  his  name,  or  who  he  was,  and  of  course  I did  not 
question  him  on  the  subject.  All  I enquired,  when  he  ceased 
speaking,  was  what  branch  of  the  profession  he  intended  to 
follow. 
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“ Any  branch,”  he  said,  bitterly,  which  will  put  bread  into 
the  mouth  of  a poor  man.” 

At  this,  Arthur,  who  had  been  hitherto  watching  him  in 
silent  curiosity,  burst  out  impetuously  in  his  usual  good- 
humoured  way  : — 

‘‘My  dear  fellow!”  (everybody  was  “my  dear  fellow”  with 
Arthur)  “ noAV  you  have  come  to  life  again,  don’t  begin  by 
being  down-hearted  about  your  prospects.  I’ll  answer  for  it, 
I can  help  you  to  some  capital  thing  in  the  medical  line — or, 
if  I can’t,  I know  my  father  can.” 

The  medical  student  looked  at  him  steadily. 

“ Thank  you,”  he  said  coldly ; then  added,  “ May  I ask  who 
your  father  is  ?” 

“ He’s  well  enough  known  all  about  this  part  of  the  country,” 
replied  Arthur.  “ He  is  a great  manufacturer,  and  his  name 
is  Holliday.” 

My  hand  was  on  the  man’s  wrist  during  this  brief  conver- 
sation. The  instant  the  name  of  Holliday  was  pronounced,  1 
felt  the  pulse  under  my  fingers  fiutter,  stop,  go  on  suddenly 
with  a bound,  and  beat  afterwards  for  a minute  or  two  at  the 
fever  rate. 

“ How  did  you  come  here  ?”  asked  the  stranger,  quickly, 
excitably,  passionately  almost. 

Arthur  related  briefly  what  had  happened  from  the  time  of 
his  first  taking  the  bed  at  the  inn. 

“ I am  indebted  to  Mr.  Holliday’s  son,  then,  for  the  help 
that  has  saved  my  life,”  said  the  medical  student,  speaking 
to  himself,  with  a singular  sarcasm  in  his  voice.  “ Come  here  1” 

He  held  out,  as  he  spoke,  his  long,  white,  bony  right  hand. 

“ With  all  my  heart,”  said  Arthur,  taking  his  hand  cor- 
dially. “I  may  confess  it  now,”  he  continued,  laughing; 
“ upon  my  honour  you  almost  frightened  me  out  of  my  wits.” 

The  stranger  did  not  seem  to  listen.  His  wild  black  eyes 
were  fixed  with  a look  of  eager  interest  on  Arthur’s  face,  and 
his  long  bony  fingers  kept  tight  hold  of  Arthur’s  hand.  Young 
Holliday,  on  his  side,  returned  the  gaze,  amazed  and  puzzled 
by  the  medical  student’s  odd  language  and  manners.  The  two 
faces  were  close  together ; 1 looked  at  them ; and,  to  my 
amazement,  I was  suddenly  impressed  by  the  sense  of  a like 
ness  between  them — not  in  features  or  complexion,  but  solely 
in  expression.  It  must  have  been  a strong  likeness,  or  I 
sliould  certainly  not  have  found  it  out,  for  I am  naturally  slow 
at  detecting  resemblances  between  faces. 

“ You  have  saved  my  life,”  said  the  strange  man,  still  look- 
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hard  in  Arthur’s  face,  still  holding  tightly  by  his  hand. 
“ If  you  had  been  my  own  brother,  you  could  not  have  done 
more  for  me  than  that.” 

lie  laid  a singularly  strong  emphasis  on  those  three  words, 
“my  own  brother,”  and  a change  passed  over  his  face  as  he 
pronounced  them — a change  that  no  language  of  mine  is  com- 
petent to  describe. 

“ I hope  I have  not  done  being  of  service  to  you  yet,”  said 
Arthur.  “ I’ll  speak  to  my  father  as  soon  as  I get  home.” 

“ You  seem  to  be  fond  and  proud  of  your  father,”  said  the 
medical  student.  “ I suppose,  in  return,  he  is  fond  and  proud 
of  you  ?” 

“ Of  course  he  is,”  answered  Arthur,  laughing.  “Is  there 
anything  wonderful  in  that  ? Isn’t  your  father  fond — ” 

The  stranger  suddenly  dropped  young  Holliday’s  hand,  and 
turned  his  face  away. 

“ I beg  your  pardon,”  said  Arthur.  “ I hope  I have  not 
unintentionally  pained  you.  I hope  you  have  not  lost  your 
father  ?” 

“ I can’t  well  lose  what  I have  never  had,”  retorted  the 
medical  student,  with  a harsh  mocking  laugh. 

“ What  you  have  never  had !” 

The  strange  man  suddenly  caught  Arthur’s  hand  again,  sud- 
denly looked  once  more  hard  in  his  face. 

“ Yes,”  he  said,  with  a repetition  of  the  bitter  laugh.  “ You 
i'ave  brought  a poor  devil  back  into  the  world,  who  has  no 
business  there.  Do  I astonish  you?  Well!  I have  a fancy 
of  my  own  for  telling  you  what  men  in  my  situation  generally 
keep  a secret.  I have  no  name  and  no  father.  The  merciful 
law  of  Society  tells  me  I am  Hobody’s  son  I Ask  your  father 
if  he  will  be  my  father  too,  and  help  me  on  in  life  with  the 
family  name.” 

Arthur  looked  at  me  more  puzzled  than  ever. 

I signed  to  him  to  say  nothing,  and  then  laid  my  fingers 
again  on  the  man’s  wrist.  No  ! In  spite  of  the  extraordinary 
speech  that  he  had  just  made,  he  was  not,  as  I had  been  dis- 
posed to  suspect,  beginning  to  get  light-headed.  IIis  pulse,  by 
this  time,  had  fallen  back  to  a quiet,  slow  beat,  and  his  skin 
was  moist  and  cool.  Not  a symptom  of  fever  or  agitation 
about  aim. 

Finding  that  neither  of  us  answered  him,  he  turned  to  me, 
and  began  talking  of  the  extraordinary  nature  of  his  case,  and 
asking  my  advice  about  the  future  coulTse  of  medical  treatment 
to  which  he  ought  to  subject  himself.  I said  the  matter  re* 
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quired  careful  thinking  over,  and  suggested  that  I should  send 
him  a prescription  a little  later.  He  told  me  to  write  it  at  once, 
as  he  would,  most  lihelj,  be  leaving^Doncaster  in  the  morning, 
before  I was  up.  It  was  quite  useless  to  represent  to  him  the 
folly  and  danger  of  such  a proceeding  as  this.  He  heard  me 
politely  and  patiently,  but  held  to  his  resolution,  without 
offering  any  reasons  or  explanations,  and  repeated  to  me,  that 
if  I wished  to  give  him  a chance  of  seeing  my  prescription,  I 
must 'write  it  at  once. 

Hearing  this,  Arthur  volunteered  the  loan  of  a travelling 
writing-case,  which,  he  said,  he  had  with  him  ; and,  bringing  it 
to  the  bed,  shook  the  note  paper  out  of  the  pocket  of  the  case 
forthwith  in  his  usual  careless  way.  With  the  paper,  there  fell 
out,  on  the  counterpane  of  the  bed,  a small  packet  of  sticking- 
plaster  and  a little  water-colour  drawing  of  a landscape. 

The  medical  student  took  up  the  drawing  and  looked  at  it. 
His  eye  fell  on  some  initials,  neatly  written  in  cipher,  in  one 
corner.  He  started,  and  trembled  ; his  pale  face  grew  whiter 
than  ever ; his  wild  black  eyes  turned  on  Arthur,  and  looked 
til  rough  and  through  him. 

A pretty  drawing,”  he  said,  in  a remarkably  quiet  tone  of 
voice. 

“ Ah  ! and  done  by  such  a pretty  girl,”  said  Arthur.  Oh, 
such  a pretty  girl ! I wish  it  was  not  a landscape — I wish  it 
was  a portrait  of  her  !” 

“ You  admire  her  very  much  ?” 

Arthur,  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest,  kissed  his  hand  for 
answer. 

‘‘  Love  at  first  sight,”  said  young  Holliday,  putting  the  draw- 
ing away  again.  “ But  the  course  of  it  doesn’t  run  smooth. 
It’s  the  old  story.  She’s  monopolised,  as  usual.  Trammelled 
by  a rash  engagement  to  some  poor  irrai  who  is  never  likely  t o 
get  money  enough  to  marry  her.  It  was  lucky  I heard  of  it 
in  time,  or  I should  certainly  have  risked  a declaration  when 
she  gave  me  that  drawing.  Here,  doctor ! Here  is  pen,  ink, 
and  paper,  all  ready  for  you.” 

“ When  she  gave  you  that  drawing  ! Grave  it.  G-ave  it.” 

Herepeated  the  words  slowly  to  himself,  and  suddenly  closed 
his  eyes.  A momentary  distortion  passed  across  his  face,  and 
I saw  one  of  his  hands  clutch  up  the  bedclothes  and  squeeze 
them  hard.  I thought  he  was  going  to  be  ill  again,  and  begged 
that  there  might  be  no  more  talking.  He  opened  his  eyes 
when  I spoke,  fixed  them  once  more,  search ingly,  on  Arthur, 
and  said,  slowly  and  distinctly ; — 
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You  like  her,  and  she  likes  you.  The  poor  man  may  die 
out  of  your  way.  Who  can  tell  that  she  may  not  give  you 
herself  as  well  as  her  drawing,  after  all  ?” 

Before  young  Holliday  could  answer,  he  turned  to  me,  and 
said  in  a whisper,  “ Now  for  the  prescription.’’  Brom  that 
time,  though  he  spoke  to  Arthur  again,  he  never  looked  at  him 
more. 

When  I had  written  the  prescription,  he  examined  it,  ap- 
proved of  it,  and  then  astonished  us  both  by  abruptly  wishing 
us  good  night,  I offered  to  sit  up  with  him,  and  he  shook  his 
head.  Arthur  offered  to  sit  up  with  him,  and  he  said,  shortly, 
with  his  face  turned  away,  “ No.”  I insisted  on  having  some- 
bod}^  left  to  watch  him.  He  gave  way  when  he  found  I Avas 
detei'mined,  and  said  he  would  accept  the  services  of  the  Avaiter 
at  the  Inn. 

“ Thank  you  both,”  he  said,  as  aa’c  rose  to  go.  I have  one 
last  favour  to  ask — not  of  you,  doctor,  for  I leave  you  to  ex- 
ercise your  professional  discretion — but  of  Mr.  Holliday.”  His 
eyes,  Avhile  he  spoke,  still  rested  steadily  on  me,  and  never  once 
turned  towards  Arthur.  I beg  that  Mr.  Holliday  will  not 
mention  to  any  one — least  of  all  to  his  father — the  CA^ents  that 
have  occurred,  and  the  words  that  have  passed,  in  this  room. 
I entreat  him  to  bury  me  in  his  memory,  as,  but  for  him,  I 
might  have  been  buried  in  my  graA^e.  I cannot  give  my  reasons 
for  making  this  strange  request.  I can  only  implore  him  to 
grant  it.” 

His  voice  faltered  for  the  first  time,  and  he  hid  his  face  on 
the  pillow.  Arthur,  completely  bewildered,  gaA^e  the  required 
pledge.  I took  young  Holliday  away  with  me,  immediately 
afterwards,  to  the  house  of  my  friend ; determining  to  go  back 
to  the  Inn,  and  to  see  the  medical  student  again  before  he  had 
left  in  the  morning. 

I returned  to  the  inn  at  eight  o’clock,  purposely  abstaining 
from  waking  Arthur,  avIio  was  sleeping  off  the  past  night’s 
excitement  on  one  of  my  friend’s  sofas.  A suspicion  had  oc- 
curred to  me,  as  soon  as  I Avas  alone  in  my  bedroom,  which 
made  me  resolve  that  Holliday  and  the  stranger  whose  life  he 
had  saved  should  not  meet  again,  if  I could  prevent  it. 

I have  already  alluded  to  certain  reports,  or  scandals,  AAdiich 
I kncAv  of,  relating  to  the  early  life  of  Arthur’s  father.  While 
I was  thinking,  in  my  bed,  of  Avhat  had  passed  at  the  inn— of 
the  change  in  the  student’s  pulse  Avhen  he  heard  the  name  of 
Holliday  ; of  the  resemblance  of  expression  that  I had  discoA’ered 
betAveen  his  face  and  Arthur’s ; of  the  emphasis  he  had  laid  on 
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§hose  three  words,  “ my  own  brother and  of  his  incompre- 
hensible acknowledgment  of  his  own  illegitimacy — while  I was 
thinking  of  these  things,  the  reports  I have  mentioned  suddenly 
dew  into  my  mind,  and  linked  themselves  fast  to  the  chain  of 
my  previous  reflections.  Something  within  me  whispered,  “ It 
is  best  that  those  two  young  men  should  not  meet  again.”  I 
felt  it  before  I slept ; I felt  it  when  I woke ; and  I went,  as  I 
told  you,  alone  to  the  inn  the  next  morning 

I had  missed  my  only  opportunity  of  seeing  my  nameless 
patient  again.  He  had  been  gone  nearly  an  hour  when  I in- 
quired for  him. 

I have  now  told  you  everything  that  I know  for  certain,  in  re- 
lation to  the  man  whom  I brought  back  to  life  in  the  double- 
bedded  room  of  the  Inn  at  Doncaster.  What  I have  next  to 
add  is  matter  for  inference  and  surmise,  and  is  not,  strictly 
speaking,  matter  of  fact. 

I have  to  tell  you,  first,  that  the  medical  student  turned  out 
to  be  strangely  and  unaccountably  right  in  assuming  it  as 
more  than  probable  that  Arthur  Holliday  would  marry  the 
young  lady  who  had  given  him  the  water-colour  drawing  of  the 
landscape.  That  marriage  took  place  a little  more  than  a year 
after  the  events  occurred  which  I have  just  been  relating. 

The  young  couple  came  to  live  in  the  neighbourhood  in 
which  I was  then  established  in  practice.  I was  present  at 
the  wadding,  and  was  rather  surprised  to  find  that  Arthur  was 
singularly  reserved  with  me,  both  before  and  after  his  mar- 
riage, on  the  subject  of  the  young  lady’s  prior  engagement. 
He  only  referred  to  it  once,  when  we  w^ere  alone,  merely  telling 
me,  on  that  occasion,  that  his  wife  had  done  all  that  honour  and 
duty  required  of  her  in  the  matter,  and  that  the  engagement 
had  been  broken  off  with  the  full  approval  of  her  parents. 
I never  heard  more  from  him  than  this.  Dor  three  years  he 
and  his  w^ife  lived  together  happily.  At  the  expiration  of  that 
time,  the  symptoms  of  a serious  illness  first  declared  themselves 
in  Mrs.  Arthur  Holliday.  It  turned  out  to  be  a long,  lingering, 
hopeless  malady.  I attended  her  throughout.  AYe  had  been 
great  friends  when  she  w^as  w^ell,  and  we  became  more  attached 
to  each  other  than  ever  wDen  she  was  ill.  I had  many  long 
and  interesting  conversations  with  her  in  the  intervals  when 
she  suffered  least.  The  result  of  one  of  those  conversatioiis  I 
may  briefly  relate,  leaving  you  to  draw  any  inferences  from  it 
that  you  please. 

The  interview  to  which  I refer,  occurred  shortly  before  her 
death. 
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I called  one  evening,  as  usual,  and  found  her  alone,  with  a 
look  in  her  eyes  which  told  me  she  had  been  crying.  She  only 
informed  me,  at  first,  that  she  had  been  depressed  in  spirits ; 
but,  by  little  and  little,  she  became  more  communicative,  and 
confessed  to  me  that  she  had  been  looking  over  some  old  letters, 
which  had  been  addressed  to  her,  before  she  had  seen  Arthur, 
by  a man  to  whom  she  had  been  engaged  to  be  married.  I 
asked  her  how  the  engagement  came  to  be  broken  off.  She 
replied  that  it  had  not  been  broken  off,  but  that  it  had  died 
out  in  a very  mysterious  manner.  The  person  to  whom  she 
was  engaged — her  first  love,  she  called  him — was  poor,  and 
there  was  no  immediate  prospect  of  their  being  married.  He 
followed  my  profession,  and  went  abroad  to  study.  They  had 
corresponded  regularly,  until  the  time  when,  as  she  believed, 
he  had  returned  to  England.  From  that  period  she  heard  no 
more  of  him.  He  was  of  a fretful,  sensitive  temperament ; 
and  she  feared  that  she  might  have  inadvertently  done  or  said 
something  to  offend  him.  However  that  might  be,  he  had 
never  written  to  her  again ; and,  after  waiting  a year,  she  had 
married  Arthur.  I asked  when  the  first  estrangement  had  be- 
gun, and  found  that  the  time  at  which  she  ceased  to  hear  any- 
thing of  her  first  lover,  exactly  corresponded  with  the  time  at 
which  I had  been  called  in  to  my  mysterious  patient  at  The 
Two  Eobins  Inn. 

A fortnight  after  that  conversation,  she  died.  In  course  of 
time  Arthur  married  again.  Of  late  years,  he  has  lived 
principally  in  London,  and  I have  seen  little  or  nothing  of 
him. 

I have  some  years  to  pass  over  before  I can  approach  to 
anything  like  a conclusion  of  this  fragmentary  narrative.  And 
even  when  that  later  period  is  reached,  the  little  that  I have 
to  say  will  not  occupy  your  attention  for  more  than  a few 
minutes. 

One  rainy  autumn  evening,  while  I was  still  practising  as  a 
country  doctor,  I was  sitting  alone,  thinking  over  a case  then 
under  my  charge  which  sorely  perplexed  me,  when  I heard  a 
low  knock  at  the  door  of  my  room. 

‘‘  Come  in,”  I cried,  looking  up  curiously  to  see  who  wanted 
me. 

After  a momentary  delay,  the  lock  moved,  and  a long,  white, 
bony  hand  stole  round  the  door  as  it  opened,  gently  pushing  it 
over  a fold  in  the  carpet  which  hindered  it  from  working  freely 
on  the  hinges.  The  hand  was  followed  by  a man  whose  face 
instantly  struck  me  with  a very  strange  sensation.  There  was 
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something  familiar  to  me  in  the  look  of  him ; and  yet  it  \^as 
also  something  that  suggested  the  idea  of  change. 

He  quietly  introduced  himself  as  ‘‘  Mr.  Lorn presented  to 
me  some  excellent  professional  recommendations ; and  pro- 
posed to  fill  the  place,  then  vacant,  of  ray  assistant.  While  he 
was  speaking,  I noticed  it  as  singular  that  we  did  not  appear 
to  he  meeting  each  other  like  strangers  ; and  that,  while  I was 
certainly  startled  at  seeing  him,  he  did  not  appear  to  he  at  aL 
startled  at  seeing  me. 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue  to  say  that  I thought  I had 
met  with  him  before.  But  there  was  something  in  his  face, 
and  something  in  my  recollections — I can  hardly  say  what — 
which  unaccountably  restrained  me  from  speaking,  and  which, 
as  unaccountably,  attracted  me  to  him  at  once,  and  made  me 
feel  ready  and  glad  to  accept  his  proposal. 

He  took  his  assistant’s  place  on  that  very  day.  We  got  on 
together  as  if  we  had  been  old  friends  from  the  first ; but, 
throughout  the  whole  time  of  his  residence  in  my  house,  he 
never  volunteered  any  confidences  on  the  subject  of  his  past 
life  ; and  I never  approached  the  forbidden  topic  except  by 
hints,  which  he  resolutely  refused  to  understand. 

I had  long  had  a notion  that  my  patient  at  the  Inn  might 
have  been  a natural  son  of  the  elder  Mr.  Holliday’s,  and  that 
he  might  also  have  been  the  man  who  was  engaged  to  Arthur’s 
first  wife.  And,  now,  another  idea  occurred  to  me,  that  Mr. 
Lorn  was  the  only  person  in  existence  who  could,  if  he  chose, 
enlighten  me  on  both  those  doubtful  points.  But  he  never 
did  choose  — and  I was  never  enlightened.  He  remained  with 
me  till  I removed  to  London  to  try  my  fortune  there,  as  a 
physician,  for  the  second  time ; and  then  he  went  his  way,  and 
I went  mine,  and  we  have  never  seen  one  another  since. 

I can  ‘^dd  no  more.  I may  have  been  right  in  my  suspicion, 
or  I ma^  have  been  wrong.  All  I know  is,  that,  in  those  days 
of  my  country  practice,  when  I came  home  late,  and  found  my 
assistant  asleep,  and  woke  him,  he  used  to  look,  in  coming  to, 
wonderfully  like  the  stranger  at  Doncaster,  as  he  raised  him- 
self in  the  bed  on  that  memorable  night. 
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Ak  oppressively  mild  temperature,  and  steady,  soft,  settled 
rain — dismal  weather  for  idle  people  in  the  country.  Miss 
Jessie,  after  looking  longingly  out  of  window,  resigned  herself 
to  circumstances,  and  gave  up  all  hope  of  a ride.  The  gar- 
dener, the  conservatory,  the  rabbits,  the  raven,  the  house- 
keeper, and,  as  a last  resource,  even  the  neglected  piano,  were 
all  laid  under  contribution  to  help  her  through  the  time.  It 
was  a long  day,  but,  thanks  to  her  own  talent  for  trifling,  she 
contrived  to  occupy  it  pleasantly  enough. 

Still  no  news  of  my  son.  The  time  was  getting  on  now, 
and  it  was  surely  not  unreasonable  to  look  for  some  tidings  of 
him. 

To-day,  Morgan  and  I both  finished  our  third,  and  last, 
stories.  I corrected  my  brother’s  contribution,  with  no  very 
great  difficulty  on  this  occasion,  and  numbered  it  Nine.  My 
own  story  came  next,  and  was  thus  accidentally  distinguished 
as  the  last  of  the  series — Number  Ten.  When  I dropped  the 
two  corresponding  cards  into  the  bowl,  the  thought  that  there 
would  be  now  no  more  to  add,  seemed  to  quicken  my  prevail- 
ing sense  of  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  George’s  return.  A 
heavy  depression  hung  upon  my  spirits,  and  I went  out  despe- 
''ately  in  the  rain,  to  shake  my  mind  free  of  oppressing  influ- 
ences, by  dint  of  hard  bodily  exercise. 

The  number  drawn  this  evening  was  Three.  On  the  pro- 
duction of  the  corresponding  manuscript,  it  proved  to  be  my 
turn  to  read  again. 

“ I can  promise  you  a little  variety  to-night,”  1 said,  ad- 
dressing our  fair  guest,  if  I can  promise  nothing  else.  This 
time,  it  is  not  a story  of  my  own  writing  that  I am  about  to 
read,  but  a copy  of  a very  curious  correspondence  wffiich  1 
found  among  my  professional  papers.” 

Jessie’s  countenance  fell  directly.  “ Is  there  no  story  in  it  r” 
she  asked,  rather  discontentedly. 
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Certainly  there  is  a story  in  it,”  I replied  ; a story  of  a 
much  lighter  kind  than  any  we  have  yet  read,  and  which  may 
on  that  account  prove  acceptable,  by  way  of  contrast  and  re- 
lief, even  if  it  fails  to  attract  you  by  other  means.  I obtained 
the  original  correspondence,  I must  tell  you,  from  the  office  of 
the  Detective  Police  of  London.” 

Jessie’s  face  brightened.  That  promises  something  to 
begin  with,”  she  said. 

Some  years  since,”  I continued,  “ there  was  a desire  at 
head  quarters  to  increase  the  numbers  and  efficiency  of  tlie 
Detective  Police ; and  I had  the  honour  of  being  one  of  the 
persons  privately  consulted  on  that  occasion.  The  chief  ob- 
stacle to  the  plan  proposed  lay  in  the  difficulty  of  finding  new 
recruits.  The  ordinary  rank  and  file  of  the  police  of  London 
are  sober,  trustworthy,  and  courageous  men,  but,  as  a body, 
they  are  sadly  wanting  in  intelligence.  Knowing  this,  the 
authorities  took  into  consideration  a scheme,  which  looked 
plausible  enough  on  paper,  for  availing  themselves  of  the  ser- 
vices of  that  proverbially  sharp  class  of  men — the  experienced 
clerks  in  attorney’s  offices.  Among  the  persons  whose  advice 
was  sought  on  this  point,  I was  the  only  one  who  dissented 
from  the  arrangement  proposed.  I felt  certain  that  the  really 
experienced  clerks  entrusted  with  conducting  private  investi- 
gations and  hunting  up  lost  evidence,  were  too  well  paid,  and 
too  independently  situated  in  their  various  offices,  to  care 
about  entering  the  ranks  of  the  Detective  Police,  and  sub- 
mitting themselves  to  the  rigid  discipline  of  Scotland  Yard. 
And  I ventured  to  predict  that  the  inferior  clerks  only,  whose 
discretion  was  not  to  be  trusted,  w'ould  prove  to  be  the  men 
who  volunteered  for  detective  employment.  My  advice  was 
not  taken,  and  the  experiment  of  enlisting  the  clerks  was  tried 
in  two  or  three  cases.  I was  naturally  interested  in  the  re- 
sult ; and  in  due  course  of  time,  I applied  for  information  in 
the  right  quarter.  In  reply,  the  originals  of  the  letters,  of 
which  I am  now  about  to  read  the  copies,  were  sent  to  me, 
with  an  intimation  that  the  correspondence,  in  this  particular 
instance,  ofiered  a fair  specimen  of  the  results  of  the  experi- 
ment in  the  other  cases.  The  letters  amused  me,  and  I ob- 
tained permission  to  copy  them  before  I sent  them  back. 
You  will  now  hear,  therefore,  by  his  own  statement,  how  a cer- 
tain attorney’s  clerk  succeeded  in  conducting  a very  delicate 
investigation,  and  how  the  regular  members  of  the  Detective 
Police  contrived  to  help  him  through  his  first  experiment.” 
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[Extracted  from  the  Correspondence  of  the  London  Police.'\ 

FEOM  CHIEF  INSPECTOK  THEAKSTOKE,  OF  THE  DETECTIYE 
POLICE,  TO  SEEGEATs'T  BXJLMER  OF  THE  SAME  FOECE. 

London,  4tli  July,  18 — . 

Sergeant  Bulmee, 

This  is  to  inform  you  that  you  are  wanted  to  assist  in  look- 
ing up  a case  of  importance,  which  will  require  all  the  atten- 
tion of  an  experienced  member ^of  the  force.  The  matter  of 
the  robbery  on  which  you  are  now  engaged,  you  will  please  to 
shift  over  to  the  young  man  who  brings  you  this  letter.  You 
will  tell  him  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  just  as  they 
stand ; you  will  put  him  up  to  the  progress  you  have  made  (if 
any)  towards  detecting  the  person  or  persons  by  whom  the 
money  has  been  stolen  ; and  you  will  leave  him  to  make  the 
best  he  can  of  the  matter  now  in  your  hands.  He  is  to  have 
the  whole  responsibility  of  the  case,  and  the  whole  credit  of 
his  success,  if  he  brings  it  to  a proper  issue. 

So  much  for  the  orders  that  I am  desired  to  communicate  to 
you. 

A word  in  your  ear,  next,  about  this  new  man  w^ho  is  to 
take  your  place.  His  name  is  Matthew  Sharpin  ; and  he  is  to 
have  the  chance  given  him  of  dashing  into  our  office  at  a jump 
— supposing  he  turns  out  strong  enough  to  take  it.  You  wdll 
naturally  ask  me  how  he  comes  by  this  privilege.  I can  only 
tell  you  that  he  has  some  uncommonly  strong  interest  to  back 
him  iu  certain  high  quarters,  which  you  and  I had  better  not 


THE  BITER  BIT. 


189 


mention  except  under  our  breaths.  He  lias  been  a lawyer’s 
clerk  ; and  he  is  wonderfully  conceited  in  his  opinion  of  him- 
self, as  well  as  mean  and  underhand  to  look  at.  According  tc 
his  own  account,  he  leaves  his  old  trade,  and  joins  ours,  of  his 
own  free  will  and  preference.  You  will  no  more  believe  that 
than  I do.  My  notion  is,  that  he  bas  managed  to  ferret  out 
some  private  information  in  connection  with  the  affairs  of  one 
of  his  master’s  clients,  which  makes  him  rather  an  awkward 
customer  to  keep  in  the  ofldce  for  the  future,  and  which,  at  t4ie 
same  time,  gives  him  hold  enough  over  his  employer  to  make 
it  dangerous  to  drive  him  into  a corner  by  turning  him  away. 
I think  the  giving  him  this  unheard-of  chance  among  us,  is,  in 
plain  words,  pretty  much  like  giving  him  hush-money  to  keep 
him  quiet.  However  that  may  be,  Mr.  Matthew  Sharpin  is  to 
have  the  case  now  in  your  hands ; and  if  he  succeeds  with  it, 
he  pokes  his  ugly  nose  into  our  office,  as  sure  as  fate.  I put 
you  up  to  this,  Sergeant,  so  that  you  may  not  stand  in  your 
own  light  by  giving  the  new  man  any  cause  to  complain  of  you 
at  head-quarters,  and  remain  yours, 

Erancis  Theakstone. 

FROM  MR.  MATTHEW  SHARPIN  TO  CHIEF  INSPECTOR 
THEAKSTONE. 

London,  July  5th,  18—. 

Dear  Sir, 

Having  now  been  favoured  with  the  necessary  instructions 
from  Sergeant  Bulmer,  I beg  to  remind  you  of  certain  direc- 
tions which  I have  received,  relating  to  the  report  of  my 
future  proceedings  which  I am  to  prepare  for  examination  at 
head-quarters. 

The  object  of  my  writing,  and  of  your  examining  what  I have 
written,  before  you  send  it  in  to  the  higher  authorities,  is,  I 
am  informed,  to  give  me,  as  an  untried  hand,  the  benefit  of 
your  advice,  in  case  I want  it  (which  I venture  to  think  I shall 
not)  at  any  stage  of  my  proceedings.  As  the  extraordinary 
circumstances  of  the  case  on  which  1 am  now  engaged,  make  it 
impossible  for  me  to  absent  myself  from  the  place  where  the 
robbery  was  committed,  until  I have  made  some  progress 
towards  discovering  the  thief,  I am  necessarily  precluded  from 
consulting  you  personally.  Hence  the  necessity  of  my  writing 
down  the  various  details,  which  might,  perhaps,  be  better  com- 
municated by  word  of  mouth.  This,  if  I am  not  mistaken,  is 
the  position  in  which  we  are  now  placed.  I state  my  own  im- 
pressions on  the  subject,  in  writing,  in  order  that  we  may 


190 


THE  QUEEN  OE  HEARTS. 


clear] j understand  each  other  at  the  outset ; — and  have  tht 
honour  to  remain,  your  obedient  servant, 

Matthew  Shaepin. 

EEOM  CHIEF  INSPECTOR  THEAHSTONE  TO  ME.  MATTHEW 
SHAEPIN. 

London,  5th  July  18—. 

SlE, 

You  have  begun  by  wasting  time,  ink,  and  paper.  We  both 
of  us  perfectly  well  knew  the  position  we  stood  in  towards  each 
other,  when  I sent  you  with  my  letter  to  Sergeant  Bulmer. 
There  was  not  the  least  need  to  repeat  it  in  writing.  Be  so 
good  as  to  employ  your  pen,  in  future,  on  the  business  actually 
in  hand. 

You  have  now  three  separate  matters  on  which  to  write  to  me. 
First,  You  have  to  draw  up  a statement  of  vour  instructions 
received  from  Sergeant  Bulmer,  in  order  to  show  us  that  no- 
thing has  escaped  your  memory,  and  that  you  are  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case  which  has 
been  entrusted  to  you.  Secondly,  You  are  to  inform  me  what 
it  is  you  propose  to  do.  Thirdly,  You  are  to  report  every  inch 
of  your  progress  (if  you  make  any)  from  day  to  day,  and,  if 
need  be,  from  hour  to  hour  as  well.  This  is  yow?*  duty.  As 
to  what  7111/  duty  may  be,  when  I want  you  to  remind  me  of  it, 
I will  write  and  tell  you  so.  In  the  meantime,  I remain, 
V^ours, 

Francis  Theakstone. 


FROM  MR.  MATTHEW  SHAEPIN  TO  CHIEF  INSPECTOR 

theakstone. 

London,  6th  July,  18 — . 

Sir, 

You  are  rather  an  elderly  person,  and,  as  such,  naturally  in- 
clined to  be  a little  jealous  of  men  like  me,  who  are  in  the  prime 
of  their  lives  and  their  faculties.  Under  these  circumstances, 
it  is  my  duty  to  be  considerate  towards  you,  and  not  to  bear 
too  hardly  on  your  small  failings.  I decline,  therefore,  alto- 
gether, to  take  offence  at  the  tone  of  your  letter ; I give  you 
the  full  benefit  of  the  natural  generosity  of  my  nature ; I 
sponge  the  very  existence  of  your  surly  communication  out  of 
my  memory — in  short.  Chief  Inspector  Theakstone,  I forgive 
you,  and  proceed  to  business. 

My  first  duty  is  to  draw  up  a full  statement  of  the  instruc- 


mV:  BITER  BIT.  191 

tions  I have  received  from  Serjeant  Bnlmer.  Here  they  are 
at  your  service,  according  to  my  version  of  them. 

At  number  13,  Rutherford  Street,  Soho,  there  is  a stationer’s 
shop.  It  is  kept  by  one  Mr.  Yatman.  He  is  a married  man, 
but  has  no  family.  Besides  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yatman,  the  other 
inmates  in  the  house  are  a young  single  man  named  Jay,  who 
lodges  in  the  front  room  on  the  second  floor — a shopman,  who 
sleeps  in  one  of  the  attics, — and  a servant-of-all-work,  whose 
bed  is  in  the  back-kitchen.  Once  a week  a charwoman  comes 
for  a few  hours  in  the  morning  only,  to  help  this  servant. 
These  are  all  the  persons  who,  on  ordinary  occasions,  have 
means  of  access  to  the  interior  of  the  house,  placed,  as  a matter 
of  course,  at  their  disposal. 

Mr.  Yatman  has  been  in  business  for  many  years,  carrying 
on  his  afiairs  prosperously  enough  to  realize  a handsome  inde- 
pendence for  a person  in  his  position.  Unfortunately  for  him- 
self, he  endeavoured  to  increase  the  amount  of  his  property  by 
speculating.  He  ventured  boldly  in  his  investments,  luck 
went  against  him,  aud  rather  less  than  two  years  ago  he  found 
himself  a poor  man  again.  All  that  was  saved  out  of  the  wreck 
of  his  property  was  the  sum  of  two  hundred  pounds. 

Although  Mr.  Yatman  did  his  best  to  meet  his  altered  cir- 
cumstances, by  giving  up  many  of  the  luxuries  and  comforts 
to  which  he  and  his  wife  had  been  accustomed,  he  found  it  im- 
possible to  retrench  so  far  as  to  allow  of  putting  by  any  money 
from  the  income  produced  by  his  shop.  The  business  has  been 
declining  of  late  years — the  cheap  advertising  stationers  having 
done  it  injury  with  the  public.  Consequently,  up  to  the  last 
week  the  only  surplus  property  possessed  by  Mr.  Yatman 
consisted  of  the  two  hundred  pounds  which  had  been  recovered 
from  the  wreck  of  his  fortune.  This  sum  was  placed  as  a de- 
posit in  a joint-stock  bank  of  the  highest  possible  character. 

Eight  days  ago,  Mr.  Yatman  and  his  lodger,  Mr.  Jay,  held  a 
conversation  on  the  subject  of  the  commercial  difficulties  which 
are  hampering  trade  in  all  directions  at  the  present  time.  Mr. 
Jay  (who  lives  by  supplying  the  newspapers  with  short  para- 
graphs relating  to  accidents,  offences,  and  brief  records  of  re- 
markable occurrences  in  general — who  is,  in  short,  what  they 
call  a penny-a-liner)  told  his  landlord  that  he  had  been  in  the 
city  that  day,  and  had  heard  unfavourable  rumours  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  joint-stock  banks.  The  rumours  to  which  he  alluded 
bad  already  reached  the  ears  of  Mr.  Yatman  from  other  quar- 
ters ; and  the  confirmation  of  them  by  his  lodger  had  such  an 
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effect  on  his  mind — predisposed  as  it  was  to  alarm  by  the  ex- 
perience of  his  former  losses — that  he  resolved  to  go  at  once 
to  the  bank  and  withdraw  his  deposit.  It  was  then  getting  on 
towards  the  end  of  the  afternoon ; and  he  arrived  just  in  time 
to  receive  his  money  before  the  bank  closed. 

He  received  the  deposit  in  bank  notes  of  the  following 
amounts  5 — one  fifty-pound  note,  three  twenty-pound  notes, 
six  ten-pound  notes,  and  six  five-pound  notes.  His  object  in 
drawing  the  money  in  this  form  was  to  have  it  ready  to  lay  out 
immediately  in  trifiing  loans,  on  good  security,  among  the 
small  tradespeople  of  his  district,  some  of  whom  are  sorely 
pressed  for  the  very  means  of  existence  at  the  present  time. 
Investments  of  this  kind  seemed  to  Mr.  Yatman  to  be  the 
most  safe  and  the  most  profitable  on  which  he  could  now 
venture. 

He  brought  the  money  back  in  an  envelope  placed  in  his 
breast-pocket ; and  asked  his  shopman,  on  getting  home,  to 
look  for  a small  flat  tin  cash-box,  which  had  not  been  used  for 
years,  and  which,  as  Mr.  Yatman  remembered  it,  was  exactly 
of  the  right  size  to  hold  the  bank  notes.  Eor  some  time  the 
cash-box  was  searched  for  in  vain.  Mr.  Yatman  called  to  his 
wife  to  know  if  she  had  any  idea  where  it  was.  The  ques- 
tion was  overheard  by  the  servant-of-all-work,  who  was  taking 
up  the  tea-tray  at  the  time,  and  by  Mr.  Jay,  who  was  coming 
down  stairs  on  his  way  out  to  the  theatre.  Ultimately  the 
cash-box  was  found  by  the  shopman.  Mr.  Yatman  placed  the 
bank-notes  in  it,  secured  them  by  a padlock,  and  put  the  box 
in  his  coat-pocket.  It  stuck  out  of  the  coat-pocket  a very  little, 
but  enough  to  be  seen.  Mr.  Yatman  remained  at  home,  up 
stairs,  all  the  evening.  Ho  visitors  called.  At  eleven  o’clock 
he  went  to  bed,  and  put  the  cash-box  along  with  his  clothes, 
on  a chair  by  the  bed-side. 

When  he  and  his  wife  woke  the  next  morning,  the  box  was 
gone.  Payment  of  the  notes  was  immediaely  stopped  at  the 
bank  of  England ; but  no  news  of  the  money  has  been  heard  of 
since  that  time. 

So  far,  the  circumstances  of  the  case  are  perfectly  clear. 
They  point  unmistakably  to  the  conclusion  that  the  robbery 
must  have  been  committed  by  some  person  living  in  the  house. 
Suspicion  falls,  therefore,  upon  the  servant-of-all-work,  upon 
the  shopman,  and  upon  Mr.  Jay.  The  two  first  knew  that 
the  cash-box  was  being  inquired  for  by  their  master,  but 
did  not  know  what  it  was  he  wanted  to  put  into  it.  They 
would  assume,  of  course,  that  it  was  money.  They  both  had 
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opportunities  (tlie  servant,  wLen  she  took  away  the  tea — and 
tlic  shopman,  when  he  came,  after  shutting  up,  to  give  the 
keys  of  the  till  to  his  master)  of  seeing  the  cash-box  in  Mr. 
Yatman’s  pocket,  and  of  inferring  naturally,  from  its  position 
there,  that  he  intended  to  take  it  into  his  bedroom  with  him 
at  night. 

Mr.  Jay,  on  the  other  hand,  had  been  told,  during  the  after- 
noon’s conversation  on  the  subject  of  joint-stock  banks,  that 
his  landlord  had  a deposit  of  two  hundred  pounds  in  one  of 
them.  He  also  knew  that  Mr.  Yatman  left  him  with  the  in- 
tention of  drawing  that  money  out ; and  he  heard  the  inquiry 
for  the  cash-box,  afterwards,  when  he  was  coming  down  stairs. 
He  must,  therefore,  have  inferred  that  the  money  was  in  the 
house,  and  that  the  cash-box  was  the  receptacle  intended  to 
contain  it.  That  he  could  have  had  any  idea,  however,  of  the 
place  in  which  Mr.  Yatman  intended  to  keep  it  for  the  night, 
is  impossible,  seeing  that  he  went  out  before  the  box  was 
found,  and  did  not  return  till  his  landlord  was  in  bed.  Conse- 
quently, if  he  committed  the  robbery,  he  must  have  gone  into 
the  bedroom  purely  on  speculation. 

Speaking  of  the  bedroom  reminds  me  of  the  necessity  of 
noticing  the  situation  of  it  in  the  house,  and  the  means  that 
exist  of  gaining  easy  access  to  it  at  any  hour  of  the  night. 

The  room  in  question  is  the  back-room  on  the  first-floor. 
In  consequence  of  Mrs.  Yatman’s  constitutional  nervousness 
on  the  subject  of  Are  (which  makes  her  apprehend  being  burnt 
alive  in  her  room,  in  case  of  accident,  by  the  hampering  of  the 
lock  if  the  key  is  turned  in  it)  her  husband  has  never  been 
accustomed  to  lock  the  bedroom  door.  Both  he  and  his  wife 
are,  by  their  own  admission,  heavy  sleepers.  Consequently 
the  risk  to  be  run  by  any  evil-disposed  persons  wishing  to 
plunder  the  bedroom,  was  of  the  most  trifling  kind.  They  could 
enter  the  room  by  merely  turning  the  handle  of  the  door;  and 
if  they  moved  with  ordinary  caution,  there  was  no  fear  of  their 
waking  the  sleepers  inside.  This  fact  is  of  importance.  It 
strengthens  our  conviction  that  the  money  must  have  been 
taken  by  one  of  the  inmates  of  the  house,  because  it  tends  to 
show  that  the  robbery,  in  this  case,  might  have  been  committed 
by  persons  not  possessed  of  the  superior  vigilance  and  cunning 
of  the  experienced  thief. 

Such  are  the  circumstances,  as  they  were  related  to  Sergeant 
Bulmer,  when  he  was  flrst  called  in  to  discover  the  guilty  par- 
ties, and,  if  possible,  to  recover  the  lost  bank  notes.  The 
strictest  inquiry  which  he  could  institute,  failed  of  producing 
the  smallest  fragment  of  evidence  against  any  of  the  persons 
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on  whom  suspicion  naturally  fell.  Their  language  and  be- 
haviour, on  being  informed  of  the  robbery,  was  perfectly  con- 
sistent with  the  language  and  behaviour  of  innocent  people. 
Sergeant  Bulmer  felt  from  the  first  that  this  was  a case  for 
private  inquiry  and  secret  observation.  He  began  by  recom- 
mending Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tatman  to  affect  a feeling  of  perfect 
confidence  in  the  innocence  of  the  persons  living  under  their 
roof;  and  he  then  opened  the  campaign  by  employing  himself 
in  following  the  goings  and  comings,  and  in  discovering  the 
friends,  the  habits,  and  the  secrets  of  the  maid-of-all-work. 

Three  days  and  nights  of  exertion  on  his  own  part,  and  on 
that  of  others  who  were  competent  to  assist  his  investigations, 
were  enough  to  satisfy  him  that  there  was  no  sound  cause  for 
suspicion  against  the  girl. 

He  next  practised  the  same  precaution  in  relation  to  the 
shopman.  There  was  more  difficulty  and  uncertainty  in  2)ri- 
vately  clearing  up  this  person’s  character  without  his  know- 
ledge, but  the  obstacles  were  at  last  smoothed  away  with 
tolerable  success ; and  though  there  is  not  the  same  amount 
of  certainty,  in  this  case,  which  there  was  in  that  of  the  girl, 
there  is  still  fair  reason  for  supposing  that  the  shopman  has 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  robbery  of  the  cash-box. 

As  a necessary  consequence  of  these  proceedings,  the  range 
of  suspicion  now  becomes  limited  to  the  lodger,  Mr.  Jay. 

When  I presented  your  letter  of  introduction  to  Sergeant 
Bulmer,  he  had  already  made  some  inquiries  on  the  subject  of 
this  young  man.  The  result,  so  far,  has  not  been  at  all  favour- 
able. Mr.  Jay’s  habits  are  irregular;  he  frequents  public 
houses,  and  seems  to  be  familiarly  acquainted  with  a great 
many  dissolute  characters ; he  is  in  debt  to  most  of  the  trades- 
people whom  he  employs ; he  has  not  paid  his  rent  to  Mr. 
Yatman  for  the  last  month  ; yesterday  evening  he  came  home 
excited  by  liquor,  and  last  week  he  was  seen  talking  to  a prize- 
fighter. In  short,  though  Mr.  Jay  does  call  himself  a journ- 
alist, in  virtue  of  his  penny-a-line  contributions  to  the  news- 
papers, he  is  a young  man  of  low  tastes,  vulgar  manners,  and 
bad  habits.  ISTothing  has  yet  been  discovered  in  relation  to 
him,  which  redounds  to  his  credit  in  the  smallest  degree. 

I have  now  reported,  down  to  the  very  last  details,  all  the 
particulars  communicated  to  me  by  Sergeant  Bulmer.  I believe 
you  will  not  find  an  omission  anywhere  ; and  I think  you  will 
admit,  though  you  are  prejudiced  against  me,  that  a clearer 
statement  of  facts  was  never  laid  before  you  than  the  state- 
ment I have  now  made.  My  next  duty  is  to  tell  you  what  I 
propose  to  do,  now  that  the  case  is  confided  to  my  hands. 
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In  tlie  first  place,  it  is  clearly  my  business  to  take  up  the 
case  at  the  point  where  Sergeant  Bulmer  has  left  it.  On  his 
authority,  I am  justified  in  assuming  that  I have  no  need  to 
trouble  myself'  about  the  maid-of-all-work  and  the  shopman. 
Their  characters  are  now  to  be  considered  as  cleared  up. 
What  remains  to  be  privately  investigated  is  the  question  of 
the  guilt  or  innocence  of  Mr.  Jay.  Before  we  give  up  the 
notes  for  lost,  we  must  make  sure,  if  we  can,  that  he  knows 
nothing  about  them. 

This  is  the  plan  that  I have  adopted,  with  the  full  approval 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tatman,  for  discovering  whether  Mr.  Jay  is 
or  is  not  the  person  who  has  stolen  the  cash-box : — 

I propose,  to-day,  to  present  myself  at  the  house  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a young  man  who  is  looking  for  lodgings.  The  back 
room  on  the  second-floor  will  be  shown  to  me  as  the  room  to 
let ; and  I shall  establish  myself  there  to-night,  as  a person 
from  the  country  who  has  come  to  London  to  look  for  a situa- 
tion in  a respectable  shop  or  office. 

By  this  means  I shall  be  living  next  to  the  room  occupied 
by  Mr.  Jay.  The  partition  between  us  is  mere  lath  and 
plaster.  I shall  make  a small  hole  in  it,  near  the  cornice, 
through  which  I can  see  what  Mr.  Jay  does  in  his  room,  and 
hear  every  word  that  is  said  when  any  friend  happens  to  call  on 
him.  Whenever  he  is  at  home,  I shall  be  at  my  post  of  observ- 
ation. Whenever  he  goes  out,  I shall  be  after  him.  By  em- 
ploying these  means  of  watching  him,  I believe  I may  look 
forward  to  the  discovery  of  his  secret — if  he  knows  anything 
about  the  lost  bank-notes — as  to  a dead  certainty. 

What  you  may  think  of  my  plan  of  observation  I cannot 
undertake  to  say.  It  appears  to  me  to  unite  the  invaluable 
merits  of  boldness  and  simplicity.  Bortified  by  this  convic- 
tion, I close  the  present  communication  with  feelings  of  the 
most  sanguine  description  in  regard  to  the  future,  and  remain 
your  obedient  servant, 

Matthew  Shabpih. 


FBOM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 


7th  July. 


Sib, 

As  you  have  not  honoured  me  with  any  answer  to  iny  last 
communication,  I assume  that,  in  spite  of  your  prejudices 
against  me,  it  has  produced  the  favourable  impression  on  your 
mind  which  I ventured  to  anticipate.  Gratified  beyond 
measure  by  the  token  of  approval  which  your  eloquent  silence 
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conveys  to  me,  I proceed  to  report  the  progress  that  has  been 
made  in  the  course  of  the  last  twenty-four  hours. 

I am  now  comfortably  established  next  door  to  Mr.  Jay ; 
and  I am  delighted  to  say  that  I have  two  holes  in  the  parti- 
tion, instead  of  one.  My  natural  sense  of  humour  has  led  me 
into  the  pardonable  extravagance  of  giving  them  appropriate 
names.  One  I call  my  peep-hole,  and  the  other  my  pipe-hole. 
The  name  of  the  first  explains  itself ; the  name  of  the  second 
refers  to  a small  tin  pipe,  or  tube,  inserted  in  the  hole,  and 
twisted  so  that  the  mouth  of  it  comes  close  to  my  ear,  while 
I am  standing  at  my  post  of  observation.  Thus,  while  I am 
looking  at  Mr.  Jay  through  my  peep-hole,  I can  hear  ever}' 
word  that  may  be  spoken  in  his  room  through  my  pipe-hole. 

Perfect  candour — a virtue  which  I have  possessed  from  my 
childhood — compels  me  to  acknowledge,  before  1 go  any  fur- 
ther, that  the  ingenious  notion  of  adding  a pipe-hole  to  my 
proposed  peep-hole  originated  with  Mrs.  Yatman.  This  lady 
— a most  intelligent  and  accomplished  person,  simple,  and  yet 
distinguished,  in  her  manners — has  entered  into  all  my  little 
plans  with  an  enthusiasm  and  intelligence  which  I cannot  too 
highly  praise.  Mr.  Yatman  is  so  cast  down  by  his  loss,  that 
he  is  quite  incapable  of  affording  me  any  assistance.  Mrs. 
Yatman,  who  is  evidently  most  tenderly  attached  to  him,  feels 
her  husband’s  sad  condition  of  mind  even  more  acutely  than 
she  feels  the  loss  of  the  money ; and  is  mainly  stimulated  to 
exertion  by  her  desire  to  assist  in  raising  him  from  the  miser- 
able state  of  prostration  into  which  he  has  now  fallen. 

“ The  money,  Mr.  Sharpin,”  she  said  to  me  yesterday  even- 
ing, with  tears  in  her  eyes,  the  money  may  be  regained  by 
rigid  economy  and  strict  attention  to  business.  It  is  my  hus- 
band’s wretched  state  of  mind  that  makes  me  so  anxious  for 
the  discovery  of  the  thief.  I may  be  wrong,  but  I felt  hopeful 
of  success  as  soon  as  you  entered  the  house ; and  I believe, 
if  the  wretch  who  has  robbed  us  is  to  be  found,  you  are 
the  man  to  discover  him.”  I accepted  this  gratifying  compli- 
ment in  the  spirit  in  which  it  was  offered — firmly  believing 
that  I shall  be  found,  sooner  or  later,  to  have  thoroughly 
deserved  it. 

Let  me  now  return  to  business ; that  is  to  say,  to  my  peep- 
hole and  my  pipe-hole. 

I have  enjoyed  some  hours  of  calm  observation  of  Mr.  Jay. 
Though  rarely  at  home,  as  I understand  from  Mrs.  Yatman, 
on  ordinary  occasions,  he  has  been  in-doors  the  whole  of  this 
day.  That  is  suspicious,  to  begin  with.  I have  to  report, 
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further,  that  he  rose  at  a late  hour  this  morning  (always  a 
bad  sign  in  a young  man),  and  that  he  lost  a great  deal  of  time, 
after  he  was  up,  in  yawning  and  complaining  to  himself  of 
headache.  Like  other  debauched  characters,  he  ate  little  or 
nothing  for  breakfast.  His  next  proceeding  was  to  smoke  a 
pipe — a dirty  clay  pipe,  which  a gentleman  would  have  been 
ashamed  to  put  between  his  lips.  When  he  had  done  smok- 
ing, he  took  out  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  sat  down  to  write 
with  a groan — whether  of  remorse  for  having  taken  the  bank- 
notes, or  of  disgust  at  the  task  before  him,  I am  unable  to 
say.  After  writing  a few  lines  (too  far  away  from  my  peep- 
hole to  give  me  a chance  of  reading  over  his  shoulder),  he 
leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  amused  himself  by  humming  the 
tunes  of  certain  popular  songs.  Whether  these  do,  or  do  not, 
represent  secret  signals  by  which  he  communicates  with  his 
accomplices  remains  to  be  seen.  After  he  had  amused  himself 
for  some  time  by  humming,  he  got  up  and  began  to  walk 
about  the  room,  occasionally  stopping  to  add  a sentence  to  the 
paper  on  his  desk.  Before  long,  he  went  to  a locked  cupboard 
and  opened  it.  I strained  my  eyes  eagerly,  in  expectation  of 
making  a discovery.  I saw  him  take  something  carefully  out 
of  the  cupboard — he  turned  round — and  it  was  only  a pint 
bottle  of  brandy!  Having  drunk  some  of  the  liquor,  this 
extremely  indolent  reprobate  lay  down  on  his  bed  again,  and 
in  five  minutes  was  fast  asleep. 

After  hearing  him  snoring  for  at  least  two  hours,  I was  re- 
called to  my  peep-hole  by  a knock  at  his  door.  He  jumped  up 
and  opened  it  with  suspicious  activity. 

A very  small  boy,  with  a very  dirty  face,  walked  in,  said. 
Please,  sir,  they’re  waiting  for  you,”  sat  down  on  a chair, 
with  his  legs  a long  way  from  the  ground,  and  instantly  fell 
asleep  1 Mr.  J ay  swore  an  oath,  tied  a wet  towel  round  his 
head,  and  going  back  to  his  paper,  began  to  cover  it  with 
writing  as  fast  as  his  fingers  could  move  the  pen.  Occasionally 
getting  up  to  dip  the  towel  in  water  and  tie  it  on  again,  he  con- 
tinued at  this  employment  for  nearly  three  hours ; then  folded 
up  the  leaves  of  writing,  woke  the  boy,  and  gave  them  to  him, 
with  this  remarkable  expression : — “ How,  then,  young  sleepy- 
head, quick — march  1 If  you  see  the  governor,  tell  him  to  have 
the  money  ready  when  I call  for  it.”  The  boy  grinned,  and 
disappeared.  I was  sorely  tempted  to  follow  “ sleepy  head,’- 
but,  on  reflection,  considered  it  safest  still  to  beep  my  eye  on 
the  proceedings  of  Mr.  Jay. 

In  half  an  hour’s  time,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  walked  out. 
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Of  course,  I put  on  my  hat  and  walked  out  also.  As  I went 
down  stairs,  I passed  Mrs.  Yatman  going  up.  The  lady  has 
been  kind  enough  to  undertake,  by  previous  arrangement  be- 
tween us,  to  search  Mr.  Jay’s  room,  while  he  is  out  of  the  way, 
and  while  I am  necessarily  engaged  in  the  pleasing  duty  of 
following  him  wherever  he  goes.  On  the  occasion  to  which  I 
now  refer,  he  walked  straight  to  the  nearest  tavern,  and  ordered 
a couple  of  mutton  chops  for  his  dinner.  I placed  myself  in 
the  next  box  to  him,  and  ordered  a couple  of  mutton  chops  for 
my  dinner.  Before  I Lad  been  in  the  room  a minute,  a young 
man  of  highly  suspicious  manners  and  appearance,  sitting  at  a 
table  opposite,  took  his  glass  of  porter  in  his  hand  and  joined 
Mr.  Jay.  I pretended  to  be  reading  the  newspaper,  and  lis- 
tened, as  in  duty  bound,  with  all  my  might. 

“Jack  has  been  here  inquiring  after  you,”  says  the  young 
man. 

“ Did  he  leave  any  message  ?”  asks  Mr.  Jay. 

“ Yes,”  says  the  other.  “ He  told  me,  if  I met  with  you,  to 
say  that  he  wislied  very  particularly  to  see  you  to-night ; and 
that  he  would  give  you  a look  in,  at  Butherford  Street,  at  seven 
o’clock.” 

“All  right,”  says  Mr.  Jay.  “I’ll  get  back  in  time  to  see 
him.” 

Upon  this,  the  suspicious-looking  young  man  finished  his 
porter,  and  saying  that  he  was  rather  in  a hurry,  took  leave  of 
his  friend  (perhaps  I should  not  be  wrong  if  I said  his  accom- 
plice) and  left  the  room. 

At  twenty-five  minutes  and  a half  past  six — in  these  serious 
cases  it  is  important  to  be  particular  about  time — Mr.  Jay 
finished  his  chops  and  paid  his  bill.  At  twenty-six  minutes 
and  three-quarters  I finished  my  chops  and  paid  mine.  In  ten 
minutes  more  I was  inside  the  house  in  Butherford  Street,  and 
was  received  by  Mrs.  Yatman  in  the  passage.  That  charmiDg 
woman’s  face  exhibited  an  expression  of  melancholy  and  disap- 
pointment which  it  quite  grieved  me  to  see. 

“ I am  afraid,  Ma’am,”  says  I,  “ that  you  have  not  hit  on  any 
little  criminating  discovery  in  the  lodger’s  room  ?” 

She  shook  her  head  and  sighed.  It  was  a soft",  languid,  flut- 
tering sigh ; — and,  upon  my  life,  it  quite  upset  me.  Bor  the 
moment  I forgot  business,  and  burned  with  envy  of  Mr.  Yat- 
man. 

“ Doii’t  despair.  Ma’am,”  I said,  with  an  insinuating  mild- 
ness Avhich  seemed  to  touch  her.  “ I have  heard  a mysterious 
conversation — I know  of  a guilty  appointment — and  I expect 
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R:i*eat  things  from  my  Peep-hole  and  my  Pipe-hole  to-night. 
Pray,  don’t  be  alarmed,  but  I think  we  are  on  the  brink  of  a 
dis('.uvery.” 

Here  my  enthusiastic  devotion  to  business  got  the  better  of 
my  tender  feelings.  I looked — winked — nodded — left  her. 

AYhen  1 got  back  to  my  observatory,  I found  Mr.  Jay  digest- 
ing his  mutton-chops  in  an  arm-chair,  with  his  pipe  in  his 
mouth.  On  his  table  were  two  tumblers,  a jug  of  water, 
and  the  pint-bottle  of  brandy.  It  was  then  close  upon  seven 
o’clock.  As  the  hour  struck,  the  person  described  as  ‘‘Jack’^ 
walked  in. 

He  looked  agitated — I am  happy  to  say  he  looked  violently 
agitated.  The  cheerful  glow  of  anticipated  success  diffused 
itself  (to  use  a strong  expression)  all  over  me,  from  head  to 
foot.  AVith  breathless  interest  I looked  through  my  Peep-hole, 
and  saw  the  visitor — the  “Jack”  of  this  delightful  case — sit 
down,  facing  me,  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  table  to  Mr.  Jay. 
Making  allowance  for  the  difference  in  expression  which  their 
countenances  just  now  happened  to  exhibit,  these  two  aban- 
doned villains  were  so  much  alike  in  other  respects  as  to  lead 
at  once  to  the  conclusion  that  they  were  brothers.  Jack  was 
the  cleaner  man  and  the  better  dressed  of  the  two.  I admit 
that,  at  the  outset.  It  is,  perhaps,  one  of  my  failings  to  push 
justice  and  impartiality  to  their  utmost  limits.  I am  no  Pha- 
risee ; and  wheP3  Vice  has  its  redeeming  point,  I say,  let  Vice 
have  its  due — yes,  yes,  by  all  manner  of  means,  let  Vice  have 
its  due. 

“ AVhat’s  the  matter  now,  Jack  ?”  says  Mr.  Jay. 

“ Can’t  you  see  it  in  my  face  ?”  says  Jack.  “ My  dear  fellow, 
delays  are  dangerous.  Let  us  have  done  with  suspense,  and 
risk  it  the  day  after  to-morrow.” 

“So  soon  as  that?”  cries  Mr.  Jay,  looking  very  much  asto- 
nished. “'Well,  I’m  ready,  if  you  are.  But,  I say.  Jack,  is 
Somebody  Else  ready  too  ? Are  you  quite  sure  of  that  r” 

He  smiled  as  he  spoke — a frightful  smile — and  laid  a very 
strong  emphasis  on  those  two  words,  “ Somebody  Else.”  There 
is  evidently  a third  ruffian,  a nameless  desperado,  concerned  in 
the  business. 

“ Meet  us  to-morrow,”  says  Jack,  “ and  judge  for  yourself. 
Be  in  the  Begent’s  Park  at  eleven  in  the  morning,  and  look 
out  for  us  at  the  turning  that  leads  to  the  Avenue  Boad.” 

“ I’ll  be  there,”  says  Mr.  Jay.  “ Have  a drop  of  brandy  and 
water  ? AVhat  are  you  getting  up  for  ? You’re  not  going 
already  ?” 
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‘‘Tes,  I am,”  says  Jack.  “The  fact  is,  Tm  so  excited  and 
agitated  that  I can’t  sit  still  anywhere  for  five  minutes  toge- 
tlier.  Hidiculous  as  it  may  appear  to  you.  I’m  in  a perpetual 
state  of  nervous  flutter.  I can’t,  for  the  life  of  me,  help  fearing 
that  we  shall  he  found  out.  I fancy  that  every  man  who  looks 
twice  at  me  in  the  street  is  a spy” 

At  those  words,  I thought  my  legs  would  have  given  way 
under  me.  Nothing  but  strength  of  mind  kept  me  at  my 
Peep-hole  — nothing  else,  I give  you  my  word  of  honour. 

“ Stuff  and  nonsense  !”  cries  Mr.  Jay,  with  all  the  effrontery 
of  a veteran  in  crime.  “ AVe  have  kept  the  secret  up  to  this 
time,  and  we  will  manage  cleverly  to  the  end.  Have  a drop 
of  brandy  and  water,  and  you  will  feel  as  certain  about  it  as 
I do.” 

Jack  steadily  refused  the  brandy  and  water,  and  steadily 
persisted  in  taking  his  leave. 

“ I must  try  if  I can’t  walk  it  off,”  he  said.  “ Eemember 
co-morrow  morning-— eleven  o’clock,  Avenue  Eoad  side  of  the 
Eegent’s  Park.” 

With  those  words  he  went  out.  His  hardened  relative 
laughed  desperately,  and  resumed  the  dirty  clay  pipe. 

I sat  down  on  the  side  of  my  bed,  actually  quivering  with 
excitement. 

It  is  clear  to  me  that  no  attempt  has  yet  been  made  to 
change  the  stolen  bank  notes ; and  I may  add  that  Sergeant 
Bulmer  was  of  that  opinion  also,  Avhen  he  left  the  case  in  my 
hands.  What  is  the  natural  conclusion  to  draAV  from  the  con- 
versation which  I have  just  set  down  ? Evidently,  that  the 
confederates  meet  to-morrow  to  take  their  respective  shares  in 
the  stolen  money,  and  to  decide  on  the  safest  means  of  getting 
the  notes  changed  the  day  after.  Mr.  Jay  is,  beyond  a doubt, 
the  leading  criminal  in  this  business,  and  he  will  probably  run 
the  chief  risk — that  of  changing  the  fifty-pound  note.  I shall, 
therefore,  still  make  it  my  business  to  follow  him — attending 
at  the  Eegent’s  Park  to-morroAV,  and  doing  my  best  to  hear 
what  is  said  there.  If  another  appointment  is  made  for  the 
day  after,  I shall,  of  course,  go  to  it.  In  the  meantime,  I shall 
want  the  immediate  assistance  of  two  competent  persons  (sup- 
posing the  rascals  separate  after  their  meeting)  to  follow  the 
two  minor  criminals.  It  is  only  fair  to  add,  that,  if  the  rogues 
all  retire  together,  I shall  probably  keep  my  subordinates  in 
reserve.  Being  naturally  ambitious,  I desire,  if  possible,  to 
have  the  whole  credit  of  discovering  this  robbery  to  myself. 
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8tb  July. 

I have  to  acknowledge,  with  thanks,  the  speedy  arrival  of  my 
two  subordinates — men  of  very  average  abilities,  I am  afraid ; 
but,  fortunately,  I shall  always  be  on  the  spot  to  direct  them. 

My  first  business  this  morning  was,  necessarily,  to  prevent 
mistakes  by  accounting  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yatman  for  the  pre- 
sence of  two  strangers  on  the  scene.  Mr.  Yatman  (between 
ourselves,  a poor  feeble  man)  only  shook  his  head  and  groaned. 
Mrs.  Yatman  (that  superior  woman)  favoured  me  with  a 
charming  look  of  intelligence. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Sharpin!”  she  said,  “I  am  so  sorry  to  see  those 
two  men  ! Your  sending  for  their  assistance  looks  as  if  you 
were  beginning  to  be  doubtful  of  success.” 

I privately  winked  at  her  (she  is  very  good  in  allowing  me 
to  do  so  without  taking  offence),  and  told  her,  in  my  facetious 
way,  that  she  laboured  under  a slight  mistake. 

“ It  is  because  I am  sure  of  success.  Ma’am,  that  I send  for 
them.  I am  determined  to  recover  the  money,  not  for  my  own 
sake  only,  but  for  Mr.  Yatman’s  sake — and  for  yours.” 

I laid  a considerable  amount  of  stress  on  those  last  three 
words.  She  said,  “ Oh,  Mr.  Sharpin !”  again — and  blushed  of 
a heavenly  red — and  looked  down  at  her  work.  I could  go  to 
the  world’s  end  with  that  woman,  if  Mr.  Yatman  would  only 
die. 

I sent  off  the  two  subordinates  to  wait,  until  I wanted  them, 
at  the  Avenue  Eoad  gate  of  the  Eegent’s  Park.  Half  an  hour 
afterwards  I was  following  in  the  same  direction  myself,  at  the 
heels  of  Mr.  Jay. 

The  two  confederates  were  punctual  to  the  appointed  time, 
I blush  to  record  it,  but  it  is  nevertheless  necessary  to  state, 
that  the  third  rogue — -the  nameless  desperado  of  my  report,  or 
if  you  prefer  it,  the  mysterious  “ Somebody  Else”  of  the  con- 
versation between  the  two  brothers — is  a Woman!  and,  what 
is  worse,  a young  woman  1 and  what  is  more  lamentable  still, 
a nice-looking  woman  1 I have  long  resisted  a growieg  con- 
viction, that,  wherever  there  is  mischief  in  this  world,  an 
individual  of  the  fair  sex  is  inevitably  certain  to  be  mixed  up 
in  it.  After  the  experience  of  this  morning,  I can  struggle 
against  that  sad  conclusion  no  longer. — I give  up  the  sex — 
excepting  Mrs.  Yatman,  I give  up  the  sex. 

The  man  named  “ Jack”  offered  the  woman  his  arm.  Mr. 
Jay  placed  himself  on  the  other  side  of  her.  The  three  then 
walked  away  slowly  among  the  trees.  I followed  them  at  a 
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respectful  distance.  My  two  subordinates,  at  a respectful 
distance  also,  followed  me. 

It  was,  I deeply  regret  to  say,  impossible  to  get  near  enough 
to  them  to  overhear  their  conversation,  without  running  too 
great  a risk  of  being  discovered.  I could  only  infer  from  their 
gestures  and  actions  that  they  were  all  three  talking  with  ex- 
traordinary earnestness  on  some  subject  which  deeply  interested 
them.  After  having  been  engaged  in  this  way  a full  quarter 
of  an  hour,  they  suddenly  turned  round  to  retrace  their  steps. 
My  presence  of  mind  did  not  forsake  me  in  this  emergency. 
I signed  to  the  two  subordinates  to  walk  on  carelessly  and  pass 
them,  while  I myself  slipped  dexterously  behind  a tree.  As 
they  came  by  me,  I heard  Jack”  address  these  words  to  Mr. 
Jay;— 

Let  us  say  half  past  ten  to-morrow  morning.  And  mind 
you  come  in  a cab.  We  had  better  not  risk  taking  one  in  this 
neighbourhood.” 

Mr.  Jay  made  some  brief  reply,  which  I could  not  overhear. 
They  walked  back  to  the  place  at  which  they  had  met,  shaking 
hands  there  v/ith  an  audacious  cordiality  which  it  quite  sickened 
me  to  see.  They  then  separated.  I followed  Mr.  Jay.  My 
subordinates  paid  the  same  delicate  attention  to  the  other  two. 

Instead  of  taking  me  back  to  Eutherford  Street,  Mr.  Jay 
led  me  to  the  Strand.  He  stopped  at  a dingy,  disreputable- 
looking house,  which,  according  to  the  inscription  over  the 
door,  was  a newspaper  office,  but  which,  in  my  judgment,  had 
all  the  external  appearance  of  a place  devoted  to  the  reception 
of  stolen  goods. 

After  remaining  inside  for  a few  minutes,  he  came  out, 
whistling,  with  his  finger  and  thumb  in  his  waistcoat  pocket. 
A less  discreet  man  than  myself  would  have  arrested  him  on 
the  spot.  I remembered  th.e  necessity  of  catching  the  two 
confederates,  and  the  importance  of  not  interfering  with  the 
appointment  that  had  been  made  for  the  next  morning.  Such 
coolness  as  tliis,  under  trying  circumstances,  is  rarely  to  be 
found,  I should  imagine,  in  a young  beginner,  whose  reputation 
as  a detective  policeman  is  still  to  make. 

Erom  the  house  of  suspicious  appearance,  Mr.  Jay  betook 
himself  to  a cigar-divan,  and  read  the  magazines  over  a cheroot. 
I sat  at  a table  near  him,  and  read  the  magazines  likewise  over 
a cheroot.  Erom  the  divan  he  strolled  to  the  tavern  and  had 
his  chops.  I strolled  to  the  tavern  and  had  my  chops.  AVhen 
he  had  done,  he  w^ent  back  to  his  lodging.  AVlien  1 had  done, 
[ went  back  to  mine.  He  was  ovexxome  with  di^owsiness  eaijj 
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in  tlie  evening,  and  went  to  bed.  As  soon  as  I heard  him 
snoring,  I was  overcome  with  drowsiness,  and  went  to  bed  also. 

Early  in  the  morning  my  two  subordinates  came  to  make 
their  report. 

They  had  seen  the  man  named  “ Jack”  leave  the  woman  near 
the  gate  of  an  apparently  respectable  villa-residence,  not  far 
from  the  Eegent’s  Park.  Left  to  himself,  he  took  a turning  to 
the  right,  which  led  to  a sort  of  suburban  street,  principally 
inhabited  by  shopkeepers.  He  stopped  at  the  private  door  of 
one  of  the  houses,  and  let  himself  in  with  his  own  key — looking 
about  him  as  he  opened  the  door,  and  staring  suspiciously  at 
my  men  as  they  lounged  along  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way. 
These  were  all  the  particulars  which  the  subordinates  had  to 
communicate.  I kept  them  in  my  room  to  attend  on  me,  if 
needful,  and  mounted  to  my  Peep-hole  to  have  a look  at 
Mr.  Jaj^ 

He  was  occupied  in  dressing  himself,  and  was  taking  extra- 
ordinary pains  to  destroy  all  traces  of  the  natural  slovenliness 
of  his  appearance.  This  was  precisely  what  I expected.  A 
vagabond  like  Mr.  Jay  knows  the  importance  of  giving  himself 
a respectable  look  when  he  is  going  to  run  the  risk  of  changing 
a stolen  bank  note.  At  five  minutes  past  ten  o’clock,  he  had 
given  the  last  brush  to  his  shabby  hat  and  the  last  scouring 
with  bread-crumb  to  his  dirty  gloves.  At  ten  minutes  past 
ten  he  was  in  the  street,  on  his  way  to  the  nearest  cab-stand, 
and  I and  my  subordinates  were  close  on  his  heels. 

He  took  a cab,  and  we  took  a cab.  I had  not  overheard 
them  appoint  a place  of  meeting,  when  following  them  in  the 
Park  on  the  previous  day  ; but  I soon  found  that  we  were  pro- 
ceeding in  the  old  direction  of  the  Avenue  Hoad  gate. 

The  cab  in  which  Mr.  Jay  was  riding  turned  into  the  Park 
slowly.  "We  stopped  outside,  to  avoid  exciting  suspicion.  I 
got  out  to  follow  the  cab  on  foot.  Just  as  I did  so,  1 saw  it 
stop,  and  detected  the  two  confederates  approaching  it  from 
among  the  trees.  They  got  in,  a.nd  the  cab  was  turned  about 
directly.  I ran  back  to  my  own  cab,  and  told  the  driver  to  let 
them  pass  him,  and  then  to  follow  as  before. 

The  man  obeyed  my  directions,  but  so  clumsily  as  to  excite 
their  suspicions.  "We  had  been  driving  after  them  about  three 
minutes  (returning  along  the  road  by  which  we  had  advanced) 
when  I looked  out  of  the  window  to  see  how  far  they  might  be 
::head  of  us.  As  I did  this,  I saw  two  hats  popped  out  of  the 
windows  of  tbeir  cab,  and  two  faces  looking  back  at  me.  I 
sank  into  my  place  in  a cold  sweat  j — the  expression  is  coarse, 


204 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS. 

but  no  other  form  of  words  can  describe  my  condition  at  that 
trying  moment. 

“We  are  found  out !”  I said  faintly  to  my  two  subordinates. 
They  stared  at  me  in  astonishment.  My  feeliugs  changed  in- 
stantly from  the  depth  of  despair  to  the  height  of  indignation. 

“ It  is  the  cabman’s  fault.  Gret  out,  one  of  you,”  I said,  with 
dignity — “ get  out,  and  punch  his  head.” 

Instead  of  following  my  directions  (I  should  wish  this  act 
of  disobedience  to  be  reported  at  head-quarters)  they  both 
looked  out  of  the  window.  Before  I could  pull  them  back, 
they  both  sat  down  again.  Before  I could  express  my  just  in- 
dignation , they  both  grinned,  and  said  to  me,  “ Please  to  look 
out,  sir !” 

I did  look  out.  The  thieves’  cab  had  stopped. 

Where  ? 

At  a church  door ! ! ! 

What  effect  this  discovery  might  have  had  upon  the  ordinary 
run  of  men,  I don’t  know.  Being  of  a strong  religious  turn 
myself,  it  filled  me  with  horror.  I have  often  read  of  the  un- 
principled cunning  of  criminal  persons;  but  I never  before 
heard  of  three  thieves  attempting  to  double  on  their  pursuers 
by  entering  a church  ! The  sacrilegious  audacity  of  that  pro- 
ceeding is,  I should  think,  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  crime. 

I checked  my  grinning  subordinates  by  a frown.  It  was 
easy  to  see  what  was  passing  in  their  superficial  minds.  If  I 
had  not  been  able  to  look  below  the  surface,  I might,  on 
observing  two  nicely-dressed  men  and  one  nicely-dressed 
woman  enter  a church  before  eleven  in  the  morning  on  a week 
day,  have  come  to  the  same  hasty  conclusion  at  Avhich  my  in- 
feriors had  evidently  arrived.  As  it  was,  appearances  had  no 
power  to  impose  on  me.  I got  out,  and,  followed  by  one  of 
my  men,  entered  the  church.  The  other  man  I sent  round  to 
watch  the  vestry  door.  You  may  catch  a weasel  asleep — but 
not  your  humble  servant,  Matthew  Sharpin ! 

We  stole  up  the  gallery  stairs,  diverged  to  the  organ  loft 
and  peered  through  the  curtains  in  front.  There  they  were 
all  three,  sitting  in  a pew  below — yes,  incredible  as  it  may  ap- 
pear, sitting  in  a pew  below ! 

Before  I could  determine  what  to  do,  a clergyman  made  hia 
appearance  in  full  canonicals,  from  the  vestry  door,  followed  by 
a clerk.  My  brain  whirled,  and  my  eyesight  grew  dim.  Dark 
remembrances  of  robberies  committed  in  vestries  floated  through 
my  mind.  I trembled  for  the  excellent  man  in  full  canonicals 
—I  even  trembled  for  the  clerk. 
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The  clergyman  placed  liimseli*  inside  the  altar  rails.  The 
three  desperadoes  approached  him.  He  opened  his  book,  and 
began  to  read.  What  ? — you  will  ask. 

I answer,  without  the  slightest  hesitation,  the  first  lines  of 
the  Marriage  Service. 

My  subordinate  had  the  audacity  to  look  at  me,  and  then 
to  stuff  his  pocket-handkerchief  into  his  month.  I scorned  to 
pay  any  attention  to  him.  After  I had  discovered  that  the 
man  Jack”  was  the  bridegroom,  and  that  the  man  Jay  acted 
the  part  of  father,  and  gave  away  the  bride,  I left  the  church, 
followed  by  my  man,  and  joined  the  other  subordinate  outside 
the  vestry  door.  Some  people  in  my  position  would  now  have 
felt  rather  crestfallen,  and  would  have  begun  to  think  that  they 
had  made  a very  foolish  mistake.  JSTot  the  faintest  misgiving 
of  any  kind  troubled  me.  I did  not  feel  in  the  slightest  degree 
depreciated  in  my  own  estimation.  And  even  now,  after  a 
lapse  of  three  hours,  my  mind  remains,  I am  happy  to  say,  in 
the  same  calm  and  hopeful  condition. 

As  soon  as  I and  my  subordinates  were  assembled  together 
outside  the  church,  I intimated  my  intention  of  still  following 
the  other  cab,  in  spite  of  what  had  occurred.  My  reason  for 
deciding  on  this  course  will  appear  presently.  The  two  sub- 
ordinates were  astonished  at  my  resolution.  One  of  them  had 
the  impertinence  to  say  to  me : — 

“ If  you  please,  sir,  who  is  it  that  we  are  after  ? A man  who 
has  stolen  money,  or  a man  who  has  stolen  a wife  ?” 

The  other  low  person  encouraged  him  by  laughing.  Both 
have  deserved  an  official  reprimand ; and  both,  I sincerely  trust, 
will  be  sure  to  get  it. 

When  the  marriage  ceremony  was  over,  the  three  got  into 
their  cab ; and  once  more  our  vehicle  (neatly  hidden  round  the 
corner  of  the  church,  so  that  they  could  not  suspect  it  to  be 
near  them)  started  to  follow  theirs. 

We  traced  them  to  the  terminus  of  the  South-Western  Eail- 
way.  The  newly-married  couple  took  tickets  for  Eichmond — 
paying  their  fare  with  a half-sovereign,  and  so  depriving  me  of 
the  pleasure  of  arresting  them,  which  I should  certainly  have 
done,  if  they  had  offered  a bank-note.  They  parted  from  Mr. 
Jay,  saying,  ‘‘  Eemember  the  address, — 14,  Babylon  Terrace. 
You  dine  with  us  to-morrow  week.”  Mr.  Jay  accepted  the 
invitation,  and  added,  jocosely,  that  he  was  going  home  at  once 
to  get  off  his  clean  clothes,  and  to  be  comfortable  and  dirty 
again  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  I have  to  report  that  I saw  him 
home  safely,  and  that  he  is  comfortable  and  dirty  again  (to  use 
hia  ^wn  disgraceful  language)  at  the  present  moment. 
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Here  tlie  affair  rests,  having  by  this  time  reached  what  I may 
call  its  first  stage. 

I know  very  well  what  persons  of  hasty  judgment  will  be 
inclined  to  say  of  my  proceedings  thus  far.  They  will  assert 
that  I have  been  deceiving  myself  all  through,  in  the  most  ab- 
surd way ; they  will  declare  that  the  suspicious  conversations 
which  I have  reported,  referred  solely  to  the  difiiculties  and 
dangers  of  successfully  carrying  out  a runaway  match ; and 
they  will  appeal  to  the  scene  in  the  church,  as  offering  un- 
deniable proof  of  the  correctness  of  their  assertions.  So  let  it 
be.  I dispute  nothing  up  to  this  point.  But  I ask  a question, 
out  of  the  depths  of  my  own  sagacity  as  a man  of  the  world, 
which  the  bitterest  of  my  enemies  will  not,  I think,  find  it 
particularly  easy  to  answer. 

Grranted  the  fact  of  the  marriage,  what  proof  does  it  afford 
me  of  the  innocence  of  the  three  persons  concerned  in  that 
clandestine  transaction  ? It  gives  me  none.  On  the  contrary, 
it  strengthens  my  suspicions  against  Mr.  Jay  and  his  con- 
federates, because  it  suggests  a distinct  motive  for  their  stealing 
the  money.  A gentleman  who  is  going  to  spend  his  honeymoon 
at  Bichmond  wants  money ; and  a gentleman  who  is  in  debt 
to  all  his  tradespeople  wants  money.  Is  this  an  unjustifiable 
imputation  of  bad  motives  ? In  the  name  of  outraged  morality, 
I deny  it.  These  men  have  combined  together,  and  have  stolen 
a woman.  Why  should  they  not  combine  together,  and  steal  a 
cash-box  ? I take  my  stand  on  the  logic  of  rigid  virtue ; and 
I defy  all  the  sophistry  of  vice  to  move  me  an  inch  out  of  my 
position. 

Speaking  of  virtue,  I may  add  that  I have  put  this  view^  of 
the  case  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yatman.  That  accomplished  and 
charming  woman  found  it  difidcult,  at  first,  to  follow  the  close 
chain  of  my  reasoning.  I am  free  to  confess  that  she  shook 
her  head,  and  shed  tears,  and  joined  her  husband  in  premature 
lamentation  over  the  loss  of  the  two  hundred  pounds.  But  a 
little  careful  explanation  on  my  part,  and  a little  attentive 
listening  on  hers,  ultimately  changed  her  opinion.  She  now 
agrees  with  me,  that  there  is  nothing  in  this  unexpected  cir- 
cumstance of  the  clandestine  marriage  which  absolutely  tends 
to  divert  suspicion  from  Mr.  Jay,  or  Mr.  ‘‘Jack,”  or  the  run- 
away lady.  “ Audacious  hussy”  was  the  term  my  fair  friend 
used  in  speaking  of  her,  but  let  that  pass.  It  is  more  to  the 
purpose  to  record  that  Mrs.  Yatman  has  not  lost  confidence  in 
me  and  that  Mr.  Yatman  promises  to  follow  her  example,  and 
do  his  best  to  look  hopefully  for  future  results. 
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I ];ave  now,  in  the  new  turn  that  circumstances  have  taken, 
to  await  advice  from  your  office.  I pause  for  fresli  orders  with 
all  the  composure  of  a man  who  has  got  two  strings  to  his  bow. 
When  I traced  the  three  confederates  from  the  church  door  to 
the  railway  terminus,  I had  two  motives  for  doing  so.  Pirst, 
I followed  them  as  a matter  of  official  business,  believing  them 
still  to  have  been  guilty  of  the  robbery.  Secondly,  I followed 
them  as  a matter  of  private  speculation,  with  a view  of  dis- 
covering the  place  of  refuge  to  which  the  runaway  couple  in- 
tended to  retreat,  and  of  making  my  information  a marketable 
commodity  to  offer  to  the  young  lady’s  family  and  friends. 
Thus,  whatever  happens,  I may  congratulate  myself  beforehand 
on  not  having  wasted  my  time.  If  the  office  approves  of  my 
conduct,  I have  my  plan  ready  for  further  proceedings.  If  the 
office  blames  me,  I shall  take  myself  off,  with  my  marketable 
information,  to  the  genteel  villa-residence  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  Kegent’s  Park.  Any  way,  the  affair  puts  money  into 
my  pocket,  and  does  credit  to  my  penetration  as  an  uncommonly 
sharp  man. 

I have  only  one  word  more  to  add,  and  it  is  this : — If  any 
individual  ventures  to  assert  that  Mr.  Jay  and  his  confederates 
are  innocent  of  all  share  in  the  stealing  of  the  cash-box,  I,  in 
return,  defy  that  individual — though  he  may  even  be  Chief 
Inspector  Theakstone  himself — to  tell  me  who  has  committed 
the  robbery  at  Eutherford  Street,  Soho. 

I have  the  honour  to  be. 

Tour  very  obedient  servant, 

Matthew  Shabpij^. 


FBOM  CniEF  INSPECTOR  THEAKSTQNE  TO  SERGEANT  RTJLMER. 

Birmingham,  July  9tb. 

Sergeant  Bulmer, 

That  empty-headed  pupp.Y,  Mr.  Matthew  Sharpin,  has  m.ade 
a mess  of  the  case  at  Eutherford  Street,  exactly  as  I expected 
he  would.  Business  keeps  me  in  this  town ; so  I write  to  you 
to  set  the  matter  straight.  I enclose,  with  this,  the  pages  of 
feeble  scribble-scrabble  which  the  creature,  Sharpin,  calls  a 
report.  Look  them  over  ; and  when  you  have  made  your  way 
through  all  the  gabble,  I think  you  will  agree  with  me  that 
the  conceited  booby  has  looked  for  the  thief  in  every  direction 
but  the  right  one.  You  can  lay  your  hand  on  the  guilty  person 
la  five  minutes,  now.  Settle  the  case  at  once  ; forward  your 
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report  to  me  at  this  place ; and  tell  Mr.  Sharpin  that  Le  h 
suspended  till  further  notice. 

Yours, 

Teancis  Tbleaestone. 


FEOM  SERGEANT  BULMEE  TO  CKIEE  IJfSPECTOE  TIIEAKSTOXE. 

London,  July  lOih. 

Ikspectou  Theakstone, 

Tour  letter  and  enclosure  came  safe  to  hand.  Wise  men, 
they  say,  may  always  learn  something,  even  from  a fool.  Ey 
the  time  I had  got  through  Sharpin’s  maundering  report  of  his 
own  folly,  I saw  my  way  clear  enough  to  the  end  of  the 
Eutherford  Street  case,  just  as  you  thought  I should.  In  half 
an  hour’s  time  I was  at  the  house.  The  first  person  I saw 
there  was  Mr.  Sharpin  himself. 

‘‘  Have  you  come  to  help  me  ?”  says  he. 

“ Not  exactly,”  says  I.  “I’ve  come  to  tell  you  that  you  are 
suspended  till  further  notice.” 

“ Very  good,”  says  lie,  not  taken  down,  by  so  much  as  a 
single  peg,  in  his  own  estimation.  “ I thought  you  would  be 
jealous  of  me.  It’s  very  natural ; and  I don’t  blame  you. 
Walk  in,  pray,  and  make  yourself  at  home.  I’m  off  to  do  a 
little  detective  business  on  my  own  account,  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  Eegent’s  Park.  Ta-ta,  sergeant,  ta-ta  !” 

With  those  words  he  took  himself  out  of  the  way — which 
was  exactly  what  I wanted  him  to  do. 

As  soon  as  the  maid-servant  had  shut  the  door,  I told  her 
to  inform  her  master  that  I wanted  to  say  a word  to  him  in 
private.  She  showed  me  into  the  parlour  behind  the  shop ; 
and  there  was  Mr.  Yatman,  all  alone,  reading  the  newspaper. 

“ About  this  matter  of  the  robbery,  sir,”  says  I. 

He  cut  me  short,  peevishly  enough — being  naturally  a poor, 
weak,  womanish  sort  of  man.  “Yes,  yes,  I know,”  says  he. 
“ You  have  come  to  tell  me  that  your  wonderfully  clever  man, 
who  has  bored  holes  in  my  second-floor  partition,  has  made  a 
mistake,  and  is  off  the  scent  of  the  scoundrel  who  has  stolen 
my  money.” 

“ Yes,  sir,”  says  I.  “ That  is  one  of  the  things  I came  to 
tell  you.  But  I have  got  something  else  to  say,  besides  that.” 

“ Can  you  tell  me  who  the  thief  is  ?”  says  he,  more  pettish 
than  ever. 

“ Yes,  sir,”  says  I,  “ I think  I can.” 

A .. 
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He  put  down  the  newspaper,  and  began  to  look  rather 
anxious  and  frightened. 

“ Not  my  shopman  says  he.  “ I hope,  for  the  man’s  own 
sake,  it’s  not  my  shopman.” 

“ Guess  again,  sir,”  says  I. 

“ That  idle  slut,  the  maid  ?”  says  he. 

“ She  is  idle,  sir,”  says  I,  and  she  is  also  a slut ; my  first 
inquiries  about  her  proved  as  much  as  that.  But  she’s  not 
the  thief.” 

^‘Then  in  the  name  of  heaven,  who  is  ?”  says  he. 

“Will  you  please  to  prepare  yourself  for  a very  disagreeable 
surprise,  sir  ?”  says  I.  “ And  in  case  you  lose  your  temper, 
will  you  excuse  my  remarking  that  I am  the  stronger  man  of 
the  two,  and  that,  if  you  allow  yourself  to  lay  hands  on  me, 
I may  unintentionally  hurt  you,  in  pure  self-defence  ?” 

He  turned  as  pale  as  ashes,  and  pushed  his  chair  two  or 
three  feet  away  from  me. 

“ You  have  asked  me  to  tell  you,  sir,  who  has  taken  your 
money,”  I went  on.  “ If  you  insist  on  my  giving  you  an 
answer — ” 

“ I do  insist,”  he  said,  faintly.  “ Who  has  taken  it  ?” 

“Tour  wife  has  taken  it,”  I said  very  quietly,  and  very 
positively  at  the  same  time. 

He  jumped  out  of  the  chair  as  if  I had  put  a knife  into  him, 
and  struck  his  fist  on  the  table,  so  heavily  that  the  wood 
cracked  again. 

“ Steady,  sir,”  says  I.  “ Plying  into  a passion  won’t  help 
you  to  the  truth.” 

“ It’s  a lie  !”  says  he,  with  another  smack  of  his  fist  on  the 
table — “ a base,  vile,  infamous  lie  ! How  dare  you — ” 

He  stopped,  and  fell  back  into  the  chair  again,  looked  about 
him  in  a bewildered  way,  and  ended  by  bursting  out  crying. 

“ When  your  better  sense  comes  back  to  you,  sir,”  says  I, 
“ I am  sure  you  will  be  gentleman  enough  to  make  an  apology 
for  the  language  you  have  just  used.  In  the  meantime,  please 
to  listen,  if  you  can,  to  a word  of  explanation.  Mr.  Sharpin 
has  sent  in  a report  to  our  inspector,  of  the  most  irregular 
and  ridiculous  kind  ; setting  down,  not  only  all  his  own  foolish 
doings  and  sayings,  but  the  doings  and  sayings  of  Mrs.  Yat- 
man  as  well.  In  most  cases,  such  a document  would  have 
been  fit  for  the  waste-paper  basket ; but,  in  this  particular 
case,  it  so  happens  that  Mr.  Sharpin’s  budget  of  nonsense 
leads  to  a certain  conclusion,  which  the  simpleton  of  a writer 
has  been  quite  innocent  of  suspecting  from  the  beginning  to 
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the  end.  Of  that  conclusion  I am  so  sure,  that  I will  fcrfeit 
mj  place,  if  it  does  not  turn  out  that  Mrs.  Yatman  has  been 
practising  upon  the  folly  and  conceit  of  this  young  man,  and 
that  she  has  tried  to  shield  herself  from  discovery  by  purposely 
encouraging  him  to  suspect  the  wrong  persons.  I tell  you 
that  confidently ; and  I will  even  go  further.  I will  under- 
take to  give  a decided  opinion  as  to  why  Mrs.  Yatman  took 
the  money,  and  what  she  has  done  with  it,  or  with  a part  of  it. 
Nobody  can  look  at  that  lady,  sir,  without  being  struck  by  the 
great  taste  and  beauty  of  her  dress — 

As  I said  those  last  words,  the  poor  man  seemed  to  find  his 
powers  of  speech  again.  He  cut  me  short  directly,  as  haugh- 
tily as  if  he  had  been  a duke  instead  of  a stationer. 

Try  some  other  means  of  justifying  your  vile  calumny 
against  my  wife,”  says  he.  Her  milliner’s  bill  for  the  past 
year,  is  on  my  file  of  receipted  accounts  at  this  moment.” 

lExcuse  me,  sir,”  says  I,  “ but  that  proves  nothing.  Mil- 
liners, I must  tell  you,  have  a certain  rascally  custom  which 
comes  within  the  daily  experience  of  our  office.  A married 
lady  who  wishes  it,  can  keep  two  accounts  at  her  dressmaker’s ; 
— one  is  the  account  vffiich  her  husband  sees  and  pays ; the 
other  is  the  private  account,  which  contains  all  the  extravagant 
items,  and  which  the  wife  pays  secretly,  by  instalments,  when- 
ever she  can.  According  to  our  usual  experience,  these  instal- 
ments are  mostly  squeezed  out  of  the  housekeeping  money. 
In  your  case,  I suspect  no  instalments  have  been  paid ; pro- 
ceedings have  been  threatened ; Mrs.  Yatman,  knowing  your 
altered  circumstances,  has  felt  herself  driven  into  a corner ; 
and  she  has  paid  her  private  account  out  of  your  cash-box.” 

‘‘I  won’t  believe  it,”  says  he.  ‘‘ Every  word  you  speak  is 
an  abominable  insult  to  me  and  to  my  wife.” 

Are  you  man  enough,  sir,”  says  I,  taking  him  up  short,  in 
order  to  save  time  and  words,  “ to  get  that  receipted  bill  you 
spoke  of  just  now  ofi*  the  file,  and  come  with  me  at  once  to 
the  milliner’s  shop  where  Mi’s.  Yatman  deals  ?” 

He  turned  red  in  the  face  at  that,  got  the  bill  directly,  and 
put  on  his  hat.  I took  out  of  my  pocket-book  the  list  contain- 
ing the  numbers  of  the  lost  notes,  and  we  left  the  house  to- 
gether immediately. 

Arrived  at  the  milliner’s  (one  of  the  expensive  West-end 
houses,  as  I expected),  I asked  for  a private  interview,  on  im- 
portant business,  with  the  mistress  of  the  concern.  It  was 
not  the  first  time  that  she  and  I had  met  over  the  same  delicate 
investigation.  The  moment  she  set  eyes  on  me,  she  sent  foi 
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her  husband.  I mentioned  who  Mr.  Yatman  was,  and  whafc 
we  wanted. 

“This  is  strictly  private  ?”  inquires  her  husband.  I nodded 
my  head. 

“ And  confidential  ?’*  says  the  wife.  I nodded  again. 

“ Do  you  see  any  objection,  dear,  to  obliging  the  sergeant 
with  a sight  of  the  books  ?”  says  the  husband. 

“ JS'one  in  the  world,  love,  if  you  approve  of  it,’’  says  the 
wife. 

All  this  while  poor  Mr.  Yatman  sat  looking  the  picture  of 
astonishment  and  distress,  quite  out  of  place  at  our  polite  coe^ 
ference.  The  books  were  brought — and  one  minute’s  look 
at  the  pages  in  which  Mrs.  Yatman’s  name  figured  was  enough, 
and  more  than  enough,  to  prove  the  truth  of  every  word  I had 
spoken. 

There,  in  one  book,  was  the  husband's  account,  which  Mr. 
Yatman  had  settled.  And  there,  in  the  other,  was  the  private 
account,  crossed  off  also;  the  date  of  settlement  being  the 
very  day  after  the  loss  of  the  cash-box.  This  said  private  ac- 
count amounted  to  the  sum  of  a hundred  and  seventy-five 
pounds,  odd  shillings;  and  it  extended  over  a period  of  three 
years.  Not  a single  instalment  had  been  paid  on  it.  Dnder 
the  last  line  was  an  entry  to  this  effect : “ Written  to  for  the 

third  time,  June  23rd.”  I pointed  to  it,  and  asked  the  milliner 
if  that  meant  “last  June.”  Yes,  it  di(imean  last  June;  and 
she  now  deeply  regretted  to  say  that  it  had  been  accompanied 
by  a threat  of  legal  proceedings. 

“ I thought  you  gave  good  customers  more  than  three  years’ 
credit  ?”  says  I. 

The  milliner  looks  at  Mr.  Yatman,  and  whispers  to  me — 

Not  when  a lady’s  husband  gets  into  difficulties.” 

She  pointed  to  the  account  as  she  spoke.  The  entries  after 
the  time  when  Mr.  Yatman’s  circumstances  became  involved 
were  just  as  extravagant,  for  a person  in  his  wife’s  situation, 
as  the  entries  for  the  year  before  that  period.  If  the  lady  had 
economized  in  other  things,  she  had  certainly  not  economized 
in  the  matter  of  dress. 

There  was  nothing  left  now  but  to  examine  the  cash-book, 
for  form’s  sake.  The  money  had  been  paid  in  notes,  the 
amounts  and  numbers  of  which  exactly  tallied  with  the  figures 
set  down  in  my  list. 

After  that,  I thought  it  best  to  get  Mr.  Yatman  out  of  the 
house  immediately.  He  was  in  such  a pitiable  condition,  that 
1 called  a cab  and  accompanied  him  home  in  it.  At  first  he 

f 2 


212 


THE  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS. 


cried  and  raved  like  a child : but  I soon  quieted  him — and  I 
must  add,  to  his  credit,  that  he  made  me  a most  handsome  apo- 
logy for  his  language,  as  the  cab  drew  up  at  his  house-door.  In 
return,  I tried  to  give  him  some  advice  about  how  to  set  matters 
right,  for  the  future,  with  his  wife.  He  paid  very  little  atten- 
tion to  me,  and  went  upstairs  muttering  to  himself  about  a 
separation.  "Whether  Mrs.  Yatman  will  come  cleverly  out  of 
the  scrape  or  not,  seems  doubtful.  I should  say,  myself,  that 
she  will  go  into  screeching  hysterics,  and  so  frighten  the  poor 
man  into  forgiving  her.  But  this  is  no  business  of  ours.  So 
far  as  we  are  concerned,  the  case  is  now  at  an  end  ; and  the 
present  report  may  come  to  a conclusion  along  with  it. 

I remain,  accordingly,  yours  to  command, 

Thomas  Bulmee. 

P.S. — I have  to  add,  that,  on  leaving  Eutherford  Street,  I 
met  Mr.  Matthew  Sharpin  coming  to  pack  up  his  things. 

‘‘  Only  think !’’  says  he,  rubbing  his  hands  in  great  spirits, 

IVe  been  to  the  genteel  villa-residence ; and  the  moment  I 
mentioned  my  business,  they  kicked  me  out  directly.  There 
were  two  witnesses  of  the  assault ; and  it’s  worth  a hundred 
pounds  to  me,  if  it’s  worth  a farthing.” 

“ I wish  you  joy  of  your  luck,”  says  I. 

“ Thank  you,”  says  he.  “ When  may  I pay  you  the  same 
compliment  on  finding  the  thief?” 

“ Whenever  you  like,’^  says  I,  ‘‘  for  the  thief  is  found.” 

‘‘  Just  what  I expected,”  says  he.  “ I’ve  done  all  the  work  ; 
and  now  you  cut  in,  and  claim  all  the  credit — Mr.  Jay  of 
course  ?” 

No,”  says  I. 

“ Who  is  it  then  ?”  says  he. 

“ Ask  Mrs.  Yatman,”  says  I.  She’s  waiting  to  tell  you.” 

‘‘  All  right ! I’d  much  rather  hear  it  from  that  charming 
woman  than  from  you,”  says  he,  and  goes  into  the  house  in  a 
mighty  hurry. 

What  do  you  think  of  that.  Inspector  Theakstone?  Would 
you  like  to  stand  in  Mr.  Sharpin’ s shoes  ? I shouldn’t,  I can 
promise  you ! 


TEOM  CHIEF  INSPECTOE  THEAKSTONE 
SHAEPIN. 


TO  ME.  MATTHEW 


July  12  th. 


SlE, 

Sergeant  Bulmer  has  already  told  you  to  consider  yourself 
suspended  until  further  notice.  I have  now  authority  to  add, 
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tli.nt  your  services  as  a member  of  the  Detective  Police  are 
I positively  declined.  You  will  please  to  take  this  letter  asnoti- 
ij  ing  ojB&cially  your  dismissal  from  the  force. 

I may  inform  you,  privately,  that  your  rejection  is  not  in- 
tended to  cast  any  reflections  on  your  character.  It  merely 
implies  that  you  are  not  quite  sharp  enough  for  our  purpose. 
If  we  are  to  have  a new  recruit  among  us,  we  should  inflnitely 
prefer  Mrs.  Tatman. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

Prancis  Theakstone. 

NOTE  ON  THE  PRECEDING  CORRESPONDENCE,  ADDED  BY  MR.  THEAKSTONE. 

The  Inspector  is  not  in  a position  to  append  any  explanations  of  im- 
portance to  the  last  of  the  letters.  It  has  been  discovered  that  Mr. 
Alatthew  Sharpin  left  the  house  in  Rutherford  Street  five  minutes  after  his 
interview  outside  of  it  with  Sergeant  Bulmer — his  manner  expressing  the 
liveliest  emotions  of  terror  and  astonishment,  and  his  left  cheek  displaying 
a bright  patch  of  red,  which  might  have  been  the  result  of  a slap  on  the 
face  from  a female  hand.  He  was  also  heard,  by  the  shopman  at  Ruther- 
ford Street,  to  use  a very  shocking  expression  in  reference  to  Mrs.  Yatman  ; 
and  was  seen  to  clench  his  fist  vindictively,  as  he  ran  round  the  corner  of 
the  street.  Nothing  more  has  been  heard  of  him;  and  it  is  conjectured 
that  he  has  left  London  with  the  intention  of  ofiering  his  valuable  services 
to  the  provincial  police. 

On  the  interesting  domestic  subject  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yatman  still  less  is 
known.  It  has,  however,  been  positively  ascertained  that  the  medical 
attendant  of  the  family  was  sent  for  in  a great  hurry,  on  the  day  when 
Mr,  Yatman  returned  from  the  milliner’s  shop.  The  neighbouring 
chemist  received,  soon  afterwards,  a prescription  of  a soothing  nature  to 
make  up  for  Mrs.  Yatman,  The  day  after,  Mr.  Yatman  purchased  some 
smelling-salts  at  the  shop,  and  afterwards  appeared  at  the  circulating 
library  to  ask  for  a novel,  descriptive  of  high  life,  that  would  amuse  an 
invalid  lady.  It  has  been  inferred  from  these  circumstances  that  he  has 
not  thought  it  desirable  to  carry  out  his  threat  of  separating  himself  from 
his  wife — at  least  in  the  present  (presumed)  condition  of  that  lady’s  sensi- 
tive  nervous  system. 


THE  SEVENTH  DAY. 


Fine  enomgli  for  our  guest  to  go  out  again.  Long,  feathery 
lines  of  white  cloud  are  wa\  ing  upward  in  the  sky — a sign  of 
coming  wind. 

There  was  a steamer  telegraphed,  yesterday,  from  the  West 
Indies.  When  the  next  vessel  is  announced  from  abroad,  will 
it  be  George’s  ship  ? 

I don’t  know  how  my  brothers  feel  to-day ; but  the  sudden 
cessation  of  my  own  literary  labours  has  left  me  in  bad 
spirits.  I tried  to  occupy  my  mind  by  reading;  but  my 
attention  wandered.  I went  out  into  the  garden;  but  it 
looked  dreary — the  autumn  flowers  were  few  and  far  between 
— the  lawn  was  soaked  and  sodden  with  yesterday’s  rain.  I 
wandered  into  Owen’s  room.  He  had  returned  to  his  painting, 
but  was  not  working,  as  it  struck  me,  with  his  customary 
assiduity  and  his  customary  sense  of  enjoyment. 

We  had  a long  talk  together  about  George  and  Jessie,  and 
the  future.  Owen  urged  me  to  risk  speaking  of  my  son  in  her 
presence  once  more,  on  the  chance  of  making  her  betray  her- 
self on  a second  occasion,  and  I determined  to  take  his  advice. 
But  she  was  in  such  high  spirits,  when  she  came  home  to  dinner 
on  this  Seventh  Day,  and  seemed  so  incapable,  for  the  time 
being,  of  either  feeling  or  speaking  seriously,  that  I thought  it 
wdser  to  wait,  till  her  variable  mood  altered  again  with  the  next 
wet  day. 

The  number  drawn  this  evening  was  Eight — being  the  num- 
ber of  the  story  which  it  had  cost  Owen  so  much  labour  to 
write.  He  looked  a little  fluttered  and  anxious  as  he  opened 
the  manuscript.  This  was  the  first  occasion  on  which  his 
ability  as  a narrator  was  to  be  brought  to  the  test ; and  I saw 
him  glance  nervously  at  Jessie’s  attentive  face. 
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I need  not  trouble  you  with  much  in  the  way  of  preface,*’ 
he  said.  “ This  is  the  story  of  a very  remarkable  event  in  the 
life  of  one  of  my  brother  clergymen.  He  and  I became 
acquainted  through  being  associated  with  each  other  in  the 
management  of  a Missionary  Society.  I saw  him  for  the  last 
time  in  London,  when  he  was  about  to  leave  his  country  and 
his  friends  for  ever;  and  was  then  informed  of  the  circum*- 
stances  which  have  afforded  the  material  for  this  narriu  iyf?^,^ 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

If  you  had  been  in  the  far  "West  of  England  about  thirteen 
years  since,  and  if  you  had  happened  to  take  up  one  of  the 
Cornish  newspapers  on  a certain  day  of  the  month  which  need 
not  be  specially  mentioned,  you  would  have  seen  this  notice  of 
a marriage  at  the  top  of  a column : — 

On  the  third  instant,  at  the  parish  church,  the  Reverend  Alfred  Carling, 
Rector  of  Penliddy,  to  Emily  Harriet,  relict  of  the  late  Fergus  Duncan, 
Esq.,  of  Grlendarn,  H.B. 

The  rector’s  marriage  did  not  produce  a very  favourable  im- 
pression in  the  town,  solely  in  consequence  of  the  unaccount- 
ably private,  and  unpretending  manner  in  which  the  ceremony 
had  been  performed.  The  middle-aged  bride  and  bridegroom 
had  walked  quietly  to  church  one  morning ; had  been  married 
by  the  curate,  before  anyone  was  aware  of  it ; and  had  em- 
barked immediately  afterwards  in  the  steamer  for  Tenby,  where 
they  proposed  to  pass  their  honeymoon.  The  bride  being  a 
stranger  at  Penliddy,  all  inquiries  about  her  previous  history 
were  fruitless  ; and  the  townspeople  had  no  alternative  but  to 
trust  to  their  own  investigations  for  enlightenment,  when  the 
rector  and  his  wife  came  home  to  settle  among  their  friends. 

After  six  weeks’  absence,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carling  returned ; 
and  the  simple  story  of  the  rector’s  courtship  and  marriage 
was  gathered  together  in  fragments,  from  his  own  lips,  and 
from  the  lips  of  his  wife. 

Mr.  Carling  and  Mrs.  Duncan  had  met  at  Torquay.  The 
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rector,  wlio  had  exchanged  houses  and  duties  for  the  season 
with  a brother  clergyman  settled  at  Torquay,  had  called  on 
Mrs.  Duncan  in  his  clerical  capacity,  and  had  come  away  from 
the  interview  deeply  impressed  and  interested  by  the  widow’s 
manners  and  conversation.  The  visits  were  repeated ; the 
acquaintance  grew  into  friendship,  and  the  friendship  into  love 
— ardent,  devoted  love  on  both  sides. 

Middle-aged  man  though  he  was,  this  was  Mr.  Carling’s  first 
attachment ; and  it  was  met  by  the  same  freshness  of  feeling 
on  the  lady’s  part.  Her  life  with  her  first  husband  had  not 
been  a happy  one.  She  had  made  the  fatal  mistake  of  marry- 
ing to  please  her  parents  rather  than  herself,  and  had  repented 
it  ever  afterwards.  On  her  husband’s  death,  his  family  had  not 
behaved  well  to  her ; and  she  had  passed  her  widowhood,  with 
her  only  child,  a daughter,  in  the  retirement  of  a small  Scotch 
town,  many  miles  away  from  the  home  of  her  married  life. 
After  a time,  the  little  girl’s  health  had  begun  to  fail,  and,  by 
the  doctor’s  advice,  she  had  migrated  southward  to  the  mild 
climate  of  Torquay.  The  change  had  proved  to  be  of  no  avail ; 
and,  rather  more  than  a year  since,  the  child  had  died.  The 
place  where  her  darling  was  buried  was  a sacred  place  to  her, 
and  she  had  remained  a resident  at  Torquay.  Her  position  in 
the  world  was  now  a lonely  one.  She  was  herself  an  only  child ; 
her  father  and  mother  were  both  dead ; and,  excepting  cousins, 
her  one  near  relation  left  alive  was  a maternal  uncle  living  in 
London. 

These  particulars  were  all  related,  simply  and  unafiectedly, 
before  Mr.  Carling  ventured  on  the  confession  of  his  attach- 
ment. When  he  made  his  proposal  of  marriage,  Mrs.  Duncan 
received  it  with  an  excess  of  agitation  which  astonished  and 
almost  alarmed  the  inexperienced  clergyman.  As  soon  as  she 
could  speak,  she  begged,  with  extraordinary  earnestness  and 
anxiety,  for  a week  to  consider  her  answer;  and  requested 
Mr.  Carling  not  to  visit  her  again,  on  any  account,  until  the 
week  had  expired. 

The  next  morning  she  and  her  maid  departed  for  London. 
They  did  not  return  until  the  week  for  consideration  had  ex- 
pired. On  the  eighth  day  Mr.  Carling  called  again,  and  was 
accepted. 

The  proposal  to  make  the  marriage  as  private  as  possible 
came  from  the  lady.  She  had  been  to  London  to  consult  her 
uncle  (whose  health,  she  regretted  to  say,  would  not  allow  him 
to  travel  to  Cornwall  to  give  his  niece  away  at  the  altar)  ; and 
he  agreed  with  Mrs.  Duncan  that  the  wedding  could  not  bo 
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fcoo  private  and  unpretending.  If  it  was  made  public,  the 
family  of  her  first  husband  would  expect  cards  to  be  sent  to 
them ; and  a renewal  of  intercourse,  which  would  be  painful 
on  both  sides,  might  be  the  consequence.  Other  friends  in 
Scotland  would  resent  her  marrying  again,  at  her  age ; and 
would  distress  her  and  annoy  her  future  husband  in  many 
ways.  She  was  anxious  to  break  altogether  with  her  past 
existence,  and  to  begin  a new  and  happier  life,  untrammelled 
by  any  connection  with  former  times  and  troubles  She  urged 
these  points,  as  she  had  recSived  the  ofier  of  marriage,  with  an 
agitation  which  was  almost  painful  to  see.  This  peculiarity 
in  her  conduct,  which  might  have  irritated  some  men, 
and  have  rendered  others  distrustful,  had  no  unfavourable 
effect  on  Mr.  Carling.  He  set  it  down  to  an  excess  of  sensi- 
tiveness and  delicacy  which  charmed  him.  He  was  himself — 
though  he  never  would  confess  it — a shy  man.  Ostentation  of 
any  sort  was  something  which  he  shrank  from  instinctively, 
even  in  the  simplest  affairs  of  daily  life ; and  his  future  wife’s 
proposal  to  avoid  all  the  usual  ceremony  and  publicity  of  a 
wedding,  was  therefore  more  than  agreeable  to  him — it  was  a 
positive  relief. 

The  courtship  was  kept  secret  at  Torquay,  and  the  marriage 
was  celebrated  privately  at  Penliddy.  It  found  its  way  into 
the  local  newspapers  as  a matter  of  course ; but  it  was  not,  as 
usual  in  such  cases,  also  advertised  in  the  Times.  Both  hus- 
band and  wife  were  equally  happy  in  the  enjoyment  of  their 
new  life,  and  equally  unsocial  in  taking  no  measures  whatever 
to  publish  it  to  others. 

Such  was  the  story  of  the  rector’s  marriage.  Socially,  Mr. 
Carling’s  position  was  but  little  affected,  either  way,  by  the 
change  in  his  life.  As  a bachelor,  his  circle  of  friends  had  been 
a small  one ; and  when  he  married,  he  made  no  attempt  to 
enlarge  it.  He  had  never  been  popular  with  the  inhabitants 
of  his  parish  generally.  Essentially  a weak  man,  he  was,  like 
other  weak  men,  only  capable  of  asserting  himself  positively,  in 
serious  matters,  by  running  into  extremes.  As  a consequence 
of  this  moral  defect,  he  presented  some  singular  anomalies  in 
character.  In  the  ordinary  affairs  of  life,  he  was  forbearing 
and  humble  to  a fault ; the  gentlest  and  most  yielding  of  men. 
But  in  all  that  related  to  strictness  of  religious  principle,  he 
was  the  sternest  and  the  most  aggressive  of  fanatics ; a preacher 
of  merciless  sermons ; an  interpreter  of  the  Bible  by  the  letter 
rather  than  by  the  spirit,  as  pitiless  and  gloomy  as  one  of  the 
Puritans  of  old.  It  was  a necessary  result  of  this  singular 
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inconsistency  of  cliaracter,  that  he  was  feared,  and  sometimes 
even  disliked,  by  the  members  of  his  congregation,  who  only 
knew  him  as  their  pastor ; while  he  was  prized  and  loved  by 
the  small  circle  of  friends  who  also  knew  him  as  a man. 

Those  friends  gathered  round  him  more  closely  and  more 
affectionately  than  ever  after  his  marriage — not  on  his  own 
account  only,  but  influenced  also  by  the  attractions  that  they 
found  in  the  society  of  his  wife.  Her  refinement  and  gentle- 
ness of  manner ; her  extraordinary  accomplishments  as  a musi- 
cian ; her  unvarying  sweetness  of  temper,  and  her  quick,  win- 
ning, womanly  intelligence  in  conversation,  charmed  every  one 
who  approached  her.  She  was  quoted  as  a model  wife  and 
woman  by  all  her  husband’s  friends ; and  she  amply  deserved 
the  character  that  they  gave  her.  Although  no  children  came 
to  cheer  it,  a happier  and  a more  admirable  married  life  has 
seldom  been  witnessed  in  this  world,  than  the  life  which  was. 
once  to  be  seen  in  the  rectory-house  at  Penliddy. 

With  these  necessary  explanations,  that  preliminary  part  of 
my  narrative  of  which  the  events  may  be  massed  together  gene- 
rally, for  brevity’s  sake,  comes  to  a close.  What  I have  next 
to  tell  is  of  a deeper  and  more  serious  interest,  and  must  be 
carefully  related  in  detail. 

The  rector  and  his  wife  had  lived  together  without,  as  I 
honestly  believe,  a harsh  word  or  an  unkind  look  once  passing 
between  them,  for  upwards  of  two  years,  when  Mr.  Carling 
took  his  first  step  towards  the  fatal  future  that  was  awaiting 
him,  by  devoting  his  leisure  hours  to  the  apparently  simple 
and  harmless  occupation  of  writing  a pamphlet. 

He  had  been  connected  for  many  years  with  one  of  our 
great  Missionary  Societies,  and  had  taken  as  active  a part  as  a 
country  clergyman  could  in  the  management  of  its  affairs.  At 
the  period  of  which  I speak,  certain  influential  members  of  the 
Society  had  proposed  a plan  for  greatly  extending  the  sphere 
of  its  operations,  trusting  to  a proportionate  increase  in  the 
annual  subscriptions  to  defray  the  additional  expenses  of  the 
new  movement.  The  question  was  not  now  brought  forward 
for  the  first  time.  It  had  been  agitated  eight  years  previously, 
and  the  settlement  of  it  had  been  at  that  time  deferred  to  a 
future  opportunity.  The  revival  of  the  project,  as  usual  in 
such  cases,  split  the  working  members  of  the  Society  into  two 
parties ; one  party  cautiously  objecting  to  run  any  risks ; the 
other  hopefully  declaring  that  the  venture  was  a safe  one,  and 
that  success  was  sure  to  attend  it.  Mr.  Carling  sided  enthu- 
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siastically  with  the  members  who  espoused  this  latter  side  of 
the  question ; and  the  object  of  his  pamphlet  was  to  address 
the  subscribers  to  the  Society  on  the  subject,  and  so  to  interest 
them  in  it  as  to  win  their  charitable  support,  on  a larger  scale 
than  usual,  to  the  new  project. 

He  had  worked  hard  at  his  pamphlet,  and  had  got  more  than 
half  way  through  it,  when  he  found  himself  brought  to  a stand- 
still for  want  of  certain  facts  which  had  been  produced  on  the 
discussion  of  the  question  eight  years  since,  and  which  were 
necessary  to  the  full  and  fair  statement  of  his  case. 

At  first  he  thought  of  writing  to  the  secretary  of  the  Society 
for  information ; but,  remembering  that  this  gentleman  had 
not  held  the  office  more  than  two  years,  he  had  thought  it 
little  likely  that  the  secretary  would  be  alDle  to  help  him,  and 
looked  back  to  his  own  Diary  of  the  period,  to  see  if  he  had 
made  any  notes  in  it  relating  to  the  original  discussion  of  the 
affair.  He  found  a note  referring,  in  general  terms  only,  to 
the  matter  in  hand ; but  alluding,  at  the  end,  to  a report  in 
the  limes  newspaper  of  the  proceedings  of  a deputation  from 
the  Society,  which  had  waited  on  a member  of  the  Grovernment 
of  that  day,  and  to  certain  letters  to  the  Editor  which  had  fol- 
lowed the  publication  of  the  report.  The  note  described  these 
letters  as  “ very  important and  Mr.  Carling  felt,  as  he  put 
his  Diary  away  again,  that  the  successful  conclusion  of  his 
pamphlet  now  depended  on  his  being  able  to  get  access  to  the 
back  numbers  of  the  Times  of  eight  years  since. 

It  was  winter  time  when  he  was  thus  stopped  in  his  work ; 
and  the  prospect  of  a journey  to  London  (the  only  place  he 
knew  of  at  which  files  of  the  newspaper  were  to  be  found)  did 
not  present  many  attractions.  And  yet  he  could  see  no  other 
and  easier  means  of  effecting  his  object.  After  considering  for 
a little  while,  and  arriving  at  no  positive  conclusion,  he  left  the 
study,  and  went  into  the  drawing-room  to  consult  his  wife. 

He  found  her  working  industriously  by  the  blazing  fire.  She 
looked  so  happy  and  comfortable — so  gentle  and  charming  in 
her  pretty  little  lace  cap,  and  her  warm  brown  morning  dress, 
with  its  bright  cherry-coloured  ribbons,  and  its  delicate  swans- 
down  trimming  circling  round  her  neck  and  nestling  over  her 
bosom,  that  he  stooped  and  kissed  her  with  the  tenderness  of 
his  bridegroom  days,  before  he  spoke.  "When  he  told  her  of 
the  cause  that  had  suspended  his  literary  occupation,  she  lis- 
tened, with  the  sensation  of  the  kiss  still  lingering  in  her  down- 
cast eyes  and  her  smiling  lips,  until  he  came  to  the  subject  of 
his  Diary,  and  its  reference  to  the  newspaper. 
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As  he  mentioned  the  Times,  she  altered  and  looked  him 
straight  in  the  face  gravely. 

“ Can  you  suggest  any  plan,  love,’^  he  went  on,  “ which  may 
save  me  the  necessity  of  a journey  to  London  at  this  bleak  time 
of  the  year  ? I must  positively  have  this  information ; and,  so 
far  as  I can  see,  London  is  the  only  place  at  which  I can  hope 
to  meet  with  a file  of  the  Times T 

“A  file  of  the  Times  she  repeated. 

“ Yes ; of  eight  years  since,”  he  said. 

The  instant  the  words  passed  his  lips,  he  saw  her  face  over- 
spread by  a ghastly  paleness ; her  eyes  fixed  on  him  with  a 
strange  mixture  of  rigidity  and  vacancy  in  their  look ; her 
hands,  with  her  work  held  tight  in  them,  dropped  slowly  on 
her  lap  ; and  a shiver  ran  through  her  from  head  to  foot. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  snatched  the  smelling-salts  from 
her  work-table,  thinking  she  was  going  to  faint.  She  put  the 
bottle  from  her,  when  he  ofiered  it,  with  a hand  that  thrilled 
him  with  the  deadly  coldness  of  its  touch,  and  said,  in  a whis- 
per— 

‘‘  A sudden  chill,  dear.  Let  me  go  upstairs  and  lie  down.” 

He  took  her  to  her  room.  As  he  laid  her  down  on  the  bed, 
she  caught  his  hand,  and  said,  intreatingly : — 

“ You  won’t  go  to  London,  darling,  and  leave  me  here  ill  ?” 

He  promised  that  nothing  should  separate  him  from  her 
until  she  was  well  again ; and  then  ran  downstairs  to  send  for 
the  doctor.  The  doctor  came,  and  pronounced  that  Mrs.  Car- 
ling was  only  suffering  from  a nervous  attack ; that  there  was 
not  the  least  reason  to  be  alarmed ; and  that,  with  proper  care, 
she  would  be  well  again  in  a few  days. 

Both  husband  and  wife  had  a dinner  engagement  in  the  town 
for  that  evening.  Mr.  Carling  proposed  to  write  an  apology, 
and  to  remain  with  his  wife.  But  she  would  not  hear  of  his 
abandoning  the  party  on  her  account.  The  doctor  also  recom- 
mended that  his  patient  should  be  left  to  her  maid’s  care,  to 
fall  asleep  under  the  infiuence  of  the  quieting  medicine  which 
he  meant  to  give  her.  Yielding  to  this  advice,  Mr.  Carling 
did  his  best  to  suppress  his  own  anxieties,  and  went  to  the 
dinner-party. 


CHAPTEE  n. 

Among  the  guests  whom  the  rector  met,  was  a gentleman 
named  Eambert — a single  man,  of  large  fortune,  well  known  in 
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the  neighbourhood  of  Penliddy  as  the  owner  of  a noble  countiy- 
seat  and  the  possessor  of  a magnificent  library. 

Mr.  Eambert  (with  whom  Mr.  Carling  was  well  acquainted) 
greeted  him  at  the  dinner-party  with  friendly  expressions  of 
regret  at  the  time  that  had  elapsed  since  they  had  last  seen 
each  other;  and  mentioned  that  he  had  recently  been  adding 
to  his  collection  of  books  some  rare  old  volumes  of  theology, 
which  he  thought  the  rector  might  find  it  useful  to  look  over. 
Mr.  Carling,  with  the  necessity  of  finishing  his  pamphlet  upper- 
most in  his  mind,  replied  jestingly,  that  the  species  of  literature 
which  he  was  just  then  most  interested  in  examining,  happened 
to  be  precisely  of  the  sort  which  (excepting  novels,  perhaps) 
had  least  affinity  to  theological  writing.  The  necessary  explana- 
tion followed  this  avowal,  as  a matter  of  course  ; and  to  Mr. 
Carling’s  great  delight,  his  friend  turned  on  him  gaily  with  the 
most  surprising  and  satisfactory  of  answers : — 

“ You  don’t  know  half  the  resources  of  my  miles  of  book- 
shelves,” he  said,  “ or  you  would  never  have  thought  of  going 
to  London  for  what  you  can  get  from  me.  A whole  side  of 
one  of  my  rooms  upstairs  is  devoted  to  periodical  literature.  I 
have  reviews,  magazines,  and  three  weekly  newspapers,  bound, 
in  each  case,  from  the  first  number ; and  what  is  just  now  more 
to  your  purpose,  I have  the  Times,  for  the  last  fifteen  years,  in 
huge  half-yearly  volumes.  Giive  me  the  date  to-night,  and  you 
shall  have  the  volume  you  want,  by  two  o’clock  to-morrow 
afternoon.” 

The  necessary  information  was  given  at  once ; and,  with  a 
great  sense  of  relief,  so  far  as  his  literary  anxieties  were  con- 
cerned, Mr.  Carling  went  home  early  to  see  what  the  quieting 
medicine  had  done  for  his  wife. 

She  had  dozed  a little,  but  had]  not  slept.  However,  she 
was  evidently  better  ; for  she  was  able  to  take  an  interest  in 
the  sayings  and  doings  at  the  dinner  party  ; and  questioned  her 
husband  about  the  guests  and  the  conversation,  with  all  a 
woman’s  curiosity  about  the  minutest  matters.  She  lay  with 
her  face  turned  towards  him,  and  her  eyes  meeting  his,  until 
the  course  of  her  inquiries  drew  an  answer  from  him,  which 
informed  her  of  his  fortunate  discovery  in  relation  to  Mr. 
Rambert’s  library,  and  of  the  prospect  it  aflbrded  of  his  resu- 
ming his  labours  the  next  day. 

When  he  mentioned  this  ..drcumstance,  she  suddenly  turned 
her  head  on  the  pillow,  so  thae  her  face  was  hidden  from  him  ; 
and  he  could  see  through  the  couiiterpane,  that  the  shivering, 
which  he  had  observed  when  her  Olness  had  seized  her  in  the 
morning,  had  returned  again. 
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‘‘I  am  only  cold/’  she  said,  in  a hurried  way,  with  her  face 
under  the  clothes. 

lie  rang  for  the  maid,  and  had  a fresh  covering  placed  on  the 
bed  Observing  that  she  seemed  unwilling  to  be  disturbed,  he 
did  not  remove  the  clothes  from  her  face  when  he  wished  her 
good  night ; but  pressed  his  lips  on  her  head,  and  patted  it 
gently  with  his  hand.  She  shrank  at  the  touch  as  if  it  hurt 
her,  light  as  it  was  ; and  he  went  downstairs,  resolved  to  send 
for  the  doctor  again  if  she  did  not  get  to  rest  on  being  left 
quiet.  In  less  than  half-an-hour  afterwards,  the  maid  came 
down,  and  relieved  his  anxiety  by  reporting  that  her  mistress 
was  asleep. 

The  next  morning  he  found  her  in  better  spirits.  Her  eyes, 
she  said,  felt  too  weak  to  bear  the  light ; so  she  kept  the  bed- 
room darkened.  But  in  other  respects,  she  had  little  to  com- 
plain of. 

After  answering  her  husband’s  first  inquiries,  she  questioned 
him  about  his  plans  for  the  day.  He  had  letters  to  write 
which  would  occupy  him  until  twelve  o’clock.  At  two  o’clock 
he  expected  the  volume  of  the  Times  to  arrive  ; and  he  should 
then  devote  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  to  his  work.  After 
hearing  what  his  plans  were,  Mrs.  Carling  suggested  that  he 
should  ride  out  after  he  had  done  his  letters,  so  as  to  get  some 
exercise  at  the  fine  part  of  the  day  ; and  she  then  reminded 
him  that  a longer  time  than  usual  had  elapsed  since  he  had 
been  to  see  a certain  old  pensioner  of  his,  who  had  nursed  him 
as  a child,  and  who  was  now  bed-ridden,  in  a village  at  some 
distance,  called  Tringweighton.  Although  the  rector  saw  no 
immediate  necessity  for  making  this  charitable  visit — the  more 
especially  as  the  ride  to  the  village  and  back,  and  the  inter- 
mediate time  devoted  to  gossip,  would  occupy  at  least  two 
hours  and  a half — he  assented  to  his  wife’s  proposal,  perceiving 
that  she  urged  it  with  unusual  earnestness,  and  being  unwil- 
ling to  thwart  her,  even  in  a trifle,  at  a time  when  she  w as  ill. 

Accordingly,  his  horse  was  at  the  door  at  twelve  ])recisely. 
Impatient  to  get  back  to  the  precious  volume  of  the  Times ^ he 
rode  so  much  faster  than  usual,  and  so  shortened  his  visit  to 
the  old  woman,  that  he  w^as  home  again  by  a quarter  past  two. 
Ascertaining  from  the  servant  who  opened  the  door,  that  the 
volume  had  been  left  by  Mr.  Eambert’s  messenger  punctually 
at  two,  he  ran  up  to  his  wife’s  room  to  tell  her  about  his  visit, 
before  he  secluded  himself  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  over 
his  work. 

On  entering  the  bedroom,  he  found  it  still  darkened ; and  he 
was  struck  by  a smell  of  burnt  paper  in  it. 
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His  wile  (who  was  now  dressed  in  her  wrapper,  and  lying  on  , 
the  sofa)  accounted  for  the  smell  by  telling  him  that  she  had 
fancied  the  room  felt  close,  and  that  she  had  burnt  some  paper — i 
being  afraid  of  the  cold  air  if  she  opened  the  window — to  i 
fumigate  it.  Her  eyes  were  evidently  still  weak,  for  she  kept  , 
her  hand  over  them  while  she  spoke.  After  remaining  with  her 
long  enough  to  relate  the  few  trivial  events  of  his  ride,  Mr.  , 
Carling  descended  to  his  study  to  occupy  himself  at  last  with 
the  volume  of  the  Times. 

It  lay  on  his  table,  in  the  shape  of  a large  flat  brown  paper 
package.  On  proceeding  to  undo  the  covering,  he  observed  that 
it  had  been  very  carelessly  tied  up.  The  strings  were  crooked 
and  loosely  knotted  ; and  the  direction  bearing  his  name  and 
address,  instead  of  being  in  the  middle  of  the  paper,  was  awk- 
wardly folded  over  at  the  edge  of  the  volume.  However,  his 
business  was  with  the  inside  of  the  parcel ; so  he  tossed  away 
the  covering  and  the  string,  and  began  at  once  to  hunt  through 
the  volume  for  the  particular  number  of  the  paper  which  he 
wished  first  to  consult. 

He  soon  found  it,  with  the  report  of  the  speeches  delivered  ^ 
by  the  members  of  the  deputation,  and  the  answer  returned  by  ’ 
the  minister.  After  reading  through  the  report,  and  putting 
a mark  in  the  place  where  it  occurred,  he  turned  to  the  next 
day’s  number  of  the  paper,  to  see  what  further  hints  on  the 
subject  the  letters  addressed  to  the  Editor  might  happen  to  | 
contain.  ' 

To  his  inexpressible  vexation  and  amazement,  that  one  number  j 
of  the  paper  was  missing.  j 

He  bent  the  two  sides  of  the  volume  back ; looked  closely 
between  the  leaves;  and  saw  immediately  that  the  missing 
number  had  been  cut  out.  j 

A vague  sense  of  something  like  alarm  began  to  mingle  with 
his  first  feeling  of  disappointment.  He  wrote  at  once  to  Mr. 
Eambert,  mentioning  the  discovery  he  had  just  made,  and  sent 
the  note  ofi*  by  his  groom,  with  orders  to  the  man  to  wait  for 
an  answer. 

The  reply  with  which  the  servant  returned,  was  almost  inso- 
lent in  the  shortness  and  coolness  of  its  tone.  Mr.  Eambert 
had  no  books  in  his  library  Avhich  were  not  in  perfect  condition. 
The  volume  of  the  Times  had  left  his  house  perfect ; and  what- 
ever blame  might  attach  to  the  mutilation  of  it  rested  therefore 
on  other  shoulders  than  those  of  the  owner. 

Like  many  other  weak  men,  Mr.  Carling  was  secretly  touchy  • 
on  the  subject  of  his  dignity.  After  fading  the  note,  and 
qiiestioning  his  servants,  who  wore  certain  that  the  yolum©  had 
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fiot  been  touched  till  he  had  opened  it,  he  resolved  that  the 
tnissing  number  of  the  Times  should  be  procured  at  any  ex- 
jense  and  inserted  in  its  place  ; that  the  volume  should  be  sent 
mck  instantly  without  a word  of  comment ; and  that  no  more 
)ooks  from  Mr.  Eambert’s  library  should  enter  his  housa 
He  walked  up  and  down  the  study,  considering  what  first 
}tep  he  should  take  to  efiect  the  purpose  in  view.  Under  the 
juickening  infiuence  of  his  irritation,  an  idea  occurred  to  him, 
vhich,  if  it  had  only  entered  his  mind  the  day  before,  might 
)robably  have  proved  the  means  of  saving  him  from  placing 
limself  under  an  obligation  to  Mr.  Eambert.  He  resolred  to 
rrite  immediately  to  his  bookseller  and  publisher  in  London 
who  knew  him  well  as  an  old  and  excellent  customer),  men- 
ioning  the  date  of  the  back  number  of  the  T'imes  that  was 
equired,  and  authorising  the  publisher  to  ofier  any  reward  he 
iidged  necessary  to  any  person  who  might  have  the  means  ol 
rocuring  it,  at  the  office  of  the  paper,  or  elsewhere.  This 
3tter  he  wrote  and  despatched  in  good  time  for  the  London 
ost : and  then  went  up-stairs  to  see  his  wife,  and  to  tell  hei 
hat  had  happened. 

Her  room  was  still  darkened,  and  she  was  still  on  the  sofa. 

the  subject  of  the  missing  number  she  said  nothing ; but  of 
Ir.  Eambert  and  his  note,  she  spoke  with  the  most  sovereign 
Dntempt.  Of  course  the  pompous  old  fool  was  mistaken; 
ad  the  proper  thing  to  do  was  to  send  back  the  volume  in- 
:antly,  and  take  no  more  notice  of  him. 

’ “ It  shall  be  sent  back,”  said  l^Ir.  Carling,  “ but  not  till  the 
lissing  number  is  replaced.”  And  he  then  told  her  what  he 
ad  done. 

The  efiect  of  that  simple  piece  of  information  on  Mrs.  Car- 
ng  was  so  extraordinary  and  so  unaccountable,  that  her  hus- 
and  fairly  stood  aghast.  Eor  the  first  time  since  their  marriage 
e saw  her  temper  suddenly  in  a fiame.  She  started  up  from 
le  sofa  and  walked  about  the  room,  as  if  she  had  lost  her 
mses  ; upbraiding  him  for  making  the  weakest  of  concessions 
) Mr.  Eambert’s  insolent  assumption  that  the  rector  was  to 
ame.  If  she  could  only  have  laid  hands  on  that  letter,  she 
ould  have  consulted  her  husband’s  dignity  and  independence 
j putting  it  in  the  fire  ! She  hoped  and  prayed  the  number 
the  paper  might  not  be  found ! In  fact,  it  was  certain  that 
le  number,  after  all  these  years,  could  not  possibly  be  hunted 
The  idea  of  his  acknowledging  himself  to  be  in  the  wrong 
. that  way,  when  he  knew  himself  to  be  in  the  right ! And  she 
irew  herselt*  back  on  the  sofa,  and  suddenly  burst  out  laughing 
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At  the  first  word  of  remonstrance  which  fell  from  her  nti»- 
band’s  lips,  her  mood  changed  again,  in  an  instant.  She  sprang 
up  once  more  ; kissed  him  passionately,  with  the  tears  stream- 
ing from  her  eyes ; and  implored  him  to  leave  her  alone  to  rev- 
cover  herself.  He  quitted  the  room  so  seriously  alarmed 
about  her,  that  he  resolved  to  go  to  the  doctor  privately,  and 
question  him  on  the  spot.  There  was  an  unspeakable  dread 
in  his  mind,  that  the  nervous  attack  from  which  she  had  been 
pronounced  to  be  suffering,  might  be  a mere  phrase  intended 
to  prepare  him  for  the  future  disclosure  of  something  infinitely 
worse. 

The  doctor,  on  hearing  Mr.  Carling’s  report,  exhibited  no 
surprise,  and  held  to  his  opinion.  Her  nervous  system  was 
out  of  order,  and  her  husband  had  been  needlessly  frightened 
by  an  hysterical  paroxysm.  If  she  did  not  get  better  in  a 
week,  change  of  scene  might  then  be  tried.  In  the  meantime, 
there  was  not  the  least  cause  for  alarm. 

On  the  next  day  she  was  quieter,  but  she  hardly  spoke  at 
all.  At  night  she  slept  well ; and  Mr.  Carling’s  faith  in  the 
medical  man  revived  again. 

The  morning  after,  was  the  morning  which  would  bring  the 
answer  from  the  publisher  in  London.  The  rector’s  study  was 
on  the  ground  floor  ; and  when  he  heard  the  postman’s  ring  at 
the  bell,  being  especially  anxious  that  morning  about  his  cor- 
respondence, he  went  out  into  the  hall  to  receive  his  letters 
the  moment  they  were  put  on  the  table. 

It  was  not  the  footman  who  had  answered  the  door,  as  usual, 
but  Mrs.  Carliug’s  maid.  She  had  taken  the  letters  from  the 
postman,  and  she  was  going  away  with  them  upstairs. 

He  stopped  her,  and  asked  her  why  she  did  not  put  the  let- 
ters on  the  haU  table,  as  usual  ? The  maid,  looking  very  much 
confused,  said  her  mistress  had  desired  that  whatever  the  post- 
man had  brought  that  morning  should  be  carried  up  to  her 
room.  He  took  the  letters  abruptly  from  the  girl,  without 
asking  any  more  questions,  and  went  back  into  his  study. 

Up  to  this  time,  no  shadow  of  a suspicion  had  fallen  on  his 
mind.  Hitherto,  there  had  been  a simple  obvious  explanation 
for  every  unusual  event  that  had  occurred  during  the  last  three 
or  four  days.  But  this  last  circumstance  in  connection  with 
the  letters,  was  not  to  be  accounted  for.  Nevertheless,  even 
now,  it  was  not  distrust  of  his  wife  that  was  busy  in  his  mind 
— he  was  too  fond  of  her  and  too  proud  of  her  to  feel  it — the 
sensation  was  more  like  uneasy  surprise.  He  longed  to  go 
and  question  her,  and  get  a satisfactory  answer,  and  have  done 
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witii  it  But  there  was  a voice  speaking  within  him  that  had 
never  made  itself  heard  before ; a voice  with  a persistent  warn- 
ing in  it,  that  said,  Wait,  and  look  at  your  letters  first ! 

He  spread  them  out  on  the  table,  wdth  hands  that  trembled, 
he  knew  not  why.  Among  them  was  the  back  number  of  the 
Times,  for  which  he  had  written  to  London,  with  a letter  from 
the  publisher,  explaining  tlie  means  by  which  the  copy  had 
been  procured. 

He  opened  the  newspaper  with  a vague  feeling  of  alarm  at 
finding  that  those  letters  to  the  Editor,  which  he  had  been  so 
eager  to  read,  and  that  perfecting  of  the  mutilated  volume 
which  he  had  been  so  anxious  to  accomplish,  had  become  ob- 
jects of  secondary  importance  in  his  mind.  An  inexplicable 
curiosity  about  the  general  contents  of  the  paper,  was  now  the 
one  moving  infiuence  which  asserted  itself  within  him.  He 
spread  open  the  broad  sheet  on  the  table. 

The  first  page  on  which  his  eye  fell,  was  the  page  on  the 
right  hand  side.  It  contained  those  very  letters — three  in 
number — which  he  had  once  been  so  anxious  to  see.  He  tried 
to  read  them  ; but  no  efibrt  could  fix  his  wandering  attention. 
He  looked  aside,  to  the  opposite  page,  on  the  left  hand.  It 
was  the  page  that  contained  the  leading  articles. 

They  were  three  in  number.  The  first  was  on  foreign  poli- 
tics ; the  second  was  a sarcastic  commentary  on  a recent  divi- 
sion in  the  House  of  Lords ; the  third  was  devoted  to  the  ad- 
vocacy of  a measure  of  social  reform. 

The  lines  of  this  third  article  which  first  caught  his  eye, 
comprised  the  opening  sentence  of  the  second  paragraph,  and 
contained  these  words : — 

It  appears  from  the  narrative  which  will  be  found  in  another  part  of 
our  columns,  that  this  unfortunate  woman  married,  in  the  spring  of  the 
year  18 — , one  Mr.  Fergus  Duncan,  of  Griendarn,  in  the  Highlands  of  Scot- 
land  

The  letters  swam  and  mingled  together  under  his  eyes,  before 
he  could  go  on  to  the  next  sentence.  His  wife  exhibited  as  an 
object  for  public  compassion  in  the  Times  newspaper ! On  the 
brink  of  the  dreadful  discovery  to  which  he  was  advancing, 
his  mind  reeled  back,  and  a deadly  faintness  came  over  him. 
There  was  water  on  a side  table  ; he  drank  a deep  draught  of 
it ; roused  himself ; seized  on  the  newspaper  with  both  hands, 
as  if  it  had  been  a living  thing  that  could  feel  the  desperate 
resolution  of  his  grasp — and  read  the  article  through,  sentence 
by  sentence,  word  by  word. 
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The  subject  was  the  Law  of  Divorce ; and  the  example 
quoted  was  the  example  of  his  wife. 

At  that  time,  England  stood  disgracefully  alone  as  the  one 
civilized  country  in  the  world,  having  a divorce  law  for  the 
husband  which  was  not  also  a divorce  law  for  the  wife.  The 
writer  in  the  Times  boldly  and  eloquently  exposed  this  dis- 
creditable anomaly  in  the  administration  of  justice;  hinted 
delicately  at  the  unutterable  wrongs  suffered  by  Mrs.  Duncan ; 
and  plainly  showed  that  she  was  indebted  to  the  accident  of 
having  been  married  in  Scotland,  and  to  her  consequent  right 
of  appeal  to  the  Scotch  tribunals,  for  a full  and  final  release 
from  the  vilest  of  husbands,  which  the  English  law  of  that  day 
would  have  mercilessly  refused. 

He  read  that.  Other  men  might  have  gone  on  to  the  nar- 
rative extracted  from  the  Scotch  newspaper.  But  at  the  last 
word  of  the  article  he  stopped. 

The  newspaper,  and  the  unread  details  which  it  contained, 
lost  all  hold  on  his  attention  in  an  instant ; and,  in  their  stead, 
written  burning  on  his  mind,  like  the  lexers  of  doom  on  the 
walls  of  Belshazzar,  there  rose  in  judgment  against  him,  the  last 
words  of  a verse  in  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke  : — 

Whosoever  marrieth  her  that  is  put  away  from  her  husband, 
committeth  adultery,^'* 

He  had  preached  from  those  words.  He  had  warned  his 
hearers,  with  the  whole  strength  of  the  fanatical  sincerity  that 
was  in  him,  to  beware  of  prevaricating  with  the  prohibition 
which  that  verse  contained — to  accept  it  as  literally,  unre- 
servedly, finally  forbidding  the  marriage  of  a divorced  woman. 
He  had  insisted  on  that  plain  interpretation  of  plain  words,  in 
terms  which  had  made  his  congregation  tremble.  And  now, 
he  stood  alone  in  the  secrecy  of  his  own  chamber,  self-convicted 
of  the  sin  which  he  had  denounced — he  stood,  as  he  had  told 
the  wicked  among  his  hearers  that  they  would  stand,  at  the 
Last  Day,  before  the  Judgment  Seat. 

He  was  unconscious  of  the  lapse  of  time ; he  never  knew 
whether  it  was  many  minutes  or  few,  before  the  door  of  his 
room  was  suddenly  and  softly  opened.  It  did  open,  and  his 
wife  came  in. 

In  a white  dress,  with  a white  shawl  thrown  over  her  shoul- 
ders ; her  dark  hair,  so  neat  and  glossy  at  other  times,  hanging 
tangled  about  her  colourless  cheeks,  and  heightening  the 
glassy  brightness  of  terror  in  her  eyes — so  he  saw  her ; the 
woman  put  away  from  her  husband ; the  woman  whose  love 
had  made  his  life  happy,  and  had  stained  his  soul  with  a deaJl'^ 
sin. 
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She  came  on  to  within  a few  paces  of  him,  without  a word 
or  a tear,  or  a shadow  of  change  passing  over  the  dreadful  rigid- 
ity of  her  face.  She  looked  at  him  with  a strange  look  ; she 
pointed  to  the  newspaper  crumpled  in  his  hand,  with  a strange 
gesture  ; she  spoke  to  him  in  a strange  voice. 

‘‘  You  know  it !”  she  said. 

His  eyes  met  hers — she  shrank  from  them — turned — and 
laid  her  arms  and  head  heavily  against  the  wall. 

‘‘  Oh,  Alfred,’’  she  said,  “ I was  so  lonely  in  the  world,  and 
I was  so  fond  of  You !” 

The  woman’s  delicacy,  the  woman’s  trembling  tenderness 
welled  up  from  her  heart,  and  touched  her  voice  with  a tone  of 
its  old  sweetness,  as  she  murmured  those  simple  words. 

She  said  no  more.  Her  confession  of  her  fault,  and  her  ap- 
peal to  their  past  love  for  pardon,  were  both  poured  forth  in 
that  one  sentence.  She  left  it  to  his  own  heart  to  tell  him  the 
rest.  How  anxiously  her  vigilant  love  had  followed  his  every 
word,  and  treasured  up  his  every  opinion,  in  the  days  when 
they  first  met ; how  weakly  and  falsely,  and  yet  with  how  true 
an  affection  for  him,  she  had  shrunk  from  the  disclosure  which 
she  knew  but  too  well  would  have  separated  them  even  at  the 
church  door ; how  desperately  she  had  fought  against  • th^ 
coming  discovery  which  threatened  to  tear  her  from  the  bosor 
she  clung  to,  and  to  cast  her  out  into  the  world  with  tht 
shadow  of  her  own  calamity  to  darken  her  life  to  the  end — all 
this  she  left  him  to  feel ; for  the  moment  which  might  part 
them  Ibr  ever,  was  the  moment  when  she  knew  best  how  truly, 
how  passionately  he  had  loved  her. 

His  lips  trembled  as  he  stood  looking  at  her  in  silence  ; and 
the  slow,  burning  tears  dropped  heavily,  one  by  one,  down 
his  cheeks.  The  natural  human  remembrance  of  the  golden 
days  of  their  companionship,  of  the  nights  and  nights  when 
that  dear  head — turned  away  from  him,  now,  in  unutterable 
misery  and  shame — had  nestled  itself  so  fondly  and  so  happily 
on  his  breast,  fought  hard  to  silence  his  conscience,  to  root  out 
his  dreadful  sense  of  guilt,  to  tear  the  words  of  Judgment 
from  their  ruthless  hold  on  his  mind,  to  claim  him  in  the  sweet 
names  of  Pity  and  of  Love.  If  she  had  turned  and  looked  at 
him  at  that  moment,  their  next  words  would  have  been  spoken 
in  each  other’s  arms.  Put  the  oppression  of  her  despair, 
under  his  silence,  was  too  heavy  for  her,  and  she  never  moved. 

He  forced  himself  to  look  away  from  her ; he  struggled  hard 
t^  break  the  silence  between  them. 

“ God  forgive  you,  Emily  1”  he  said. 
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As  her  name  passed  his  lips,  his  voice  failed  him,  and  the 
torture  at  his  heart  burst  its  way  out  in  sobs.  He  hurried  to 
the  door,  to  spare  her  the  terrible  reproof  of  the  grief  that  had 
now  mastered  him.  When  he  passed  her,  she  turned  towards 
him  with  a faint  cry. 

He  caught  her  as  she  sank  forward,  and  saved  her  from 
dropping  on  the  floor.  Por  the  last  time,  his  arms  closed 
round  her.  Por  the  last  time  his  lips  touched  hers — cold  and 
insensible  to  him  now.  He  laid  her  on  the  sofa  and  went 
out. 

One  of  the  female  servants  was  crossing  the  hall.  The  girl 
started  as  she  met  him,  and  turned  pale  at  the  sight  of  his 
face.  He  could  not  speak  to  her,  but  he  pointed  to  the  study- 
door.  He  saw  her  go  into  the  room ; and  then  left  the  house. 

He  never  entered  it  more : he  and  his  wife  never  met  again. 


Later  on  that  last  day,  a sister  of  Mr.  Carling’s — a married 
woman  living  in  the  town — came  to  the  rectory.  She  brought 
an  open  note  with  her,  addressed  to  the  unhappy  mistress  of 
the  house.  It  contained  these  few  lines,  blotted  and  stained 
with  tears ; — 

May  God  grant  us  both  the  time  for  repentance ! If  I had  loved  you  less, 
I might  have  trusted  myself  to  see  you  again.  Forgive  me,  and  pity  me,  and 
remember  me  in  your  prayers,  as  I shall  forgive,  and  pity,  and  remember 

you. 

He  had  tried  to  write  more ; but  the  pen  had  dropped  from 
his  hand.  His  sister’s  entreaties  had  not  moved  him.  After 
giving  her  the  note  to  deliver,  he  had  solemnly  charged  her  to 
be  gentle  in  communicating  the  tidings  that  she  bore,  and  had 
departed  alone  for  London.  He  heard  aU  remonstrances  with 
patience.  He  did  not  deny  that  the  deception  of  vrhich  his 
wife  had  been  guilty,  was  the  most  pardonable  of  all  conceal- 
ments of  the  truth,  because  it  sprang  from  her  love  for  him. 
But  he  had  the  same  hopeless  answer  for  everyone  who  tried 
to  plead  with  him — ^the  verse  from  the  Gospel  of  Saint  Luke. 

His  purpose  in  travelling  to  London  was  to  make  the  neces- 
sary arrangements  for  his  wife’s  future  existence,  and  then  to 
get  employment  which  would  separate  him  from  his  home  and 
from  all  its  associations.  A missionary  expedition  to  one  of 
the  Pacific  Islands  accepted  him  as  a volunteer.  Broken  in 
body  and  spirit,  his  last  look  at  England,  from  the  deck  of  the 
ship,  was  his  last  look  at  land.  A fortnight  afterwards,  hia 
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brethren  read  the  burial  service  over  him,  on  a calm  cloudless 
evening  at  sea.  Before  he  was  committed  to  the  deep,  his 
htrle  pocket  Bible,  which  had  been  a present  from  his  wife, 
was,  in  accordance  with  his  dying  wishes,  placed  open  on  his 
breast,  so  that  the  inscription,  To  my  dear  Husband,”  might 
rest  over  his  heart. 

His  unhappy  wife  still  lives.  When  the  farewell  lines  of 
her  husband’s  writing  reached  her,  she  was  incapable  of  com- 
prehending them.  The  mental  prostration  which  had  followed 
the  parting  scene  was  soon  complicated  by  physical  suffering, 
by  fever  on  the  brain.  To  the  surprise  of  all  who  attended 
her,  she  lived  through  the  shock,  recovering  with  the  complete 
loss  of  one  faculty,  which,  in  her  situation,  poor  thing,  was  a 
mercy  and  a gain  to  her— the  faculty  of  memory.  From  that 
time  to  this,  she  has  never  had  the  slightest  gleam  of  recollec- 
tion of  anything  that  happened  before  her  illness.  In  her 
happy  oblivion,  the  veriest  trifles  are  as  new  and  as  interest- 
ing to  her,  as  if  she  was  beginning  her  existence  again.  Under 
the  tender  care  of  the  friends  who  now  protect  her,  she  lives 
contentedly  the  life  of  a child.  When  her  last  hour  comes, 
may  she  die  with  nothing  on  her  memory  bui;  recollection 
of  their  kindness. 


THE  EIGHTH  DAY. 


The  wind  that  I saw  in  the  sky  yesterday,  has  come.  It  swecr^i' 
down  our  little  valley  in  angry,  howling  gusts,  and  drives  tl.e 
heavy  shoAN  Crs  before  it  in  great  sheets  of  spray. 

There  are  some  people  who  find  a strangely  exciting  effect 
produced  on  their  spirits  by  the  noise,  and  rush,  and  tumult  of 
the  elements  on  a stormy  day.  It  has  never  been  so  with  me, 
and  it  is  less  so  than  ever  now.  I can  hardly  bear  to  think  of 
my  son  at  sea  in  such  a tempest  as  this.  While  I can  still  get 
no  news  of  his  ship,  morbid  fancies  beset  me,  which  I vainly 
try  to  shake  off.  I see  the  trees  through  my  window,  bending 
before  the  wind.  Are  the  masts  of  the  good  ship  bending  like 
them  at  this  moment  ? I hear  the  wash  of  the  driving  rain. 
Is  he  hearing  the  thunder  of  the  raging  waves  ? If  he  had 
only  come  back  last  night ! — it  is  vain  to  dwell  on  it,  but  the 
thought  will  haunt  me — if  he  had  only  come  back  last  night. 

I tried  again  to  speak  cautiously  about  him,  to  Jessie,  as 
Owen  had  advised  me.  But  I am  so  old  and  feeble,  now,  that 
this  ill-omened  storm  has  upset  me ; and  I could  not  feel  sure 
enough  of  my  own  self-control  to  venture  on  matching  myself, 
to-day,  against  a light-hearted,  lively  girl,  with  ail  her  wits 
about  her.  It  is  so  important  that  I should  not  betray  G-eorge 
— it  would  be  so  inexcusable  on  my  part,  if  his  interests  suf- 
fered, even  accidentally,  in  my  hands. 

This  was  a trying  day  for  our  guest.  Her  few  trifling  indoor 
resources  had,  as  I could  see,  begun  to  lose  their  attraction 
for  her  at  last.  If  we  were  not  getting  to  the  end  of  the  stories, 
and  to  the  end,  therefore,  of  the  Ten  Days  also,  our  chance  of 
keeping  her  much  longer  at  the  Glen  Tower  would  be  a very 
poor  one. 
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It  was,  I think,  a great  relief  for  us  all  to  be  summoned  to- 
gether this  evening  for  a definite  purpose.  The  wind  had 
fallen  a little  as  it  got  on  towards  dusk.  To  hear  it  growing 
gradually  fainter  and  fainter  in  the  valley  below,  added  immea- 
surably to  the  comforting  influence  of  the  blazing  fire  and  the 
cheerful  lights  when  the  shutters  were  closed  for  the  night. 

The  number  drawn  happened  to  be  the  last  of  the  series — 
Ten — and  the  last  also  of  the  stories  which  I had  written. 
There  were  now  but  two  numbers  left  in  the  bowl.  Owen  and 
Morgan  had  each  one  reading  more  to  accomplish  before  our 
guest’s  stay  came  to  an  end,  and  the  manuscripts  in  the  Purple 
Volume  were  all  exhausted. 

“ This  new  story  of  mine,”  I said,  is  not,  like  the  story  I 
last  read,  a narrative  of  adventures  happening  to  myself,  but 
of  adventures  that  happened  to  a lady  of  my  acquaintance.  I 
was  brought  into  contact,  in  the  first  instance,  with  one  of  her 
male  relatives,  and  in  the  second  instance  with  the  lady 
nerself,  by  certain  professional  circumstances  which  I need 
not  particularly  describe.  They  involved  a dry  question  of 
wills  and  title-deeds,  in  no  way  connected  with  this  story, 
but  sufficiently  important  to  interest  me  as  a lawyer.  The 
case  came  to  trial  at  the  assizes  on  my  circuit ; and  I won  it 
in  the  face  of  some  very  strong  points,  very  well  put  on  the 
other  side.  I was  in  poor  health  at  the  time,  and  my  exertions 
so  completely  knocked  me  up,  that  I was  confined  to  bed  in 
my  lodgings  for  a week  or  more — ” 

“And  the  grateful  lady  came  and  nursed  you,  I suppose?” 
said  the  Queen  of  Hearts,  in  her  smart  off-hand  way. 

“ The  grateful  lady  did  something  much  more  natural  in  her 
position,  and  much  more  useful  in  mine,”  I answered.  “ She 
sent  her  servant  to  attend  on  me.  He  was  an  elderly  man, 
who  had  been  in  her  service  since  the  time  of  her  first  mar- 
riage ; and  he  was  also  one  of  the  most  sensible  and  well-in- 
formed persons  whom  I have  ever  met  with  in  his  station  of 
life.  From  hints  which  he  dropped  while  at  my  bedside,  I 
discovered  that  his  mistress  had  been  unfortunate  in  her 
second  marriage,  and  that  the  troubles  of  this  period  of  her 
life  had  ended  in  one  of  the  most  singular  events  which  had 
happened  in  that  part  of  England  for  many  a long  day  past. 
It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that,  before  I allowed  the  man 
to  enter  into  any  particulars,  I stipulated  that  he  should 
obtain  his  mistress’s  leave  to  communicate  what  he  knew. 
Having  gained  this,  and  having  further  surprised  me  by  men- 
tioning that  he  had  been  himself  connected  with  all  the  cir- 
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cumstances,  lie  told  me  the  whole  story  in  the  fullest  detail 
I have  now  tried  to  reproduce  it,  as  nearly  as  I could  in  his 
own  language.  Imagine,  therefore,  that  1 am  just  languidly 
recovering  in  bed,  and  that  a respectable  elderly  man,  in  quiet 
black  costume,  is  sitting  at  my  pillow,  and  speaking  to  me  m 
these  terms : — 

Thus  ending  my  little  preface,  I opened  the  manuscript  and 
began  my  last  story. 


BEOTHEPi  GEIFFITH’S  STOE\ 
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CHAPTEE.L 

The  first  place  I got,  when  I began  going  out  to  service,  was 
not  a very  profitable  one.  I certainly  gained  the  advantage 
®f  learning  my  business  thoroughly,  but  I never  had  my  due 
in  the  matter  of  wages.  My  master  was  made  a bankrupt, 
and  his  servants  suffered  with  the  rest  of  his  creditors. 

My  second  situation,  however,  amply  compensated  me  for 
my  want  of  luck  in  the  first.  I had  the  good  fortune  to  enter 
the  service  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nor  cross.  My  master  was  a very 
rich  gentleman.  He  had  the  Darrock  house  and  lands  in 
Cumberland,  an  estate  also  in  Yorkshire,  and  a very  large  pro- 
perty in  Jamaica,  which  produced  at  that  time,  and  for  some 
years  afterwards,  a great  income.  Out  in  the  West  Indies  he 
met  with  a pretty  young  lady,  a governess  in  an  English  family, 
and,  taking  a violent  fancy  to  her,  married  her,  though  she  was 
a good  five-and-twenty  years  younger  than  himself.  After  the 
wedding  they  came  to  England ; and  it  was  at  this  time  that 
I was  lucky  enough  to  be  engaged  by  them  as  a servant. 

I lived  with  my  new  master  and  mistress  three  years.  Thej 
had  no  children.  At  the  end  of  that  period  Mr.  Norcross 
died.  He  was  sharp  enough  to  foresee  that  his  young  widow 
would  marry  again ; and  he  bequeathed  his  property  so  that 
it  all  went  to  Mrs.  Norcross  first,  and  then  to  any  children  she 
might  have  by  a second  marriage,  and,  failing  that,  to  relations 
and  friends  of  his  own.  I did  not  suffer  by  my  master’s  death, 
for  hia  widow  kept  me  in  her  service.  I had  attended  on  Mr, 
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Norcross  all  through  his  last  illness,  and  had  made  myself  use- 
ful enough  to  win  my  mistress’s  favour  and  gratitude.  Besides 
me,  she  also  retained  her  maid  in  her  service — a quadroon 
woman  named  Josephine,  whom  she  brought  with  her  from 
the  West  Indies.  Even  at  that  time  I disliked  the  half-breed’s 
wheedling  manners,  and  her  cruel,  tawny  face,  and  wondered 
how  my  mistress  could  be  so  fond  of  her  as  she  was.  Time 
showed  that  I was  right  in  distrusting  this  woman.  I shall 
have  much  more  to  say  about  her  when  I get  further  advanced 
with  my  story. 

Meanwhile,  I have  next  to  relate  that  my  mistress  broke  un 
the  rest  of  her  establishment,  and,  taking  me  and  the  lady ’a 
maid  with  her,  went  to  travel  on  the  Continent. 

Among  other  wonderful  places,  we  visited  Paris,  Genoa, 
Venice,  Elorence,  E-ome  and  Naples,  staying  in  some  of  those 
ciftes  for  months  together.  The  fame  of  my  mistress’s  riches 
followed  her  wherever  she  went ; and  there  were  plenty  of 
gentlemen,  foreigners  as  well  as  Englishmen,  who  were  anxious 
enough  to  get  into  her  good  graces,  and  to  prevail  on  her  to 
marry  them.  Nobody  succeeded,  however,  in  producing  any 
very  strong  or  lasting  impression  on  her  ; and  when  we  came 
back  to  England,  after  more  than  two  years  of  absence,  Mrs. 
Norcross  was  still  a widow,  and  showed  no  signs  of  wanting 
to  change  her  condition. 

We  went  to  the  house  on  the  Yorkshire  estate  first ; but 
my  mistress  did  not  fancy  some  of  the  company  round  about, 
so  we  moved  again  to  Darrock  Hall,  and  made  excursions  from 
time  to  time  in  the  lake  district,  some  miles  off.  On  one  of 
these  trips  Mrs.  Norcross  met  with  some  old  friends,  who 
introduced  her  to  a gentleman  of  their  party  bearing  the  very 
common,  and  very  uninteresting,  name  of  Mr.  James  Smith. 

He  was  a tall,  fine  young  man  enough,  with  black  hair,  which 
grew  very  long,  and  the  biggest,  bushiest  pair  of  black  whiskers 
I ever  saw.  Altogether  he  had  a rakish,  unsettled  look,  and  a 
bounceable  way  of  talking,  which  made  him  the  prominent 
person  in  company.  He  was  poor  enough  himself,  as  I heard 
from  his  servant,  but  well  connected — a gentleman  by  birth 
and  education,  though  his  manners  were  Qo  free.  What  my 
mistress  saw  to  like  in  him  I don’t  know ; but  when  she  asked 
her  friends  to  stay  with  her  at  Darrock,  she  included  Mr. 
James  Smith  in  the  invitation.  We  had  a fine,  gay,  noisy 
time  of  it  at  the  Hall — the  strange  gentleman,  in  particular, 
making  himself  as  much  at  home  as  if  the  place  belonged  to 
him.  I was  surprised  at  Mrs.  Norcross  putting  up  with  him 
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as  she  did ; but  I was  fairly  thunderstruck,  some  months  after- 
wards, when  I heard  that  she  and  her  free  and  easy  visitor 
were  actually  going  to  be  married ! She  had  refused  offers  by 
dozens,  abroad,  from  higher  and  richer  and  better-behaved  men. 
It  seemed  next  to  impossible  that  she  could  seriously  think  of 
throwing  herself  away  upon  such  a hare-brained,  headlong, 
penniless  young  gentleman  as  Mr.  James  Smith. 

Married,  nevertheless,  they  were,  in  due  course  of  time ; and 
after  spending  the  honeymoon  abroad,  they  came  back  to  Dar- 
rock  Hall. 

I soon  found  that  my  new  master  had  a very  variable  temper. 
There  were  some  days  when  he  was  as  easy  and  familiar  and 
pleasant  with  his  servants  as  any  gentleman  need  be.  At  other 
times  some  devil  within  him  seemed  to  get  possession  of  his 
whole  nature.  He  flew  into  violent  passions,  and  took  wrong 
ideas  into  his  head,  which  no  reasoning  or  remonstrance  could 
remove.  It  rather  amazed  me,  considering  how  gay  he  was  in 
his  tastes,  and  how  restless  his  habits  were,  that  he  should 
consent  to  live  at  such  a quiet,  dull  place  as  Darrock.  The 
reason  for  this,  however,  soon  came  out.  Mr.  James  Smith 
was  not  much  of  a sportsman ; he  cared  nothing  for  indoor 
amusements,  such  as  reading,  music,  and  so  forth  ; and  he  had 
no  ambition  for  representing  the  county  in  Parliament.  The 
one  pursuit  that  he  was  really  fond  of  was  yachting.  Darrock 
was  within  sixteen  miles  of  a seaport  town,  with  an  excellent 
harbour ; and  to  this  accident  of  position  the  Hall  was  entirely 
indebted  for  recommending  itself  as  a place  of  residence  to 
Mr.  James  Smith. 

He  had  such  an  untiring  enjoyment  and  delight  in  cruising 
about  at  sea,  and  all  his  ideas  of  pleasure  seemed  to  be  so 
closely  connected  with  his  remembrance  of  the  sailing  trips 
he  had  taken,  on  board  the  different  yachts  belonging  to  his 
friends,  that  I verily  believe  his  chief  object  in  marrying  my  mis- 
tress was  to  get  the  command  of  money  enough  to  keep  a vessel 
for  himself  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  that  he  prevailed 
on  her,  some  time  after  their  marriage,  to  make  him  a present 
of  a fine  schooner  yacht,  which  was  brought  round  from  Cowes 
to  our  coast-town,  and  kept  always  waiting  ready  for  him  in 
the  harbour.  i 

His  wife  required  some  little  persuasion  before  she  could 
make  up  her  mind  to  let  him  have  the  vessel.  She  suffered  so 
much  from  sea-sickness,  that  pleasure-sailing  was  out  of  the 
question  for  her ; and,  being  very  fond  of  her  husband,  she  wag 
naturally  unwilling  that  he  should  engage  in  an  amusement 
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which  took  him  away  from  her.  However,  Mr.  James  Smitli 
used  his  influence  over  her  cleverly,  promising  that  he  would 
never  go  away  without  first  asking  her  leave,  and  engaging  that 
bis  terms  of  absence  at  sea  should  never  last  more  than  a week 
or  ten  days  at  a time.  Accordingly,  my  mistress,  who  was  the 
kindest  and  most  unselfish  woman  in  the  world,  put  her  own 
feelings  aside,  and  made  her  husband  happy  in  the  possession 
of  a vessel  of  his  own. 

While  my  master  was  away  cruising,  my  mistress  had  a dull 
time  of  it  at  the  Hall.  The  few  gentlefolks  there  were  in  our 
part  of  the  county  lived  at  a distance,  and  could  only  come  to  Dar- 
rock  when  they  were  asked  to  stay  there  for  some  days  together. 
As  for  the  village  near  us,  there  was  but  one  person  living  in 
it  whom  my  mistress  could  think  of  asking  to  the  Hall ; and 
that  person  was  the  clergyman  who  did  duty  at  the  church. 

This  gentleman’s  name  was  Mr.  Meeke.  He  was  a single 
man,  very  young,  and  very  lonely  in  his  position.  He  had  a 
mild,  melancholy,  pasty-looking  face,  and  was  as  shy  and  soft- 
spoken  as  a little  girl — altogether,  what  one  may  call,  without 
being  unjust  or  severe,  a poor  weak  creature,  and,  out  of  all 
sight,  the  very  worst  preacher  I ever  sat  under  in  my  life.  The 
one  thing  he  did,  which,  as  I heard,  he  could  really  do  well, 
was  playing  on  the  fiddle.  He  was  uncommonly  fond  of  music 
— so  much  so  that  he  often  took  his  instrument  out  with  him 
when  he  went  for  a walk.  This  taste  of  his  was  his  great  re- 
commendation to  my  mistress,  who  was  a wonderfully  fine 
player  on  the  piano,  and  who  was  delighted  to  get  such  a per- 
former as  Mr.  Meeke  to  play  duets  with  her.  Besides  liking 
his  society  for  this  reason,  she  felt  for  him  in  his  lonely  posi- 
tion ; naturally  enough,  I think,  considering  how  often  she  was 
left  in  solitude  herself.  Mr.  Meeke,  on  his  side,  when  he  got 
over  his  first  shyness,  was  only  too  glad  to  leave  his  lonesome 
little  parsonage  for  the  fine  music  room  at  the  Hall,  and  for 
the  company  of  a handsome,  kind-hearted  lady,  who  made  much 
of  him  and  admired  his  fiddle-playing  with  all  her  heart.  Thus 
it  happened  that,  whenever  my  master  was  away  at  sea,  my 
mistress  and  Mr.  Meeke  were  always  together,  playing  duets  as 
if  they  had  their  living  to  get  by  it.  A more  harmless  connec- 
tion than  the  connection  between  those  two,  never  existed  in 
this  world ; and  yet,  innocent  as  it  was,  it  turned  out  to  be  the 
first  cause  of  all  the  misfortunes  that  afterward  happened. 

My  master’s  treatment  of  Mr.  Meeke  was,  from  the  first, 
the  very  opposite  of  my  mistress’s.  The  restless,  rackety, 
bounceable  Mr.  James  Smith  felt  a contempt  for  the  weak, 
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v/'omanisli,  fiddling  little  parson ; and,  what  was  more,  did  not 
care  to  conceal  it.  Por  this  reason,  Mr.  Meeke  (who  was 
Ireadfully  frightened  by  my  master’s  violent  language  and 
rough  ways)  very  seldom  visited  at  the  Hall,  except  when  my 
mistress  was  alone  there.  Meaning  no  wrong,  and  therefore 
stooping  to  no  concealment,  she  never  thought  of  taking  any 
measures  to  keep  Mr.  Meeke  out  of  the  way,  when  he  happened 
to  he  with  her  at  the  time  of  her  husband’s  coming  home — 
whether  it  was  only  from  a riding  excursion  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, or  from  a cruise  in  the  schooner.  In  this  way,  it  so 
turned  out  that  whenever  my  master  came  home,  after  a long 
or  short  absence,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  he  found  the  parson 
at  the  Hall. 

At  first  he  used  to  laugh  at  this  circumstance,  and  to  amuse 
himself  with  some  coarse  jokes  at  the  expense  of  his  wife  and 
her  companion.  But,  after  a while,  his  variable  temper 
changed,  as  usual.-  He  grew  sulky,  rude,  angry,  and,  at  last, 
downright  jealous  of  Mr.  Meeke.  Though  too  proud  to  con- 
fess it  in  so  many  words,  he  still  showed  the  state  of  his  mind 
clearly  enough  to  my  mistress  to^xcite  her  indignation.  She 
was  a woman  who  could  be  led  anywhere  by  any  one  for  whom 
she  had  a regard  ; but  there  was  a firm  spirit  within  her  that 
rose  at  the  slightest  show  of  injustice  or  oppression,  and  that 
resented  tyrannical  usage  of  any  sort,  perhaps  a little  too 
warmly.  The  bare  suspicion  that  her  husband  could  feel  any 
distrust  of  her,  set  her  all  in  a flame ; and  she  took  the  most 
unfortunate,  and  yet,  at  the  same  time,  the  most  natural  way 
for  a woman,  of  resenting  it.  The  ruder  her  husband  was  to 
Mr.  Meeke,  the  more  kindly  she  behaved  to  him.  This  led  to 
serious  disputes  and  dissensions,  and  thence,  in  time,  to  a vio- 
lent quarrel.  I could  not  avoid  hearing  the  last  part  of  the 
altercation  between  them,  for  it  took  place  in  the  garden-walk, 
outside  the  dining-room  window,  while  I was  occupied  in  laying 
the  table  for  lunch. 

Without  repeating  their  words — which  I have  no  right  to 
do,  having  heard  by  accident  what  I had  no  business  to  hear — 
1 may  say  generally,  to  show  how  serious  the  quarrel  was,  that 
my  mistress  charged  my  master  with  having  married  from 
mercenary  motives,  with  keeping  out  of  her  company  as  much 
as  he  could,  and  with  insulting  her  by  a suspicion  which  it 
would  be  hard  ever  to  forgive,  and  impossible  ever  to  forget. 
He  replied  by  violent  language  directed  against  herself,  and  by 
commanding  her  never  to  open  the  doors  again  to  Mr.  Meeke ; 
$lie,  on  her  side,  declaring  that  she  would  never  consent  to 
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insult  a clergyman  and  a gentleman  in  order  to  satisfy  the 
whim  of  a tyrannical  husband.  Upon  that  he  called  out,  with 
a great  oath,  to  have  his  horse  saddled  directly,  declaring  that 
he  would  not  stop  another  instant  under  the  same  roof  with  a 
woman  who  had  set  him  at  defiance — and  warning  bis  wife 
that  he  would  come  back,  if  Mr.  Meeke  entered  the  house 
again,  and  horsewhip  him,  in  spite  of  his  black  coat,  all  through 
the  village. 

With  those  words  he  left  her,  and  rode  away  to  the  sea-port 
where  his  yacht  was  lying.  My  mistress  kept  up  her  spirit 
till  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  then  burst  into  a dreadful  scream- 
ing passion  of  tears,  which  ended  by  leaving  her  so  weak  that 
bhe  had  to  be  carried  to  her  bed  like  a woman  who  was  at  the 
point  of  death. 

The  same  evening  my  master’s  horse  w^as  ridden  back  by  a 
messenger,  who  brought  a scrap  of  note-paper  with  him,  ad- 
dressed to  me.  It  only  contained  these  lines : — 

Pack  up  my  clothes,  and  deliver  them  immediately  to  the 
bearer.  You  may  tell  your  ^mistress  that  I sail  to-night,  at 
eleven  o’clock,  for  a cruise  to  Sweden.  Porward  my  letters  to 
the  Post-office,  Stockholm.” 

I obeyed  the  orders  given  to  me,  except  that  relating  to  my 
mistress.  The  doctor  had  been  sent  for,  and  was  still  in  the 
house.  1 consulted  him  on  the  propriety  of  my  delivering  the 
message.  He  positively  forbade  me  to  do  so,  that  night ; and 
told  me  to  give  him  the  slip  of  paper,  and  leave  it  to  his  dis- 
cretion to  show  it  to  her,  or  not,  the  next  morning. 

The  messenger  had  hardly  been  gone  an  hour,  when  Mr. 
Meeke’s  housekeeper  came  to  the  Hall  with  a roll  of  music  for 
my  mistress.  I told  the  woman  of  my  master’s  sudden  depar- 
ture, and  of  the  doctor  being  in  the  house.  This  news  brought 
Mr.  Meeke  himself  to  the  Hall  in  a great  flutter. 

I felt  so  angry  with  him  for  being  the  cause — innocent  as  he 
might  be — of  the  shocking  scene  which  had  taken  place,  that 
I exceeded  the  bounds  of  my  duty,  and  told  him  the  wffiole 
truth.  The  poor,  weak,  wavering,  childish  creature  flushed  up 
red  in  the  face,  then  turned  as  pale  as  ashes,  and  dropped  into 
one  of  the  hall  chairs,  crying — ^literally  crying  fit  to  break  his 
heart ! Oh,  William !”  says  he,  wringing  his  little,  frail, 
trembling,  white  hands,  as  helpless  as  a baby  : “ Oh,  William  ! 
what  am  I to  do  ?” 

“ As  you  ask  me  that  question,  sir,”  says  I,  ‘‘  you  will  ex- 
cuse me,  I hope,  if,  being  a servant,  I plainly  speak  my  mind, 
notwithstanding,  I know  my  station  well  enough  to  be  aware 
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that,  strictly  speaking,  I have  done  wrong,  and  far  exceeded 
my  dutj^,  in  telling  you  as  mucli  as  I have  told  you  already. 
]3ut  I would  go  through  fire  and  water,  sir,”  says  I,  feeling  my 
own  eyes  getting  moist,  “ for  my  mistress’s  sake.  She  has  no 
relation  here  who  can  speak  to  you ; and  it  is  even  better  that 
a servant  like  me  should  risk  being  guilty  of  an  impertinence, 
than  that  dreadful  and  lasting  mischief  should  arise  from  the 
right  remedy  not  being  applied  at  the  right  time.  This  is 
what  I should  do,  sir,  in  your  place.  Saving  your  presence,  I 
should  leave  off  crying,  and  go  back  home  and  write  to  Mr. 
James  Smith,  saying  that  I would  not,  as  a clergyman,  give 
him  railing  for  railing,  but  would  prove  how  unworthily 
he  had  suspected  me,  by  ceasing  to  visit  at  the  Hall  from  this 
time  forth,  rather  than  be  a cause  of  dissension  between  man 
and  wife.  If  you  will  put  that  into  proper  language,  sir,  and 
will  have  the  letter  ready  for  me  in  half  an  hour’s  time,  I will 
call  for  it  on  the  fastest  horse  in  our  stables,  and,  at  my  own 
risk,  will  give  it  to  my  master  before  he  sails  to-night.  I havo 
nothing  more  to  say,  sir,  except  to  ask  your  pardon  for  for- 
getting my  proper  place,  and  for  making  bold  to  speak  on  a 
very  serious  matter  as  equal  to  equal,  and  as  man  to  man.” 

To  do  Mr.  Meeke  justice,  he  had  a heart,  though  it  was  a 
very  small  one.  He  shook  hands  with  me,  and  said  he  accepted 
my  advice  as  the  advice  of  a friend  ; and  so  went  back  to  his 
parsonage  to  write  the  letter.  In  half  an  hour  I called  for  it 
on  horseback,  but  it  was  not  ready  for  me.  Mr.  Meeke  was 
ridiculously  nice  about  how  he  should  express  himself  when  he 
got  a pen  into  his  hand.  I found  him  with  his  desk  littered  with 
rough  copies,  in  a perfect  agony  about  how  to  turn  his  phrases 
delicately  enough  in  referring  to  my  mistress.  Every  minute 
being  precious,  I hurried  him  as  much  as  I could,  without 
standing  on  any  ceremony.  It  took  half  an  hour  more,  with 
all  my  efforts,  before  he  could  make  up  his  mind  that  the  letter 
would  do.  I started  off  with  it  at  a gallop,  and  never  drew 
rein  till  I got  to  the  sea-port  town. 

The  harbour-clock  chimed  the  quarter  past  eleven  as  I rode 
by  it,  and  when  I got  down  to  the  jetty,  there  was  no  yacht 
to  be  seen.  She  had  been  cast  off  from  her  moorings  ten 
minutes  before  eleven,  and  as  the  clock  struck  she  had  sailed 
out  of  the  harbour.  I would  have  followed  in  a boat,  but  it 
was  a fine  starlight  night,  with  a fresh  wind  blowing ; and  the 
sailors  on  the  pier  laughed  at  me  when  I spoke  of  rowing  after 
a schooner-yacht,  which  had  got  a quarter  of  an  hour’s  start  of 
with  the  wind  abeam  and  the  tide  in  her  favour. 
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I rode  back  with  a heavy  heart.  All  I could  do  now  was  to 
send  the  letter  to  the  Post-office,  Stockholm. 

The  next  day  the  doctor  showed  my  mistress  the  scrap  of 
paper  with  the  message  on  it  from  my  master ; and  an  hour  or 
two  after  that,  a letter  was  sent  to  her  in  Mr.  Meeke’s  hand- 
writing, explaining  the  reason  why  she  must  not  expect  to  see 
him  at  the  Hall,  and  referring  to  me  in  terms  of  high  praise, 
as  a sensible  and  faithful  man,  who  had  spoken  the  right  word 
at  the  right  time.  I am  able  to  repeat  the  substance  of  the 
letter,  because  I heard  all  about  it  from  my  mistress,  under 
very  unpleasant  circumstances  so  far  as  I was  concerned. 

The  news  of  my  master’s  departure  did  not  affect  her  as  the 
doctor  had  supposed  it  would.  Instead  of  distressing  her,  it 
roused  her  spirit  and  made  her  angry  ; her  pride,  as  I imagine, 
being  wounded  by  the  contemptuous  manner  in  which  her 
husband  had  notified  his  intention  of  sailing  to  Sweden,  at  the 
end  of  a message  to  a servant  about  packing  his  clothes. 
Pinding  her  in  that  temper  of  mind,  the  letter  from  Mr.  Meeke 
only  irritated  her  the  more.  She  insisted  on  getting  up,  and 
as  soon  as  she  was  dressed  and  down  stairs,  she  vented  her 
violent  humotir  on  me,  reproaching  me  for  impertinent  inter- 
ference in  the  affairs  of  my  betters,  and  declaring  that  she 
had  almost  made  up  her  mind  to  turn  me  out  of  my  place  for 
it.  I did  not  defend  myself,  because  I respected  her  sorrows 
and  the  irritation  that  came  from  them ; also,  because  I knew 
the  kindness  of  her  nature  well  enough,  to  be  assured  that  she 
would  make  amends  to  me  for  her  harshness,  the  moment  her 
mind  was  composed  again.  The  result  showed  that  I was  right. 
That  same  evening  she  sent  for  me,  and  begged  me  to  forgive 
and  forget  the  hasty  words  she  had  spoken  in  the  morning,  with 
a grace  and  sweetness  that  would  have  won  the  heart  of  any 
man  who  listened  to  her. 

Weeks  passed  after  this,  till  it  was  more  than  a month  since 
the  day  of  my  master’s  departure,  and  no  letter  in  his  hand- 
writing came  to  Darrock  Hall. 

My  mistress,  taking  this  treatment  of  her  more  angrily  than 
sorrowfully,  went  to  London  to  consult  her  nearest  relations, 
Mffio  lived  there.  On  leaving  home,  she  stopped  the  carriage 
at  the  parsonage,  and  went  in  (as  I thought,  rather  defiantly) 
to  say  good-by  to  Mr.  Meeke.  She  had  answered  his  letter, 
and  received  others  from  him,  and  had  answered  them  likewise. 
She  had  also,  of  course,  seen  him  every  Sunday  at  church,  and 
had  always  stopped  to  speak  to  him  after  the  service.  But  this 
was  the  first  occasion  on  which  she  had  visited  him  at  liis  house. 
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As  the  carriage  stopped,  tlie  little  parson  came  out,  in  great 
iiiirry  and  agitation,  to  meet  her  at  the  garden- gate. 

“ l)on’t  look  alarmed,  Mr.  Meeke,”  says  my  mistress,  getting 
out.  “ Though  you  have  engaged  not  to  come  near  the  Hall, 
I have  made  no  promise  to  keep  away  from  the  parsonage.*^ 
With  those  words  she  went  into  the  house. 

The  quadroon  maid,  Josephine,  was  sitting  with  me  in  the 
rumble  of  the  carriage,  and  I saw  a smile  on  her  tawny  face  as 
the  parson  and  his  visitor  went  into  the  house  together.  Harm- 
less as  Mr.  Meeke  was,  and  innocent  of  all  wrong  as  I knew 
my  mistress  to  be,  I regretted  that  she  should  be  so  rash  as  to 
despise  appearances,  considering  the  situation  she  was  placed 
in.  She  had  already  exposed  herself  to  be  thought  of  dis- 
respectfully by  her  own  maid ; and  it  was  hard  to  say  what 
worse  consequences  might  not  happen  after  that. 

Half  an  hour  later,  we  were  away  on  our  journey.  My  mis- 
tress staid  in  London  two  months.  Throughout  all  that  long 
time  no  letter  from  my  master  was  forwarded  to  her  from  the 
country-house. 


CHAPTEE  II. 

When  the  two  months  had  passed,  we  returned  to  Darrock 
Hall.  Nobody  there  had  received  any  news  in  our  absence  of 
the  whereabouts  of  my  master  and  his  yacht. 

Six  more  weary  weeks  elapsed ; ana  in  that  time  but  one 
event  happened  at  the  hall,  to  vary  the  dismal  monotony  of  the 
lives  we  now  led  in  the  solitary  place.  One  morning  Josephine 
came  down,  after  dressing  my  mistress,  with  her  face  downright 
livid  to  look  at,  except  on  one  cheek,  where  there  was  a mark 
as  red  as  burning  fire.  I was  in  the  kitchen  at  the  time,  and  I 
asked  what  was  the  matter. 

“The  matter!”  says  she,  in  her  shrill  voice  and  her  half- 
foreign  English.  “ Use  your  own  eyes,  if  you  please,  and  look 
at  this  cheek  of  mine.  What ! have  you  lived  so  long  a time 
with  your  mistress,  and  don't  you  know  the  mark  of  her 
hand  yet  ?” 

I was  at  a loss  to  understand  what  she  meant,  but  she  soon 
explained  herself.  My  mistress,  whose  temper  had  been  sadly 
altered  for  the  worse  by  the  trials  and  humiliations  she  had 
gone  through,  had  got  up  that  morning  more  out  of  humour 
than  usual  j and,  in  answer  to  her  maid’s  inquiry  as  to  how  skp 
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had  passed  the  night,  had  begun  talking  about  her  weary 
miserable  life  in  an  unusually  fretful  and  desperate  way. 
J osepliine,  in  trying  to  cheer  her  spirits,  had  ventured,  most 
improperly,  on  making  a light,  jesting  reference  to  Mr.  Meeke, 
which  had  so  enraged  my  mistress  that  she  turned  round  sharp 
on  the  half-breed,  and  gave  lier — to  use  the  common  phrase — 
a smart  box  on  toe  ear.  Josephine  confessed  that  the  moment 
after  she  had  done  this,  her  better  sense  appeared  to  tell  her 
that  she  had  taken  a most  improper  way  of  resenting  undue 
familiarity.  She  had  immediately  expressed  her  regret  for 
having  forgotten  herself,  and  had  proved  the  sincerity  of  it  by 
a gift  of  half-a-dozen  cambric  handkerchiefs,  presented  as  a 
peace-offering  on  the  spot.  After  that,  I thought  it  impossible 
that  Josephine  could  bear  any  malice  against  a mistress  whom 
she  had  served  ever  since  she  had  been  a girl,  and  I said  as 
much  to  her  when  she  had  done  telling  me  what  had  happened 
upstairs. 

Malice !”  cries  Miss  Josephine,  in  her  hard,  sharp,  snappish 
way.  ‘‘  Ke  upon  you  for  mentioning  the  word ! If  my  mis- 
tress smacks  my  cheek  with  one  hand,  she  gives  me  handker- 
chiefs to  wipe  it  with  the  other.  Ah,  you  bad  man,  to  suspect  me 
of  malice  ! Pie,  fie,  fie  ! I am  quite  ashamed  of  you.” 

She  burst  out  laughing — the  harshest  laugh  I ever  heard 
from  a woman’s  lips.  Turning  away  from  me  directly  after,  she 
said  no  more,  and  never  referred  to  the  subject  again  on  any 
subsequent  occasion. 

Prom  that  time,  however,  I noticed  an  alteration  in  Miss 
Josephine  ; not  in  her  way  of  doing  her  work,  for  she  was  just 
as  sharp  and  careful  about  it  as  ever,  but  in  her  manners  and 
habits.  She  grew  amazingly  quiet,  and  passed  almost  all  her  leisure 
time  alone.  I could  bring  no  charge  against  her  which  autho- 
rised me  to  speak  a word  of  warning  ; but,  for  all  that,  I could 
not  help  feeling  that  if  I had  been  in  my  mistress’s  place,  I 
would  have  followed  up  the  present  of  the  cambric  handker- 
chiefs by  paying  her  a month’s  wages  in  advance,  and  sending 
her  away  from  the  house  the  same  evening. 

With  the  exception  of  this  little  domestic  matter,  which  ap- 
peared trifling  enough  at  the  time,  but  which  led  to  very  serious 
consequences  afterwards,  nothing  happened  at  all  out  of  the 
.rdinary  way  during  the  six  weary  weeks  to  which  I have 
referred.  At  the  beginning  of  the  seventh  week,  however,  an 
event  occurred  at  last. 

One  morning  the  postman  brought  a letter  to  the  Hall, 
addressed  to  my  mistress.  I took  it  upstairs,  and  looked  at 
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the  direction  as  I put  it  on  the  salver.  The  handwriting  waa 
not  my  master’s ; was  not,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  the  hand- 
writing of  any  well-educated  person.  The  outside  of  the  letter 
was  also  very  dirty ; and  the  seal  a common  ofiS.ce-seal  of  the 
usual  lattice- work  pattern.  This  must  be  a begging-letter,” 
I thought  to  myself  as  I entered  the  breakfast-room  and  took 
it  to  my  mistress. 

She  held  up  heT  hand  before  she  opened  it,  as  a sign  to  me 
that  she  had  some  order  to  give,  and  that  I Avas  not  to  leave 
the  room  till  I had  received  it.  Then  she  broke  the  seal,  and 
began  to  read  the  letter. 

Her  eyes  had  hardly  been  on  it  a moment  before  her  face 
turned  as  pale  as  death,  and  the  paper  began  to  tremble  in  her 
fingers.  She  read  on  to  the  end,  and  suddenly  turned  from 
pale  to  scarlet,  started  out  of  her  chair,  crumpled  the  letter  up 
violently  in  her  hand,  and  took  several  turns  backwards  and 
forwards  in  the  room,  without  seeming  to  notice  me  as  I stood 
by  the  door.  “ You  villain  ! you  villain ! you  villain !”  I heard 
her  whisper  to  herself  many  times  over.  She  stopped,  and  said 
on  a sudden,  ‘‘  Can  it  be  true  ?”  Then  she  looked  up,  and 
seeing  me  standing  at  the  door,  started  as  if  I had  been  a 
stranger,  changed  colour  again,  and  told  me,  in  a stifled  voice, 
to  'leave  her  and  come  back  again  in  half  an  hour.  I obeyed, 
feeling  certain  that  she  must  have  received  some  very  bad  news 
of  her  husband,  and  wondering,  anxiously  enough,  what  it 
might  be. 

When  I returned  to  the  breakfast-room,  her  face  was  as  much 
discomposed  as  ever.  Without  speaking  a word,  she  handed 
me  tAvo  sealed  letters.  One,  a note  to  be  left  for  Mr.  Meeke, 
at  the  parsonage  ; the  other,  a letter  marked  Immediate,”  and 
addressed  to  her  solicitor  in  London,  who  was  also,  I should 
add,  her  nearest  living  relative. 

I left  one  of  these  letters,  and  posted  the  other.  When  I 
came  back,  I heard  that  my  mistress  had  taken  to  her  room. 
She  remained  there  for  four  days,  keeping  her  new  sorroAV, 
whatever  it  Avas,  strictly  to  herself.  On  the  fifth  day,  the 
lawyer  from  London  arrived  at  the  Hall.  IMy  mistress  went 
doAvn  to  him  in  the  library,  and  was  shut  up  there  Avith  him  for 
nearly  two  hours.  At  the  end  of  that  time  the  bell  rang 
for  me. 

“Sit  down,  Wiiiiam,”  said  my  mistress  Avhen  I came  into 
the  room.  “ I feel  such  entire  confidence  in  your  fidelity  and 
attachment  that  I am  about,  with  the  full  concurrence  of  this 
gentleman,  Avho  is  my  nearest  relative  and  my  legal  adviser,  to 
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place  a very  serious  secret  in  your  keeping,  and  to  employ  your 
services  on  a matter  wkich  is  as  important  to  me  as  a matter  ^ 
of  life  and  death.’’ 

Her  poor  eyes  were  very  red,  and  her  lips  quivered  as  she 
spoke  to  me.  I was  so  startled  by  what  she  had  said  that  I 
hardly  knew  which  chair  to  sit  in.  She  pointed  to  one  placed 
near  herself  at  the  table,  and  seemed  about  to  speak  to  me 
again,  when  the  lawyer  interfered. 

“ Let  me  entreat  you,”  he  said,  not  to  agitate  yourself  un- 
necessarily. I will  put  this  person  in  possession  of  the  facts  ; 
and  if  I omit  anything,  you  shall  stop  me  and  set  me  right.” 

My  mistress  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  and  covered  her  face 
with  her  handkerchief.  The  lawyer  waited  a moment,  and  then 
addressed  himself  to  me. 

You  are  already  aware,”  he  said,  of  the  circumstances 
under  which  your  master  left  this  house  ; and  you  also  know, 

I have  no  doubt,  that  no  direct  news  of  him  has  reached  your 
mistress  up  to  this  time  ?” 

I bowed  to  him,  and  said  I knew  of  the  circumstances 
so  far. 

“ Do  you  remember,”  he  went  on,  taking  a letter  to  your 
mistress  five  days  ago  ?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  I replied : “ a letter  which  seemed  to  distress  and 
alarm  her  very  seriously.” 

‘‘  I will  read  you  that  letter  before  we  say  any  more,”  con- 
tinued the  lawyer.  “ I warn  you  beforehand  that  it  contains  a 
terrible  charge  against  your  master,  which,  however,  is  not 
attested  by  the  writer’s  signature.  I have  already  told  your 
mistress  that  she  must  not  attach  too  much  importance  to  an 
anonymous  letter;  and  I now  tell  you  the  same  thing.” 

Saying  that,  he  took  up  a letter  from  the  table  and  read  it 
aloud.  I had  a copy  of  it  given  to  me  afterwards,  which  I 
looked  at  often  enough  to  fix  the  contents  of  the  letter  in  my 
memory.  I can  now  repeat  them,  I think,  word  for  word. 

“ Madam, — I cannot  reconcile  it  to  my  conscience  to  leave 
you  in  total  ignorance  of  your  husband’s  atrocious  conduct 
towards  you.  If  you  have  ever  been  disposed  to  regret  his 
absence,  do  so  no  longer.  Hope  and  pray,  rather,  that  you  and 
he  may  never  meet  face  to  face  again  in  this  world.  I write  in 
great  haste,  and  in  great  fear  of  being  observed.  Time  fails  me 
to  prepare  you  as  you  ought  to  be  prepared  for  what  I have 
now  to  disclose.  I must  tell  you  plainly,  with  much  respect 
for  you  and  sorrow  for  your  misfortune,  that  your  husband 
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has  married  another  wife,  I saw  the  ceremony  performed,  un- 
known to  him.  If  I could  not  have  spoken  of  this  infamous 
act  as  an  eye-witness,  I would  not  have  spoken  of  it  at  all. 

“ I dare  not  acknowledge  who  I am,  for  I believe  Mr.  J ames 
Smith  would  stick  at  no  crime  to  revenge  himself  on  me,  if  he 
ever  came  to  a knowledge  of  the  step  I am  now  taking,  and  of 
the  means  by  which  I got  my  information.  ISTeither  have  I 
time  to  enter  into  particulars.  I simply  warn  you  of  what  has 
happened,  and  leave  you  to  act  on  that  warning  as  you  please. 
You  may  disbelieve  this  letter,  because  it  is  not  signed  by  any 
name.  In  that  case,  if  Mr.  James  Smith  should  ever  venture 
into  your  presence,  I recommend  you  to  ask  him  suddenly  what 
he  has  done  with  his  new  wife;  and  to  see  if  his  countenance 
does  not  immediately  testify  that  the  truth  has  been  spoken  by 

“Your  Unknown  Yriej^d.” 

Poor  as  my  opinion  was  of  my  master,  I had  never  believed 
him  to  be  capable  of  such  villainy  as  this ; and  I could  not 
believe  it,  when  the  lawyer  had  done  reading  the  letter. 

“Oh,  sir!”  I said;  “surely  this  is  some  base  imposition? 
Surely  it  cannot  be  true  ?” 

“That  is  what  I have  told  your  mistress,”  he  answered. 
“ But  she  says  in  return — ” 

“ I feel  it  to  be  true,”  my  mistress  broke  in,  speaking  behind 
the  handkerchief,  in  a faint  smothered  voice. 

“We  need  not  debate  the  question,”  the  lawyer  went  on, 
“ Our  business  now  is  to  prove  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  this 
letter.  That  must  be  done  at  once.  I have  written  to  one  of 
my  clerks,  who  is  accustomed  to  conducting  delicate  investi- 
gations, to  come  to  this  house  without  loss  of  time.  He  is  to 
be  trusted  with  anything,  and  he  will  pursue  the  needful 
inquiries  immediately.  It  is  absolutely  necessary,  to  make 
sure  of  committing  no  mistakes,  that  he  should  be  accompanied 
by  some  one  who  is  well  acquainted  with  Mr.  James  Smith’s 
habits  and  personal  appearance ; and  your  mistress  has  fixed 
upon  you  to  be  that  person.  However  well  the  enquiry  is 
managed,  it  may  be  attended  by  much  trouble  and  delay,  may 
necessitate  a long  journey,  and  may  involve  some  personal 
danger.  Are  you,”  said  the  lawyer,  looking  hard  at  me, 

ready  to  sufier  any  inconvenience  and  to  run  any  risk  for 
your  mistress’s  sake  ?” 

“ There  is  nothing  I can  do,  sir,”  said  I,  “ that  I will  not 
do.  I am  afraid  I am  not  clever  enough  to  be  of  much  use. 
But  so  far  as  troubles  and  risks  are  concerned,  I am  ready  for 
anything  from  this  moment.” 
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My  mistress  took  the  handkerchief  from  her  face,  looked  at 
me  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  held  out  her  hand.  How  I 
came  to  do  it  I don’t  know,  but  I stooped  down  and  kissed 
the  hand  she  offered  me  ; feeling  half  startled,  half  ashamed  at 
my  own  boldness  the  moment  after. 

You  will  do,  my  man,”  said  the  lawyer,  nodding  his  head. 

Don’t  trouble  yourself  about  the  cleverness  or  the  cunning 
that  may  be  wanted.  My  clerk  has  got  head  enough  for  two. 
I have  only  one  word  to  say  before  you  go  down  stairs  again. 
Hem  ember  that  this  investigation,  and  the  cause  that  leads  to 
it,  must  be  kept  a profound  secret.  Except  us  three,  and  the 
clergyman  here  (to  whom  your  mistress  has  written  word  of 
what  has  happened),  nobody  knows  anything  about  it.  I will 
let  my  clerk  into  the  secret,  when  he  joins  us.  As  soon  as  yon 
and  he  are  away  from  the  house,  you  may  talk  about  it.  Until 
then,  you  will  close  your  lips  on  the  subject.” 

The  clerk  did  not  keep  us  long  waiting.  He  came  as  fast 
as  the  mail  from  London  could  bring  him. 

I had  expected,  from  his  master’s  description,  to  see  a serious, 
sedate  man,  rather  sly  in  his  looks,  and  rather  reserved  in  his 
manner.  To  my  amazement,  this  practised  hand  at  delicate  in- 
vestigations was  a brisk,  plump,  jolly  little  man,  with  a com- 
fortable double  chin,  a pair  of  very  bright  black  eyes,  and  a big 
bottle-nose  of  the  true  groggy  red  colour.  He  wore  a suit  of 
black,  and  a limp,  dingy  white  cravat ; took  snuff  perpetually 
out  of  a very  large  box ; walked  with  his  hands  crossed  behind 
his  back  ; and  looked,  upon  the  whole,  much  more  like  a parson 
of  free  and  easy  habits  than  a lawyer’s  clerk. 

‘^How  d’ye  do?”  says  he,  when  I opened  the  door  to  him. 

I’m  the  man  you  expect  from  the  office  in  London.  Just 
say  Mr.  Dark,  will  you  ? I’ll  sit  down  here  till  you  come 
back ; and,  young  man,  if  there  is  such  a thing  as  a glass  of  ale 
in  the  house,  I don’t  mind  committing  myself  so  far  as  to  say 
that  I’ll  drink  it.” 

I got  him  the  ale  before  I announced  him.  He  winked  at 
me  as  he  put  it  to  his  lips. 

Your  good  health,”  says  he.  I like  you.  Don’t  forget 
that  the  name’s  Dark ; and  just  leave  the  jug  and  glass,  will 
you,  in  case  my  master  keeps  me  waiting.” 

I announced  him  at  once,  and  was  told  to  show  him  into  the 
library. 

When  I got  back  to  the  hall  the  jug  was  empty,  and  IMr. 
Dark  was  comforting  himself  with  a pincli  of  snuff,  snorting 
ov^er  it  like  a perfect  grampus.  He  h.ad  swallowed  more  than  a 
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pint  of  the  strongest  old  ale  in  the  house ; and,  for  all  the  effect 
it  seemed  to  have  had  on  him,  he  might  just  as  well  have  been 
drinking  so  much  water. 

As  I led  him  along  the  passage  to  the  library,  Josephine 
passed  us.  Mr.  Dark  winked  at  me  again,  and  made  her  a low 
bow. 

Lady’s  maid,”  I heard  him  whisper  to  himself.  A fine 
woman  to  look  at,  but  a damned  bad  one  to  deal  with.”  I 
turned  round  on  him,  rather  angry  at  his  cool  ways,  and  looked 
hard  at  him  just  before  1 opened  the  library  door.  Mr.  Dark 
looked  hard  at  me.  “ All  right,”  says  he.  I can  show  my- 
self in.”  And  he  knocks  at  the  door,  and  opens  it,  ai^d  goes 
in  with  another  wicked  wink,  all  in  a moment. 

Half  an  hour  later,  the  bell  rang  for  me.  Mr.  Dark  was 
sitting  between  my  mistress  (who  was  looking  at  him  in 
amazement)  and  the  lawyer  (who  was  looking  at  liim  with 
approval).  He  had  a map  open  on  his  knee,  and  a pen  in  his 
hand.  Judging  by  his  face,  the  communication  of  the  secret 
about  my  master  did  not  seem  to  have  made  the  smallest  im- 
pression on  him. 

I’ve  got  leave  to  ask  you  a question,”  says  he,  the  moment 
I appeared.  When  you  found  your  master’s  yacht  gone,  did 
you  hear  which  way  she  sailed?  Was  it  northward  towards 
Scotland  ? Speak  up,  young  man,  speak  up  !” 

Yes,”  I answered.  The  boatmen  told  me  that,  when  I 
made  inquiries  at  the  harbour.” 

Well,  sir,”  says  Mr.  Dark,  turning  to  the  lawyer,  “ if  lie 
said  he  was  going  to  Sweden,  he  seems  to  have  started  on  the 
road  to  it,  at  all  events.  I think  I have  got  my  instructions 
now  ?” 

The  lawyer  nodded,  and  looked  at  my  mistress,  who  bowed 
her  head  to  him.  He  then  said,  turning  to  me : — 

“ Pack  up  your  bag  for  travelling  at  once,  and  have  a con- 
veyance got  ready  to  go  to  the  nearest  post  town.  Look  sharp, 
young  man — look  sharp  !” 

“ And  whatever  happens  in  the  future,”  added  my  mistress, 
her  kind  voice  trembling  a little,  believe,  William,  that  1 
shall  never  forget  the  proof  you  now  give  of  your  devo- 
tion to  me.  It  is  still  some  comfort  to  know  that  I have 
your  fidelity  to  depend  on  in  this  dreadful  trial — your  fidelity 
and  the  extraordinary  intelligence  and  experience  of  Mr. 
Dark.” 

Mr.  Dark  did  not  seem  to  hear  the  compliment.  He  was 
busy  writing,  with  his  paper  upon  the  max)  knee. 
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A quarter  of  an  hour  later,  when  I had  ordered  the  dog-cart, 
and  had  got  down  into  the  hall  with  my  bag  packed,  I found 
him  there  waiting  for  me.  He  was  sitting  in  the  same  chair 
which  he  had  occupied  when  he  first  arrived,  and  he  had 
another  jug  of  the  old  ale  on  the  table  by  his  side. 

‘‘  Grot  any  fishing-rods  in  the  house  ?”  says  he,  when  I put 
my  bag  down  in  the  hall. 

Tes,”  I replied,  astonished  at  the  question.  What  do 
you  want  with  them 

Pack  a couple  in  cases  for  travelling,”  says  Mr.  Dark, 

with  lines  and  hooks  and  fly-books  all  complete.  Have  a 
drop  of  the  ale  before  you  go — and  don’t  stare,  William,  don’t 
stare.  I’ll  let  the  light  in  on  you,  as  soon  as  we  are  out  of  the 
house.  Off  with  you  for  the  rods ! I want  to  be  on  the  road 
in  five  minutes.” 

When  I came  back  with  the  rods  and  tackle,  I found  Mr. 
Dark  in  the  dog-cart. 

‘‘  Money,  luggage,  fishing-rods,  papers  of  directions,  copy 
of  anonymous  letter,  guide-book,  map,”  says  he,  running  over 
in  his  mind  the  things  wanted  for  the  journey.  “ All  right  so 
far.  Drive  off.” 

I took  the  reins  and  started  the  horse.  As  we  left  the 
house,  I saw  my  mistress  and  Josephine  looking  after  us  from 
two  of  the  windows  on  the  second  floor.  The  memory  of  those 
two  attentive  faces — one  so  fair  and  so  good — the  other  so 
yellow  and  so  wicked — haunted  my  mind  perpetually  for  many 
days  afterwards. 

How,  William,”  says  Mr.  Dark,  when  we  were  clear  of  the 
lodge  gates,  “ I’m  going  to  begin  by  telling  you  that  you 
must  step  out  of  your  own  character  till  further  notice.  You 
are  a clerk  in  a bank ; and  I’m  another.  We  have  got  our 
regular  holiday,  that  comes,  like  Christmas,  once  a year ; and 
we  are  taking  a little  tour  in  Scotland,  to  see  the  curiosities, 
and  to  breathe  the  sea  air,  and  to  get  some  fishing  whenever 
we  can.  I’m  the  fat  cashier  who  digs  holes  in  a drawerful  of 
gold  with  a copper  shovel.  And  you’re  the  arithmetical  young 
man  who  sits  on  a perch  behind  me  and  keeps  the  books. 
Scotland’s  a beautiful  country,  William.  Can  you  make 
whisky-toddy  ? I can.  And  what’s  more,  unlikely  as  the  thing 
may  seem  to  you,  I can  actually  drink  it  into  the  bargain.” 

‘‘Scotland!”  says  L “What  are  we  going  to  Scotland 
for?” 

“ Question  for  question,”  says  Mr.  Dark.  “ What  are  we 
starting  on  a journey  for?” 


A PLOT  IN  PRIVATE  LIFE.  251 

To  find  my  master,”  I answered,  and  to  make  sure  if  the 
letter  about  liim  is  true.” 

“ Very  good,”  says  he.  How  would  you  set  about  doing 
that,  eh  ?” 

“ I should  go  and  ask  about  him  at  Stockholm,  in  Sweden, 
where  he  said  his  letters  were  to  be  sent.” 

“ Should  you  indeed  ?”  says  Mr.  Dark.  “ If  you  were  a 
shepherd,  'William,  and  had  lost  a sheep  in  Cumberland,  would 
you  begin  looking  for  it  at  the  Land’s  End,  or  would  you  try 
a little  nearer  home  ?” 

“ You’re  attempting  to  make  a fool  of  me  now,”  says  I. 

Ho,”  says  Mr.  Dark,  ‘‘  I’m  only  letting  the  light  in  on 
you,  as  I said  I would.  How  listen  to  reason,  William,  and 
profit  by  it  as  much  as  you  can.  Mr.  James  Smith  says  he  is  ’ 
going  on  a cruise  to  Sweden,  and  makes  his  word  good,  at  the 
beginning,  by  starting  northward  toward  the  coast  of  Scotland. 
W^hat  does  he  go  in?  A yacht.  Do  yachts  carry  live  beasts 
aud  a butcher  on  board  ? Hox  Will  joints  of  meat  keep  fresh 
all  the  way  from  Cumberland  to  Sweden?  Ho.  Do  gentle- 
men like  living  on  salt  provisions  ? Ho.  What  follows  from 
these  three  Hoes  ? That  Mr.  James  Smith  must  have  stopped 
somewhere,  on  the  way  to  Sweden,  to  supply  his  sea-larder 
with  fresh  provisions.  Where,  in  that  case,  must  he  stop  ? 
Somewhere  in  Scotland,  supposing  he  didn’t  alter  his  course 
when  he  was  out  of  sight  of  your  sea-port.  Where  in  Scot- 
land ? Horthward  on  the  mainland,  or  westward  at  one  of  the 
islands  ? Most  likely  on  the  main  land,  where  the  sea-side 
places  are  largest,  and  where  he  is  sure  of  getting  all  the  stores 
he  wants.  Hext,  what  is  our  business  ? Hot  to  risk  losing  a 
link  in  the  chain  of  evidence  by  missing  any  place  where  he 
has  put  his  foot  on  shore.  Hot  to  overshoot  the  mark 
when  we  want  to  hit  it  in  the  bull’s-eye.  Hot  to  waste 
money  and  time  by  taking  a long  trip  to  Sweden,  till  we 
know  that  we  must  absolutely  go  there.  Where  is  our  journey 
of  discovery  to  talvc  us  to  first,  then  ? Clearly  to  the  north 
of  Scotland.  What  do  you  say  to  tliat,  Mr.  William  ? Is  my 
catechism  all  correct,  or  has  your  strong  ale  muddled  my 
head  ?” 

It  was  evident  by  this  time  that  no  ale  could  do  that,  and  1 
told  him  so.  He  chuckled,  winked  at  me,  and  taking  another 
})inch  of  snuff,  said  he  would  now  turn  the  whole  case  over  in 
his  mind  again,  and  make  sure  that  he  had  got  all  the  bearings 
of  it  quite  clear. 

By  the  time  we  reached  the  post-town,  he  had  accomplished 
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this  mental  effort  to  his  own  perfect  satisfaction,  and  was  quite 
read  y to  compare  the  ale  at  the  inn  with  the  ale  at  Darrock  Hall. 
The  dog- cart  was  left  to  be  taken  back  the  next  morning  by 
the  ostler.  A post-chaise  and  horses  were  ordered  out.  A 
loaf  of  bread,  a Bologna  sausage,  and  two  bottles  of  sherry  were 
put  into  the  pockets  of  the  carriage;  we  took  our  seats,  and 
started  briskly  on  our  doubtful  journey. 

“ One  word  more  of  friendly  advice,”  says  Mr.  Dark,  settling 
liimself  comfortably  in  his  corner  of  the  carriage.  “ Take  your 
sleep,  William,  whenever  you  feel  that  you  can  get  it.  You 
won’t  find  yourself  in  bed  again  till  we  get  to  Glasgow. ” 


CHAPTEE  III. 

Although  the  events  that  I am  now  relating  happened  manj 
years  ago,  I shall  still,  for  caution’s  sake,  avoid  mentioning  by 
name  the  various  places  visited  by  Mr.  Dark  and  myself  for 
the  purpose  of  making  inquiries.  It  will  be  enough  if  I de- 
scribe generally  what  we  did,  and  if  I mention  in  substance 
only  the  result  at  which  we  ultimately  arrived. 

On  reaching  Glasgow,  Mr.  Dark  turned  the  whole  case  over 
in  his  mind  once  more.  The  result  was  that  he  altered  his  in- 
tention of  going  straight  to  the  north  of  Scotland,  considering 
it  safer  to  make  sure,  if  possible,  of  the  course  the  yacht  had 
taken  in  her  cruise  along  the  western  coast. 

The  carrying  out  of  this  new  resolution,  involved  the  necessity 
of  delaying  our  onward  journey  by  perpetually  diverging  from 
the  direct  road.  Three  times  we  were  sent  uselessly  to  wild 
places  in  the  Hebrides  by  false  reports.  Twice  we  wandered 
away  inland,  following  gentlemen  who  answered  generally  to 
the  description  of  Mr.  James  Smith,  but  who  turned  out  to  be 
the  wrong  men  as  soon  as  we  set  eyes  on  them.  These  vain 
excursions— especially  the  three  to  the  western  islands — con- 
sumed time  terribly.  It  was  more  than  two  months  from  the 
day  when  we  had  left  Darrock  Hall,  before  we  found  ourselves 
up  at  the  very  top  of  Scotland  at  last,  driving  into  a consider- 
able sea-side  town,  with  a harbour  attached  to  it.  Thus  far 
our  journey  had  led  to  no  results,  and  I began  to  despair  ol 
success.  As  for  Mr.  Dark,  he  never  got  to  the  end  of  his  sweet 
temper  and  his  wonderful  patience. 

You  don’t  know  how  to  wait,  William,”  was  his  constant 
remark  whenever  he  heard  me  complaining.  “ I do.” 
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We  drove  into  the  town  towards  evening,  in  a modest  little 
gig,  and  put  up,  according  to  our  usual  custom,  at  one  of  the 
inferior  inns. 

We  must  begin  at  the  bottom,”  Mr.  Dark  used  to  say. 

High  company  in  a coffee-room  won’t  be  familiar  with  us. 
Low  company  in  a tap-room  will.”  And  he  certainly  proved 
the  truth  of  his  own  words.  The  like  of  him  for  making  in- 
timate friends  of  total  strangers  at  the  shortest  notice,  I have 
never  met  with  before  or  since.  Cautious  as  the  Scotch  are, 
Mr.  Dark  seemed  to  have  the  knack  of  twisting  them  round 
his  finger  as  he  pleased.  He  varied  his  way  artfully  with  dif- 
ferent men ; but  there  were  three  standing  opinions  of  his, 
which  he  made  a point  of  expressing  in  all  varieties  of  company 
while  we  were  in  Scotland.  In  the  first  place,  he  thought  the 
view  of  Edinburgh  from  Arthur’s  seat  the  finest  in  the  world. 
In  the  second  place,  he  considered  whisky  to  be  the  most 
wholesome  spirit  in  the  world.  In  the  third  place,  he  believed 
his  late  beloved  mother  to  have  been  the  best  woman  in  the 
world.  It  may  be  worthy  of  note  that,  whenever  he  expressed 
this  last  opinion  in  Scotland,  he  invariably  added  that  her 
maiden  name  was  Macleod. 

Well,  we  put  up  at  a modest  little  inn  near  the  harbour.  I 
was  dead  tired  with  the  journey,  and  lay  down  on  my  bed  to 
get  some  rest.  Mr.  Dark,  whom  nothing  ever  fatigued,  left  me 
to  take  his  toddy  and  pipe  among  the  company  in  the  tap-room. 

I don’t  know  how  long  I had  been  asleep,  when  I was  roused 
by  a shake  on  my  shoulder.  The  room  Avas  pitch  dark,  and  I 
felt  a hand  suddenly  clapped  over  my  mouth.  Then  a strong 
smell  of  whisky  and  tobacco  saluted  my  nostrils,  and  a whispei 
stole  into  my  ear — • 

“ William ! we  have  got  to  the  end  of  our  journey.” 

‘^Mr.  Dark,”  I stammered  out,  “is  that  you?  What  in 
heaven’s  name  do  you  mean  ?” 

“ The  yacht  put  in  here,”  was  the  answer,  still  in  a whisper, 
“ and  your  blackguard  of  a master  came  ashore — ” 

“ Oh,  Mr.  Dark,”  I broke  in,  “ don’t  tell  me  that  the  letter 
is  true !” 

“ Every  word  of  it,”  says  he.  “ He  Avas  married  here,  and 
he  was  off  again  to  the  Mediterranean  with  Xuinber  Two,  a 
good  three  weeks  before  Ave  left  your  mistress’s  house.  Hush  ! 
don’t  say  a word.  Go  to  sleep  again,  or  strike  a light  and  read, 
if  you  like  it  better.  Do  anything  but  come  downstairs  with 
me.  I’m  going  to  find  out  all  the  particulars,  without  seeming 
int  to  know  one  of  them.  Yours  is  a very  good-looking 
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lace,  William,  but  it’s  so  infernally  honest  that  I can’t  trust  it, 
in  the  tap-room.  I’m  making  friends  with  the  Scotchmen  al- 
ready. They  know  my  opinion  of  Arthur’s  Seat ; they  see 
what  I think  of  whisky ; and  I rather  fancy  it  won’t  be  long 
before  they  hear  that  my  mother’s  maiden  name  was  Macleod.” 

With  those  words  he  slipped  out  of  the  room,  and  left  me 
as  he  had  found  me,  in  the  dark. 

I was  far  too  much  agitated  by  what  I had  heard  to  think  of 
going  to  sleep  again ; so  I struck  a light,  and  tried  to  amuse 
myself  as  well  as  I could  with  an  old  newspaper  that  had  been 
stuffed  into  my  carpet  bag.  It  was  then  nearly  ten  o’clock. 
Two  hours  later,  when  the  house  shut  up,  Mr.  Dark  came  back 
to  me  again  in  high  spirits. 

I have  got  the  whole  case  here,”  says  he,  tapping  his  fore- 
head— “ the  whole  case,  as  neat  and  clean  as  if  it  was  drawn  in 
a brief.  That  master  of  yours  doesn’t  stick  at  a trifle,  AVilliam. 
It’s  my  opinion  that  your  mistress  and  you  have  not  seen  the 
last  of  him  yet.” 

We  were  sleeping  that  night  in  a double-bedded  room.  As 
soon  as  Mr.  Dark  had  secured  the  door,  and  disposed  himself 
comfortably  in  his  bed,  he  entered  on  a detailed  narrative  of 
the  particulars  communicated  to  him  in  the  tap-room.  The 
substance  of  what  he  told  me  may  be  related  as  follows : — 

The  yacht  had  had  a wonderful  run  all  the  way  to  Cape 
Wrath.  On  rounding  that  headland,  she  had  met  the  wind 
nearly  dead  against  her,  and  had  beaten  every  inch  of  the  way 
to  the  seaport  town,  where  she  had  put  in  to  get  a supply  of 
provisions,  and  to  wait  for  a change  in  the  wind. 

Mr.  James  Smith  had  gone  ashore  to  look  about  him,  and  to 
see  whether  the  principal  hotel  was  the  sort  of  house  at  which 
he  would  like  to  stop  for  a few  days.  In  the  course  of  his 
wandering  about  the  town,  his  attention  had  been  attracted  to 
a decent  house,  where  lodgings  were  to  be  let,  by  the  sight  of 
a very  pretty  girl  sitting  at  work  at  the  parlour-window.  He 
was  so  struck  by  her  face  that  he  came  back  twice  to  look  at 
it,  determining,  the  second  time,  to  try  if  he  could  not  make 
acquaintance  with  her  by  asking  to  see  the  lodgings.  He  was 
shown  the  rooms  by  the  girl’s  mother,  a very  respectable 
woman,  whom  he  discovered  to  be  the  wife  of  the  master  and 
part  owner  of  a small  coasting  vessel,  then  away  at  sea.  With 
a little  manoeuvring,  he  managed  to  get  into  the  parlour  where 
the  daughter  was  at  work,  and  to  exchange  a few  words  with 
her.  Her  voice  and  manner  completed  the  attraction  of  her 
face.  Mr.  James  Smith  decided,  in  his  headlong  way,  that  he 
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was  violently  in  love  with  her ; and,  without  hesitating  another 
instant,  he  took  the  lodgings  on  the  spot  for  a month  certain. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  his  designs  on  the  girl  were  of 
the  most  disgraceful  kind,  and  that  he  represented  himself  to 
the  mother  and  daughter  as  a single  man.  Helped  by  his  ad- 
vantages of  money,  position,  and  personal  appearance,  he  had 
made  sure  that  the  ruin  of  the  girl  might  be  effected  with  very 
little  difficulty ; but  he  soon  found  that  he  had  undertaken  no 
easy  conquest. 

The  mother’s  watchfulness  never  slept,  and  the  daughter’s 
presence  of  mind  never  failed  her.  She  admired  Mr.  James 
Smith’s  tall  figure  and  splendid  whiskers ; she  showed  the  most 
encouraging  partiality  for  his  society ; she  smiled  at  his  com- 
pliments, and  blushed  whenever  he  looked  at  her ; but,  whether 
it  was  cunning,  or  whether  it  was  innocence,  she  seemed  inca- 
pable of  understanding  that  his  advances  toward  her  were  of 
any  other  than  an  honourable  kind.  At  the  slightest  approach 
to  undue  familiarity,  she  drew  back  with  a kind  of  contemp- 
tuous surprise  in  her  face,  which  utterly  perplexed  Mr.  James 
Smith.  He  had  not  calculated  on  that  sort  of  resistance,  and 
he  could  not  see  his  way  to  overcoming  it.  The  weeks  passed ; 
the  month  for  which  he  had  taken  the  lodgings  expired.  Time 
had  strengthened  the  girl’s  hold  on  him,  till  his  admiration  for 
her  amounted  to  downright  infatuation ; and  he  had  not  ad- 
vanced one  step  yet  towards  the  fulfilment  of  the  vicious  pur- 
pose with  which  he  had  entered  the  house. 

At  this  time  he  must  have  made  some  fresh  attempt  on  the 
girl’s  virtue,  which  produced  a coolness  between  them ; for, 
instead  of  taking  the  lodgings  for  another  term,  he  removed  to 
his  yacht  in  the  harbour,  and  slept  on  board  for  two  nights. 

The  wind  was  now  fair,  and  the  stores  were  on  board ; but 
he  gave  no  orders  to  the  sailing-master  to  weigh  anchor.  On 
the  third  day,  the  cause  of  the  coolness,  whatever  it  was,  ap- 
pears to  have  been  removed,  and  he  returned  to  his  lodgings 
on  shore.  Some  of  the  more  inquisitive  among  the  townspeople 
observed  soon  afterwards,  when  they  met  him  in  the  street, 
that  he  looked  rather  anxious  and  uneasy.  The  conclusion  had 
probably  forced  itself  upon  his  mind,  by  this  time,  that  he  must 
decide  on  pursuing  one  of  two  courses.  Either  he  must  resolve 
to  make  the  sacrifice  of  leaving  the  girl  altogether,  or  ho  must 
commit  the  villany  of  marrying  her. 

Scoundrel  as  he  was,  he  hesitated  at  encountering  the  rislc 
— perhaps,  also,  at  being  guilty  of  the  crime — involved  in  this 
last  alternative.  While  he  was  still  in  doubt,  the  father’s 
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coasting  vessel  sailed  into  the  harbour,  and  the  father’s  pre- 
sence on  the  scene  decided  him  at  last.  How  this  new  influence 
acted,  it  was  impossible  to  find  out  from  the  imperfect  evi- 
dence of  persons  who  were  not  admitted  to  the  family  councils. 
The  fact,  however,  was  certain,  that  the  date  of  the  father’s 
return,  and  the  date  of  Mr.  James  Smith’s  first  wicked  resolu- 
tion to  marry  the  girl,  might  both  be  fixed,  as  nearly  as  possible, 
at  one  and  the  same  time. 

Having  once  made  up  his  mind  to  the  commission  of  the 
crime,  he  proceeded,  with  all  possible  coolness  and  cunning,  to 
provide  against  the  chances  of  detection. 

Returning  on  board  his  yacht,  he  announced  that  he  had 
given  up  his  intention  of  cruising  to  Sweden,  and  that  he  in- 
tended to  amuse  himself  by  a long  fishing  tour  in  Scotland. 
After  this  explanation,  he  ordered  the  vessel  to  be  laid  up  in 
the  harbour,  gave  the  sailing-master  leave  of  absence  to  return 
to  his  family  at  Cowes,  and  paid  off  the  whole  of  the  crew,  from 
the  mate  to  the  cabin-boy.  By  these  means  he  cleared  the 
scene,  at  one  blow,  of  the  only  people  in  the  town  who  knew 
of  the  existence  of  his  unhappy  wife.  After  that,  the  news  of 
his  approaching  marriage  might  be  made  public  without  risk 
of  discovery  ; his  own  common  name  being  of  itself  a sufficient 
protection,  in  case  the  event  was  mentioned  in  the  Scotch 
newspapers.  All  his  friends,  even  his  wife  herself,  might  read 
a report  of  the  marriage  of  Mr.  J ames  Smith,  without  having 
the  slightest  suspicion  of  who  the  bridegroom  really  was. 

A fortnight  after  the  paying  off  of  the  crew,  he  was  married 
to  the  merchant-captain’s  daughter.  The  father  of  the  girl 
was  well  known  among  his  fellow-townsmen  as  a selfish,  grasp- 
ing man,  who  was  too  anxious  to  secure  a rich  son-in-law  to 
object  to  any  proposals  for  hastening  the  marriage.  He  and 
his  wife,  and  a few  intimate  relations,  had  been  present  at  the 
ceremony ; and,  after  it  had  been  performed,  the  newly-married 
couple  left  the  town  at  once  for  a honeymoon  trip  to  the  High- 
land Lakes. 

Two  days  later,  however,  they  unexpectedly  returned,  an- 
nouncing a complete  change  in  their  plans.  The  bridegroom 
(thinking,  probably,  that  he  would  be  safer  out  of  England 
than  in  it)  had  been  pleasing  the  bride’s  fa/icy  by  his  descrip- 
tions of  the  climate  and  the  scenery  of  southern  parts.  The 
new  Mrs.  James  Smith  was  all  curiosity  to  see  Spain  and  Italy ; 
and,  having  often  proved  herself  an  excellent  sailor  on  board 
her  father’s  vessel,  was  anxious  to  go  to  the  Mediterranean  in 
the  c^asdest  way  by  sea.  Her  affectionate  husband,  having  now 
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no  Ollier  uljject  in  life  tlian  to  gratify  her  wishes,  had  given  up 
the  nighhiiiJ  excursion,  and  had  returned  to  have  his  yacht 
got  ready  for  sea  immediately.  In  this  ex[)lanation  there  was 
nothing  to  awaken  the  suspicions  of  the  lady’s  parents.  The 
mother  thought  Mr.  James  Smith  a model  among  bridegrooms. 
The  father  lent  his  assistance  to  man  the  yacht  at  the  shortest 
notice,  with  as  smart  a crew  as  could  be  picked  up  about  the 
town.  Principally  through  his  exertions,  the  vessel  was  got 
ready  for  sea  with  extraordinary  dispatch.  The  sails  were  bent, 
the  provisions  were  put  on  board,  and  Mr.  James  Smith  sailed 
for  the  Mediterranean  with  the  unfortunate  woman  who  believed 
herself  to  be  his 'wife,  before  Mr.  Dark  and  myself  set  forth  to 
look  after  him  from  Darrock  Hall. 

Such  was  the  true  account  of  my  master’s  infamous  conduct 
in  Scotland,  as  it  was  related  to  me.  On  concluding,  Mr.  Dark 
hinted  that  he  had  something  still  left  to  tell  me,  but  declared 
that  he  was  too  sleepy  to  talk  any  more  that  night.  As  soon 
as  we  were  awake  the  next  morning,  he  returned  to  the  subject. 

“ 1 didn’t  finish  all  I had  to  say  last  night,  did  I ?”  he  began. 

“You  unfortunately  told  me  enough,  and  more  than  enough, 
to  prove  the  truth  of  the  statement  in  the  anonymous  letter,” 
1 answered. 

“ Yes,”  says  Mr.  Dark ; “but  did  I tell  you  who  wrote  the 
anonymous  letter?” 

“ You  don’t  mean  to  say  you  have  found  that  out !”  says  I. 

“I  thi?ik  I have,’'  was  the  cool  answer.  “When  I heard 
about  your  precious  master  paying  off  the  regular  crew  of  the 
yacht,  1 put  the  circumstance  by  in  my  mind,  to  be  broug  t 
out  again  and  sifted  a little,  as  soon  as  the  opportunity  ofiVred. 
It  offered  in  about  half  an  hour.  Says  I to  the  gauger,  who 
was  the  principal  talker  in  the  room,  ‘ How  about  those  men 
that  Mr.  Smith  paid  off?  Did  they  ail  go  as  soon  as  they  got 
their  money,  or  did  they  stop  here  till  they  had  spent  every 
farthing  of  it  in  the  ublic-houses  ?’  The  gauger  laughed.  ‘ No 
such  luck,’  says  he,  in  the  broadest  possible  Scotch  (which  I’ll 
translate  into  English,  William,  for  your  benefit).  ‘No  such 
luck  ; they  all  went  s-  uth,  to  spend  their  i/ioney  among  finer 
people  than  us.  All,  that  is  to  say,  with  one  exception.  It 
was  thought  the  steward  of  the  yacht  had  gone  along  with  the 
rest;  when,  the  very  dav  Mr.  Smith  sailed  for  the  Mediterra- 
nean, who  should  turn  up  unexpectedly  but  the  steward  him- 
self! Where  he  had  been  hiding,  andwhv  he  had  been  hidings 
nobody  could  tell.’  ‘ Perhaps  he  had  been  imitating  his  mastePi 
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and  looking  out  for  a wife,’  says  I.  ‘ Likely  enough,’  says  tue 
gauger ; ‘ he  gave  a very  confused  account  of  himself,  and  he 
cut  all  questions  short  by  going  away  south  in  a violent  hurry.’ 
That  was  enough  for  me ; I let  the  subject  drop.  Clear  as 
daylight,  isn’t  it,  William  ? The  steward  suspected  something 
wrong — the  steward  waited  and  watched — the  steward  wrote 
that  anonymous  letter  to  your  mistress.  We  can  find  him,  if 
we  want  him,  by  inquiring  at  Cowes ; and  we  can  send  to  the 
church  for  legal  evidence  of  the  marriage  as  soon  as  we  are 
instructed  to  do  so.  All  that  we  have  got  to  do  now  is  to  go 
back  to  your  mistress,  and  see  what  course  she  means  to  take 
under  the  circumstances.  It’s  a pretty  case,  William,  so  far — 
an  uncommonly  pretty  case,  as  it  stands  at  present.” 

We  returned  to  Darrock  Hall  as  fast  as  coaches  and  post- 
horses  could  carry  us. 

Having  from  the  first  believed  that  the  statement  in  the 
anonymous  letter  was  true,  my  mistress  received  the  bad  news 
we  brought,  calmiv  ana  resignedly — so  far,  at  least,  as  outward 
appearances  went.  She  astonished  and  disappointed  Mr. 
Dark,  by  declining  to  act,  in  any  way,  on  the  information  that 
he  had  collected  for  her,  and  by  insisting  that  the  whole  affair 
should  still  be  buried  in  the  profoundest  secrecy.  For  the 
first  time  since  I had  known  my  travelling  companion,  he  be- 
came depressed  ’u  spirits  on  hearing  that  nothing  more  was  to 
be  done  • and  although  he  left  the  Hall  with  a handsome  pre- 
sent, ne  left  it  discontentedly. 

“ Such  a pretty  case,  William,”  says  he,  quite  sorrowfully, 
as  we  shook  hands.  “ Such  an  uncommonly  pretty  case  ! It’s 
a thousand  pities  to  stop  it  in  this  way,  before  it’s  half  over.” 

“ You  don’t  know  what  a proud  lady,  and  what  a delicate 
lady  my  mistress  is,”  I answered.  “ She  would  die  rather  than 
expose  her  forlorn  situation  in  a public  court,  for  the  sake  of 
punishing  her  husband.” 

Bless  your  simple  heart,”  says  Mr.  Dark ; “ do  you  really 
think,  now,  that  such  a case  as  this  can  be  hushed  up  ?” 

Why  not,”  I asked,  “ if  we  all  keep  the  secret  ?” 

‘‘That  for  the  secret!”  cries  Mr.  Dark,  snapping  his  fingers. 
“Tour  master  will  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  if  nobody  else 
does.” 

“ My  master  1”  I repeated,  in  amazement. 

“ Yes,  your  master,”  says  Mr.  Dark.  “ I have  had  some 
experience  in  my  time,  and  I say  you  have  not  seen  the  last  of 
him  yet.  Mark  my  words,  William.  Mr.  James  Smith  will 
come  back  ” 
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"With  that  prophecy  Mr.  Dark  fretfully  treated  himself  to  a 
last  pinch  of  snuff,  and  departed  in  dudgeon  on  his  return 
fco  his  master  in  London.  His  last  words  hung  heavily  on  my 
mind  for  days  after  he  had  gone.  It  was  some  weeks  before 
I got  over  a habit  of  starting  whenever  the  bell  was  rung  at 
the  front  door. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

Our  life  at  the  Hall  soon  returned  to  its  old  dreary  course.  The 
lawyer  in  London  wrote  to  my  mistress  to  ask  her  to  come  and 
stay  for  a little  while  with  his  wife.  But  she  declined  the  invi- 
tation, being  averse  to  facing  company  after  what  had  happened 
to  her.  Though  she  tried  hard  to  keep  the  real  state  of  her 
mind  concealed  from  all  about  her,  I,  for  one,  could  see  plainly 
enough  that  she  was  pining  under  the  bitter  injury  that  had 
been  inflicted  on  her.  What  effect  continued  solitude  might 
have  had  on  her  spirits,  I tremble  to  think. 

Eortunately  for  herself,  it  occurred  to  her,  before,  long,  to 
send  and  invite  Mr.  Meeke  to  resume  his  musical  practising 
with  her  at  the  Hall.  She  told  him — and,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
with  perfect  truth — that  any  implied  engagement  which  he  had 
made  with  Mr.  James  Smith  was  now  cancelled,  since  the  per- 
son so  named  had  morally  forfeited  all  his  claims  as  a husband 
— first,  by  his  desertion  of  her ; and,  secondly,  by  his  criminal 
marriage  with  another  woman.  After  stating  this  view  of  the 
matter,  she  left  it  with  Mr.  Meeke  to  decide  whether  the  per- 
fectly innocent  connection  between  them  should  be  resumed 
or  not.  The  little  parson,  after  hesitating  and  pondering  in  his 
helpless  way,  ended  by  agreeing  with  my  mistress,  and  by 
coming  back  once  more  to  the  Hall  with  his  fiddle  under  his 
arm.  This  renewal  of  their  old  habits  might  have  been  impru- 
dent enough,  as  tending  to  weaken  my  mistress’s  case  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world ; but,  for  all  that,  it  was  the  most  sensible 
course  she  could  take  for  her  own  sake.  The  harmless  com- 
pany of  Mr.  Meelce,  and  the  relief  of  playing  the  old  tunes 
again  in  the  old  way,  saved  her,  I verily  believe,  from  sinking 
altogether  under  the  oppression  of  the  shocking  situation  in 
which  she  was  now  placed. 

So,  with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Meeke  and  his  fiddle,  my 
mistress  got  through  the  weary  time.  The  winter  passed  ; the 
spring  came;  and  no  fresh  tidings  reached  us  oi  Mr.  James 
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Smith.  It  had  been  a long,  hard  winter  that  year,  and  the 
spring  was  backward  and  rainy.  The  first  really  fine  dny  wo 
had  was  the  day  that  fell  on  the  fourteenth  of  March. 

I am  particular  in  mentioning  this  date,  merely  because  it  is 
fixed  for  ever  in  my  memory.  As  long  as  there  is  life  in  me, 
I shall  remember  that  fourteenth  of  March,  and  the  smallest 
circumstances  connected  with  it. 

The  day  began  ill,  with  what  superstitious  people  would 
think  a bad  omen.  My  mistress  remained  late  in  her  room  in 
the  morning,  amusing  herself  by  looking  over  her  clothes,  and 
by  setting  to  rights  some  drawers  in  her  cabinet,  which  she  had 
not  opened  for  some  time  past.  Just  before  luncheon,  we  were 
startled  by  hearing  the  drawing-room  bell  rung  violently.  I 
ran  up  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  and  the  quadroon,  Jose- 
phine, who  had  heard  the  bell  in  another  part  of  the  house, 
hastened  to  answer  it  also.  She  got  into  the  drawing-room 
first,  and  I followed  close  on  her  heels.  My  mistress  was 
standing  alone  on  the  hearth-rug,  with  an  appearance  of  great 
discomposure  in  her  face  and  manner. 

“1  have  been  robbed!”  she  said,  vehemently.  ‘‘I  don’t 
know  when,  or  how.  But  I miss  a pair  of  bracelets,  three 
rings,  and  a quantity  of  old-fashioned  lace  pocket  handker- 
chiefs.” 

“ If  you  have  any  suspicions,  ma’am,”  said  Josephine,  in  a 
sharp,  sudden  way,  ‘‘  say  who  they  point  at.  My  boxes,  for 
one,  are  quite  at  your  disposal.” 

‘‘  Who  asked  you  about  your  boxes  ?”  said  my  mistress, 
angrily.  ‘‘Be  a little  less  ready  with  your  answer,  if  you 
please,  the  next  time  I speak.” 

She  then  turned  to  me,  and  began  explaining  the  circum- 
stances under  which  she  had  discovered  her  loss.  I suggested 
that  the'missing  things  should  be  well  searched  for  first ; and 
then,  if  nothing  came  of  that,  that  I should  go  for  the  consta- 
ble, and  place  the  matter  under  his  direction. 

My  mistress  agreed  to  this  plan,  and  the  search  was  under- 
taken immediately.  It  lasted  till  dinner  time,  and  led  to  no 
results.  I then  proposed  going  for  the  constable.  But  my 
mistress  said  it  vi^as  too  late  to  do  anything  that  day,  and  told 
me  to  wait  at  table  as  usual,  and  to  go  on  my  errand  the  first 
thing  the  next  morning.  Mr.  Meeke  was  coming  with  some 
new  music  in  the  evening ; and  I suspect  she  was  not  willing 
to  be  disturbed  at  her  favourite  occupation  by  the  arrival  oi 
the  constable. 

When  dinner  was  over,  the  parson  came ; the  concert 
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went  on  as  usual  through  the  evening.  At  ten  o’clock  I took 
up  the  tray,  with  the  wine  and  soda-water  and  biscuits.  Just 
as  I was  opening  one  of  the  bottles  of  soda-water,  there  was  a 
sound  of  wheels  on  the  drive  outside,  and  a ring  at  the  bell. 

I had  unfastened  the  wires  of  the  cork,  and  could  not  put 
the  bottle  down  to  run  at  once  to  the  door.  One  of  the  female 
servants  answered  it.  I heard  a sort  of  half  scream — then  the 
sound  of  a footstep  that  was  familiar  to  me. 

My  mistress  turned  round  from  the  piano,  and  looked  me 
hard  in  the  face. 

‘‘  William,”  she  said,  do  you  know  that  step  ?” 

Before  I could  answer,  the  door  was  pushed  open,  and  Mr 
James  Smith  walked  into  the  room. 

He  had  his  hat  on.  His  long  hair  flowed  down  under  it  ovei 
the  collar  of  his  coat ; his  bright  black  eyes,  after  resting  an 
instant  on  my  mistress,  turned  to  Mr.  Meeke.  His  heavy  eye- 
brows met  together,  and  one  of  his  hands  went  up  to  one  of 
his  bushy  black  whiskers,  and  pulled  at  it  angrily. 

“ You  here  again !”  he  said,  advancing  a few  steps  toward 
the  little  parson,  who  sat  trembling  all  over,  with  his  fiddle 
hugged  up  in  his  arms,  as  if  it  had  been  a child. 

Seeing  her  villanous  husband  advance,  my  mistress  moved 
too,  so  as  to  face  him.  He  turned  round  on  her  at  the  first 
step  she  took,  as  quick  as  lightning. 

“ You  shameless  woman,”  he  said.  Can  you  look  me  in 
the  face,  in  the  presence  of  that  man  ?”  He  pointed,  as  he 
spoke,  to  Mr.  Meeke. 

My  mistress  never  shrank  when  he  turned  upon  her.  Hot 
a sign  of  fear  was  in  her  face  when  they  confronted  each  other. 
Hot  the  faintest  flush  of  anger  came  into  her  cheeks  when  h^ 
spoke.  The  sense  of  the  insult  and  injury  that  he  had  inflicted 
on  her,  and  the  consciousness  of  knowing  his  guilty  secret,  gave 
her  all  her  self-possession  at  that  trying  moment. 

“ I ask  you  again,”  he  repeated,  finding  that  she  did  not 
answer  him,  “ how  dare  you  look  me  in  the  face  in  the  pre- 
sence of  that  man  ?” 

She  raised  her  steady  eyes  to  his  hat,  which  he  still  kept  on 
his  head. 

“ Who  has  taught  you  to  come  into  a room  and  speak  to  t 
lady  with  your  hat  on  ?”  she  asked,  in  quiet,  contemptuous 
tones.  “ Is  that  a habit  which  is  sanctioned  your  new 

wife  r 

My  eyes  were  on  him  as  she  said  those  last  words.  His 
3omplexion,  naturally  dark  and  swarthy,  changed  instantly  to 
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a livid  yellow  white ; his  hand  caught  at  the  chair  nearest  to 
him ; and  he  dropped  into  it  heavily. 

“ I don’t  understand  you,”  be  said,  after  a moment  of  silence, 
looking  about  the  room  unsteadily  while  he  spoke. 

“You  do,”  said  my  mistress.  ‘‘Tour  tongue  lies,  but  your 
face  speaks  the  truth.” 

He  called  back  his  courage  and  audacity  by  a desperate 
effort,  and  started  up  from  the  chair  again  with  an  oath. 

The  instant  before  this  happened,  L thought  I heard  the 
sound  of  a rustling  dress  in  the  passage  outside,  as  if  one  of 
the  women  servants  was  stealing  up  to  listen  outside  the  door. 
I should  have  gone  at  once  to  see  whether  this  was  the  case  or 
not,  but  my  master  stopped  me  just  after  he  had  risen  from 
the  chair. 

Get  the  bed  made  in  the  Eed  Eoom,  and  light  a fire  there 
directly,”  he  said,  with  his  fiercest  look  and  in  his  roughest 
tones.  “ When  I ring  the  bell,  bring  me  a kettle  of  boiling 
water  and  a bottle  of  brandy.  As  for  you,”  he  continued, 
turning  towards  Mr.  Meeke,  who  still  sat  pale  and  speechless, 
with  his  fiddle  hugged  up  in  his  arms,  “ leave  the  house,  or 
you  won’t  find  your  cloth  any  protection  to  you.” 

At  this  insult  the  blood  flew  into  my  mistress’s  face.  Before 
she  could  say  anything,  Mr.  James  Smith  raised  his  voice  loud 
enough  to  drown  hers. 

“ I won’t  hear  another  word  from  you,”  he  cried  out,  brutally. 
“ You  have  been  talking  like  a mad  woman,  and  you  look  like 
a mad  woman.  You  are  out  of  your  senses.  As  sure  as  you 
live.  I’ll  have  you  examined  by  the  doctors  to-morrow.  Why 
the  devil  do  you  stand  there,  you  scoundrel  ?”  he  roared, 
wheeling  round  on  his  heel  to  me.  “ Why  don’t  you  obey  my 
orders  ?” 

I looked  at  my  mistress.  If  she  had  directed  me  to  knock 
Mr.  James  Smith  down^ — big  as  he  was,  I think  at  that  moment 
I could  have  done  it. 

“ Do  as  he  tells  you,  William,”  she  said,  squeezing  one  of 
her  hands  firmly  over  her  bosom,  as  if  she  was  trying  to  keep 
down  the  rising  indignation  in  that  way.  “ This  is  the  last 
order  of  his  giving  that  I shall  ask  you  to  obey.” 

“ Do  you  threaten  me,  y6u  mad — ?” 

lie  finished  the  question  by  a word  I shall  not  repeat. 

“ I tell  you,”  she  answered,  in  clear,  ringing,  resolute  tones, 
“ that  you  have  outraged  me  past  all  forgiveness,  and  all  en- 
durance, and  that  you  shall  never  insult  me  again  as  you  have 
insulted  me  to-night.” 
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After  saying  those  words,  she  fixed  one  steady  look  on  him, 
then  turned  away,  and  walked  slowly  to  the  door. 

A minute  previously,  Mr.  Meeke  had  summoned  courage 
enough  to  get  up  and  leave  the  room  quietly.  I noticed  him 
walking  demurely  away,  close  to  the  wall,  with  his  fiddle  held 
under  one  tail  of  his  long  frock  coat,  as  if  he  was  afraid  that 
the  savage  passions  of  Mr.  James  Smith  might  be  wreaked  on 
that  unofiending  instrument.  He  got  to  the  door  before  my 
mistress.  As  he  softly  pulled  it  open,  I saw  him  start,  and  the 
rustling  of  the  gown  caught  my  ear  again  from  outside. 

My  mistress  followed  him  into  the  passage,  turning,  however, 
in  the  opposite  direction  to  that  taken  by  the  little  parson,  in 
order  to  reach  the  staircase  that  led  to  her  own  room.  I went 
out  next,  leaving  Mr  James  Smith  alone. 

I overtook  Mr.  Meeke  in  the  hall,  and  opened  the  door  for 
him. 

“ I beg  your  pardon,  sir,’^  I said,  “ but  did  you  come  upon 
anybody  listening  outside  the  rausic-room,  when  you  left  it  just 
now 

“ Yes,  William,”  said  Mr.  Meeke,  in  a faint  voice.  “ I think 
it  was  Josephine.  But  I was  so  dreadfully  agitated  that  I 
can’t  be  quite  certain  about  it.” 

Had  she  surprised  our  secret  ? That  was  the  question  I 
asked  myself,  as  I went  away  to  light  the  fire  in  the  Bed  Room. 
Calling  to  mind  the  exact  time  at  which  I had  first  detected 
the  rustling  outside  the  door,  I came  to  the  conclusion  that 
she  had  only  heard  the  last  part  of  the  quarrel  between  my 
mistress  and  her  rascal  of  a husband.  Those  bold  words  about 
the  “ new  wife”  had  been  assuredly  spoken  before  I heard 
Josephine  stealing  up  to  the  door. 

As  soon  as  the  fire  was  alight  and  the  bed  made,  I went 
back  to  the  music-room  to  announce  that  my  orders  had  been 
obeyed.  Mr.  James  Smith  was  walking  up  and  down  in  a per- 
turbed way,  stiil  keeping  his  hat  on.  He  followed  me  to  the 
Bed  Boom  without  saying  a word. 

Ten  minutes  later,  be  rang  for  the  kettle  and  the  bottle  of 
brandy.  When  1 took  them  in,  I found  him  unpacking  a 
small  carpet-bag,  which  was  the  only  luggage  he  had  brought 
with  him.  He  still  kept  silence,  and  did  not  appear  to  take 
any  notice  of  me.  I leB  him  immediately,  without  our  having 
so  much  as  exchanged  a single  word. 

So  far  as  I could  tell,  the  night  passed  quietly. 

The  next  morning.  I heard  tliat  my  mistress  was  suffering 
m severely  irom  a nervous  attack  that  she  was  unable  to  rise 
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from  her  bed.  It  was  no  surprise  to  me  to  be  told  that ; know- 
hig,  as  I did,  what  she  had  gone  through  the  nigbl  before. 

About  nine  o’clock  I went  with  the  hot  water  to  the  Red 
Room.  After  knocking  twice,  I tried  the  door,  and,  finding  it 
not  locked,  went  in  with  the  jug  in  my  liand. 

I looked  at  the  bed  ; I looked  all  round  the  room.  JNot  a 
sign  of  Mr  James  Smith  was  to  be  seen  anywhere. 

Judging  by  appearances,  the  bed  had  certainly  been  occupied. 
Thrown  across  the  counterpane  lay  the  night-gown  he  had  worn. 
I took  it  up,  and  saw  some  spots  on  it.  I looked  at  them  a 
little  closer.  They  were  spots  of  blood. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  first  amazement  and  alarm  produced  by  this  discovery 
deprived  me  of  my  presence  of  mind.  Without  stopping  to 
think  what  I ought  to  do  first,  I ran  back  to  the  servants’  hall, 
calling  out  that  something  had  happened  to  my  master. 

All  the  household  hurried  directly  into  the  Red  Room, 
Jt)sephine  among  the  rest.  I was  first  brought  to  my  senses, 
as  it  were,  by  observing  the  strange  expression  of  her  counte- 
nance when  she  saw  the  bed-gown  and  the  empty  room.  All 
tlie  other  servants  were  bewildered  and  frightened.  She  alone, 
after  giving  a little  start,  recovered  herself  directly.  A look 
of  devilish  satisfaction  broke  out  on  her  face ; and  she  left 
the  room  quickly  and  quietly,  without  exchanging  a word  with 
any  of  us.  I saw  this,  and  it  aroused  my  suspicions.  There 
is  no  need  to  mention  what  they  w^ere ; for,  as  events  soon 
showed,  they  were  entirely  wide  rf  the  mark. 

Havi..g  come  to  myself  a litile,  1 sent  them  all  out  of  the 
room,  except  the  coachman.  We  two  then  examined  the  place. 

The  Red  Room  was  usually  occupied  by  visitors.  It  was  on 
the  ground  floor,  and  looked  out  into  the  garden.  We  found 
the  window-shutters,  which  I had  barred  over- night,  open,  but 
tlie  window  itself  was  dovrn.  The  fire  had  been  out  long 
enough  for  the  grate  to  be  quite  cold.  Half  the  bottle  of 
brandy  had  been  drunk.  The  carpet-bag  was  gone.  There 
w ere  no  marks  of  violence  or  struggling  anywhere  about  the 
bed  or  the  room.  We  examined  every  corner  carefully,  but 
made  no  other  discoveries  than  these. 

When  i returned  to  the  servants’  hall,  bad  new^s  of  my  mis- 
tress was  awaiting  me  there.  The  unusual  noise  and  (muiusion 
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in  the  house  had  reached  her  ears,  and  she  had  been  told  what 
had  happened,  without  sufficient  caution  being  exercised  in 
preparing  her  to  hear  it.  In  her  weak,  nervous  state,  the 
shock  of  the  intelligence  had  quite  prostrated  her.  She  had 
fallen  into  a swoon,  and  had  been  brought  back  to  her  senses 
with  the  greatest  difficulty.  As  to  giving  me  or  anybody  else 
directions  what  to  do,  under  the  embarrassing  circumstances 
which  had  now  occurred,  she  was  totally  incapable  of  the 
effort. 

I waited  till  the  middle  of  the  day,  in  the  hope  that  she 
might  get  strong  enough  to  give  her  orders ; but  no  message 
came  from  her.  At  last  I resolved  to  send  and  ask  her  what 
she  thought  it  best  to  do.  Josephine  was  the  proper  person 
to  go  on  this  errand ; but  when  I asked  for  Josephine,  she  was 
nowhere  to  be  found.  The  housemaid,  who  had  searched  for  her 
ineffectually,  brought  word  that  her  bonnet  and  shawl  were 
not  hanging  in  their  usual  places.  The  parlour-maid,  who  had 
been  in  attendance  in  my  mistress’s  room,  came  down  while 
we  were  all  aghast  at  this  new  disappearance.  She  could  only 
tell  us  that  Josephine  had  begged  her  to  do  lady’s-maid’s  duty 
that  morning,  as  she  was  not  well.  Not  well!  And  the  first 
result  of  her  illness  appeared  to  be  that  she  had  left  the  house. 

I cautioned  the  servants  on  no  account  to  mention  this  cir- 
cumstance to  my  mistress,  and  then  went  upstairs  myself  to 
knock  at  her  door.  My  object  was  to  ask  if  I might  count  on 
her  approval  if  I wrote  in  her  name  to  the  lawyer  in  London, 
and  if  I afterwards  went  and  gave  information  of  what  had 
occurred  to  the  nearest  justice  of  the  peace.  I might  have 
sent  to  make  this  inquiry  through  one  of  the  female  servants ; 
but  by  this  time,  though  not  naturally  suspicious,  I had  got  to 
distrust  everybody  in  the  house,  whether  they  deserved  it  or 
not. 

So  I asked  the  question  myself,  standing  outside  the  door. 
My  mistress  thanked  me  in  a faint  voice,  and  begged  me  to  do 
what  I had  proposed  immediately. 

I went  into  my  own  bedroom  and  wrote  to  the  lawyer, 
merely  telling  him  that  Mr.  James  Smith  had  appeared  un- 
ex  [)ectedly  at  the  Hall,  and  that  events  had  occurred  in  con- 
sequence which  required  his  immediate  presence.  I made  the 
letter  up  like  a parcel,  and  sent  tlie  coachman  with  it  to  catch 
the  mail  on  its  way  through  to  London. 

The  next  thing  was  to  go  to  the  justice  of  the  peace.  The 
nearest  lived  about  five  miles  off,  and  was  well  acquainted  with 
my  mistress.  He  was  an  old  bachelor,  and  he  kept  house  with 
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his  brother,  who  was  a widower.  The  two  were  much  respected 
and  beloved  in  the  county,  being  kind,  unaffected  gentlemen, 
who  did  a great  deal  of  good  among  the  poor.  The  justice  was 
Mr.  Robert  Nicholson,  and  his  brother,  the  widower,  was  Mr. 
Philip. 

I had  got  my  hat  on,  and  was  asking  the  groom  which  horse 
I had  better  take,  when  an  open  carriage  drove  up  to  the  house. 
It  contained  Mr.  Philip  Nicholson  and  two  persons  in  plain 
clothes,  not  exactly  servants,  and  not  exactly  gentlemen,  as  far 
as  I could  judge.  Mr.  Philip  looked  at  me,  when  I touched 
my  hat  to  him,  in  a very  grave,  downcast  way,  and  asked  for 
my  mistress.  I told  him  she  was  ill  in  bed.  He  shook  his 
head  at  hearing  that,  and  said  he  wished  to  speak  to  me  in 
private.  I showe.d  him  into  the  library.  One  of  the  men  in 
plain  clothes  followed  us,  and  sat  in  the  hall.  The  other  waited 
with  the  carriage. 

‘‘  I was  just  going  out,  sir,”  I said,  as  I set  a chair  for  him, 

to  speak  to  Mr.  Eobert  Nicholson  about  a very  extraordinary 
circumstance — ” 

“ I know  what  you  refer  to,”  said  Mr.  Philip,  cutting  me 
short  rather  abruptly ; and  I must  beg,  for  reasons  which  will 
presently  appear,  that  you  will  make  no  statement  of  any  sort 
to  me  until  you  have  first  heard  what  I have  to  say.  I am 
here  on  a very  serious  and  a very  shocking  errand,  which  deeply 
concerns  your  mistress  and  you.” 

His  face  suggested  something  worse  than  his  words  expressed. 
My  heart  began  to  beat  fast,  and  I felt  that  I w^as  turning 
pale. 

‘‘Your  master,  Mr.  James  Smith,”  he  went  on,  “ came  here 
unexpectedly,  yesterday  evening,  and  slept  in  this  house  last 
night.  Before  he  retired  to  rest,  he  and  your  mistress  had 
high  words  together,  which  ended,  I am  sorry  to  hear,  in  a 
threat  of  a serious  nature  addressed  by  Mrs.  James  Smith  to 
her  husband.  They  slept  in  separate  rooms.  This  morning 
you  went  into  your  master’s  room  and  saw  no  sign  of  him 
there.  You  only  found  his  nic:ht-^own  on  the  bed,  spotted 
with  blood.” 

“ Yes,  sir,”  I said,  in  as  steady  a voice  as  I could  command.  . 
“ Quite  true.” 

“ I am  not  examining  you,”  said  Mr.  Philip.  “ I am  only 
making  a certain  statement,  the  truth  of  which  you  can  admit 
or  deny  before  my  brother.” 

“ Before  your  brother,  sir !”  I repeated.  ‘‘  Am  I suspected 
of  anything  wrong  F” 
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There  is  a suspicion  that  Mr.  James  Smith  has  been 
murdered,”  was  the  answer  I received  to  that  question. 

My  flesh  began  to  creep  all  over  from  head  to  foot. 

“ I am  shocked,  I am  horrified  to  say,”  Mr.  Philip  went  on, 
“ that  the  suspicion  affects  your  mistress,  in  the  first  place, 
and  you  in  the  second.” 

I shall  not  attempt  to  describe  what  I felt  when  he  said  that. 
No  words  of  mine,  no  Avords  of  anybody’s  could  give  an  idea  of 
it.  What  other  men  would  have  done  in  my  situation,  I don’t 
knoAV.  I stood  before  Mr.  Philip,  staring  straight  at  him, 
Avithout  speaking,  Avithout  moving,  almost  without  breathing. 
If  he,  or  any  other  man,  had  struck  me  at  that  moment,  I do 
Uot  believe  I should  haA^e  felt  the  blow. 

‘‘  Both  my  brother  and  myself,”  said  Mr.  Philip',  have  such 
unfeigned  respect  for  your  mistress,  such  sympathy  for  her 
under  these  frightful  circumstances,  and  such  an  implicit  belief 
in  her  capability  of  proving  her  innocence,  that  we  are  desirous 
of  sparing  her  in  this  dreadful  emergency  as  much  as  possible. 
For  those  reasons,  I have  undertaken  to  come  here  with  the 
persons  appointed  to  execute  my  brother’s  Avarrant — ” 

‘‘Warrant,  sir!”  I said,  getting  command  of  my  Amice  as  he 
pronounced  that  word.  “ A warrant  against  my  mistress  1” 

“ Against  her  and  against  you,”  said  Mr.  Philip.  “ Tho 
suspicious  circumstances  have  been  sworn  to  by  a competent 
witness,  who  has  declared  on  oath  that  your  mistress  is  guilty, 
and  that  you  are  an  accomplice.” 

“What  witness,  sir?” 

“Your  mistress’s  quadroon  maid,  who  came  to  my  brother 
this  morning,  and  who  has  made  her  deposition  in  due  form.” 

“ And  who  is  as  false  as  hell,”  I cried  out  passionately,  “ in 
CAmry  word  she  says  against  my  mistress  and  against  me.” 

“ I hope — no,  I will  go  further,  and  say,  I believe  she  is 
false,”  said  Mr.  Philip.  “ But  her  perjury  must  be  proved,  and 
the  necessary  examination  must  take  place.  My  carriage  is 
going  back  to  my  brother’s,  and  you  will  go  in  it,  in  charge  of 
one  of  my  men,  who  has  the  warrant  to  take  you  into  custody. 
I shall  remain  here  with  the  man  who  is  waiting  in  the  hall ; 
and  before  any  steps  are  taken  to  execute  the  other  warrant,  I 
shall  send  for  the  doctor  to  ascertain  AA^en  your  mistress  can 
be  remoAmd.” 

“ Oh,  my  poor  mistress!”  I said,  “ this  will  be  the  death  of 
her,  sir.” 

“ I will  take  care  that  the  shock  shall  strike  her  as  tenderly 
as  possible,”  said  Mr.  Philip.  “I  am  here  for  that  express 
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purpose.  She  has  my  deepest  sympathy  and  respect,  and  skall 
have  every  help  and  alleviation  that  I can  afford  her.’’ 

The  hearing  him  say  that,  and  the  seeing  how  sincerely  he 
meant  what  he  said,  was  the  first  gleam  of  comfort  in  the 
dreadful  affliction  that  had  befallen  us.  I felt  this  ; I felt  a 
burning  anger  against  the  wretch  who  had  done  her  best  to  ruin 
my  mistress’s  fair  name  and  mine ; but  in  every  other  respect, 
I was  like  a man  who  had  been  stunned,  and  whose  faculties 
had  not  perfectly  recovered  from  the  shock.  Mr.  Philip  was 
obliged  to  remind  me  that  time  was  of  importance,  and  that  I 
had  better  give  myself  up  immediately,  on  the  merciful  terms 
which  his  kindness  offered  to  me.  I acknowledged  that,  and 
wished  him  good  morning.  But  a mist  seemed  to  come  over 
my  eyes  as  I turned  round  to  go  away  ; a mist  that  prevented 
me  from  finding  my  way  to  the  door.  Mr.  Philip  opened  it 
for  me,  and  said  a friendly  word  or  two,  which  I could  hardly 
hear.  The  man  waiting  outside  took  me  to  his  companion  in 
the  carriage  at  the  door,  and  I was  driven  away — a prisoner  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life. 

On  our  way  to  the  Justice’s,  what  little  thinking  faculty  I 
had  left  in  me,  was  all  occupied  in  the  attempt  to  trace  a motive 
for  the  inconceivable  treachery  and  falsehood  of  which  Josephine 
had  been  guilty. 

Her  words,  her  looks,  and  her  manner,  on  that  unfortunate 
day  when  my  mistress  so  far  forgot  herself  as  to  strike  her, 
came  back  dimly  to  my  memory,  and  led  to  the  inference  that 
part  of  the  motive,  at  luast,  of  which  I was  in  search,  might  be 
referred  to  what  had  happened  on  that  occasion.  But  was  this 
the  only  reason  for  her  devilish  vengeance  against  my  mistress  ? 
And,  even  if  it  were  so,  what  fancied  injuritcs  had  I done  her  ? 
Why  should  I be  included  in  the  false  accusation  ? In  the 
dazed  state  of  my  faculties,  at  that  time,  I was  quite  incapable 
of  seeking  the  answer  to  these  questions.  My  mind  was 
clouded  all  over,  and  I gave  up  the  attempt  to  clear  it  in 
despair. 

I was  brought  before  Mr.  Robert  Nicholson  that  day,  and 
the  fiend  of  a quadroon  was  examined  in  my  presence.  The 
first  sight  of  her  face — with  its  wicked  self-possession,  with 
its  smooth,  leering  triumph — so  sickened  me  that  I turned 
my  head  away,  and  never  looked  at  her  a second  time  through- 
out the  proceedings.  The  answers  she  gave  amounted  to  a 
mere  repetition  of  the  deposition  to  which  she  had  already 
sworn.  I listened  to  her  with  the  most  breathless  attention, 
and  was  thunder-struck  at  the  inconceivable  artfulness  with 
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whicli  she  Imd  mixed  up  truth  and  falsehood  in  her  charge 
against  my  mistress  and  me. 

This  was,  in  substance,  what  she  now  stated  in  my  presence: 

After  describing  the  manner  of  Mr,  James  Smith’s  arrival 
at  the  Hall,  the  witness,  Josephine  Durand,  confessed  that  she 
had  been  led  to  listen  at  the  music-room  door,  by  hearing  angry 
voices  inside  ; and  she  then  described,  truly  enough,  the  latter 
part  of  the  altercation  between  husband  and  wife.  Tearing, 
after  Idiis,  that  something  serious  might  happen,  she  had  kept 
watch  in  her  room,  which  was  on  the  same  floor  as  her  mis- 
tress’s. She  had  heard  her  mistress’s  door  open  softly,  between 
one  and  two  in  the  morning — had  followed  her  mistress,  who 
carried  a small  lamp,  along  the  passage  and  down  the  stairs 
into  the  hall — had  hidden  herself  in  the  porter’s  chair — had 
Been  her  mistress  take  a dagger  in  a green  sheath,  from  a collec- 
tion of  Eastern  curiosities  kept  in  the  hall — had  followed  her 
again,  and  seen  her  softly  enter  the  Eed  Eoom — had  heard  the 
heavy  breathing  of  Mr.  James  Smith,  which  gave  token  that 
he  w^as  asleep — had  slipped  into  an  empty  room,  next  door  to 
the  Eed  Eoom,  and  had  waited  there  about  a quarter  of  an 
hour,  when  her  mistress  came  out  again  with  the  dagger  in  her 
hand — had  followed  her  mistress  again  into  the  hall,  where  she 
had  put  the  dagger  back  into  its  place — had  seen  her  mistress 
turn  into  a side  passage  that  led  to  my  room — had  heard  her 
knock  at  my  door,  and  heard  me  answer  and  open  it — had  hid- 
den again  in  the  porter’s  chair — had,  after  awhile,  seen  me  and 
my  mistress  pass  together  into  the  passage  that  led  to  the  Eed 
Eoom — had  watched  us  both  into  the  Eed  Eoom — and  had 
then,  through  fear  of  being  discovered  and  murdered  herself,  ii 
she  risked  detention  any  longer,  stolen  back  to  her  own  room 
for  the  rest  of  the  night. 

After  deposing,  on  oath,  to  the  truth  of  these  atrocious  false- 
hoods, and  declaring,  in  conclusion,  that  Mr.  James  Smith  had 
been  murdered  by  my  mistress,  and  that  I was  an  accomplice, 
the  quadroon  had  further  asserted,  in  order  to  show  a motive 
for  the  crime,  that  Mr.  Meeke  was  my  mistress’s  lover  ; that 
he  had  been  forbidden  the  house  by  her  husband ; and  that  he 
was  found  in  the  house,  and  alone  with  her,  on  the  evening  of 
Mr.  James  Smith’s  return.  Here  again,  there  were  some  grains 
of  truth  cunningly  mixed  up  with  a revolting  lie,  and  they  had 
their  effect  in  giving  to  the  falsehood  a look  of  probability. 

I was  cautioned  in  thf  sual  manner,  and  asked  if  1 had 
anything  to  say. 

1 replied  that  I was  innocent;  but  that  I would  wait  for  legal 
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assistance  before  I defended  myself.  The  Justice  remanded 
me ; and  the  examination  was  over.  Three  days  later,  my  un- 
happy mistress  was  subjected  to  the  same  trial.  I was  not 
allowed  to  communicate  with  her.  All  I knew  was  that  the 
lawyer  had  arrived  from  London  to  help  her.  Towards  the 
evening,  he  was  admitted  to  see  me.  He  shook  his  head  sor- 
rowfully when  I asked  after  my  mistress. 

“ I am  afraid,”  he  said,  that  she  has  sunk  under  the  horror 
of  the  situation  in  which  that  vile  woman  has  placed  her. 
Weakened  by  her  previous  agitation,  she  seems  to  have  given 
way  under  this  last  shock,  tenderly  and  carefully  as  Mr.  Philip 
Nicholson  broke  the  bad  news  to  her.  Ail  her  feelings  ap- 
peared to  be  strangely  blunted  at  the  examination  to-day.  She 
answered  the  questions  put  to  her  quite  correctly,  but,  at  the 
same  time,  quite  mechanically,  with  no  change  in  her  co>n- 
plexion,  or  in  her  tone  of  voice,  or  in  her  manner,  from  begin- 
ning to  end.  It  is  a sad  thing,  William,  when  women  cannot 
get  their  natural  vent  of  weeping,  and  your  mistress  has  not 
shed  a tear  since  she  left  Darrock  Hall.” 

“ But  surely,  sir,”  I said,  “ if  my  examination  has  not  proved 
Josephine’s  perjury,  my  mistress’s  examination  must  have 
exposed  it  ?” 

“ Nothing  will  expose  it,”  answered  the  lawyer, but  pro- 
ducing Mr.  James  Smith,  or,  at  least,  legally  proving  that  he 
is  alive.  Morally  speaking,  I have  no  doubt  that  the  Justice 
before  whom  you  have  been  examined  is  as  firmly  convinced  as 
we  can  be,  that  the  quadroon  has  perjured  herself  Morally 
speaking,  he  believes  that  those  threats  which  your  mistress 
unfortunately  used,  referred  (as  she  said  they  did,  to-day)  to 
her  intention  of  leaving  the  Hall  early  in  the  morning,  with 
you  for  her  attendant,  and  coming  to  me,  if  she  had  been  well 
enough  to  travel,  to  seek  effectual  legal  protection  from  her 
husband  for  the  future.  Mr.  Nicholson  believes  that ; and  I, 
who  know  more  of  the  circumstances  than  he  does,  believe  also 
that  Mr.  James  Smith  stole,  away  from  Darrock  Hall  in  the 
night,  under  fear  of  being  indicted  for  bigamy.  But  if  I can’t 
find  him,  if  I can’t  prove  him  to  be  alive,  if  I can’t  account  for 
those  spots  of  blood  on  the  night  gown,  the  accidental  circum- 
stances of  the  case  remain  unexplained — your  mistress’s  rash 
language,  the  bad  terms  on  which  she  has  lived  wdth  her  hus- 
band, and  her  unlucky  disregard  of  appearances  in  keeping  up 
her  intercourse  with  Mr.  Meeke,  all  tell  dead  against  us — and 
the  Justice  has  no  alternative,  in  a legal  point  of  view,  but  to 
remand  you  both,  as  he  has  now  done,  for  the  production  of 
further  evidence.” 
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"But  how,  then,  in  heaven’s  name,  is  our  innocence  to  be 
proved  sir  ?”  I asked. 

" In  the  first  place,”  said  the  lawyer,  by  finding  Mr.  James 
Smith  ; and,  in  the  second  place,  by  persuading  him,  when  he 
is  found,  to  come  forward  and  declar^himself.” 

‘‘  Do  you  really  believe,  sir,”  said  I,  “ that  he  would  hesitate 
to  do  that,  when  he  knows  the  horrible  charge  to  which  his 
disappearance  has  exposed  his  wife  ? He  is  a heartless  villain, 
I know  ; but  surely — ” 

“ I don’t  suppose,”  said  the  lawyer,  cutting  me  short,  “ that 
he  is  quite  scoundrel  enough  to  decline  coming  forward,  sup- 
posing he  ran  no  risk  by  doing  so.  But  remember  that  he  has 
placed  himself  in  a position  to  be  tried  for  bigamy,  and  that 
he  believes  your  mistress  will  put  the  law  in  force  against  him.” 

I had  forgotten  that  circumstance.  My  heart  sank  within  me 
when  it  was  recalled  to  my  memory,  and  I could  say  nothing 
more. 

“ It  is  a very  serious  thing,”  the  lawyer  went  on ; " it  is  a 
downright  offence  against  the  law  of  the  land  to  make  any 
private  offer  of  a compromise  to  this  man.  Knowing  what  we 
know,  our  duty  as  good  citizens  is  to  give  such  information  as 
may  bring  him  to  trial.  I tell  you  plainly,  that  if  I did  not 
stand  towards  your  mistress  in  the  position  of  a relation,  as 
well  as  a legal  adviser,  I should  think  twice  about  running  the 
risk — the  very  serious  risk — on  which  I am  now  about  to  ven- 
ture for  her  sake.  As  it  is,  I have  taken  the  right  measures 
to  assure  Mr.  James  Smith  that  he  will  not  be  treated  accord- 
ing to  his  deserts.  When  he  know  what  the  circumstances 
are,  he  will  trust  us — supposing  always  that  we  can  find  him. 
The  search  about  this  neighbourhood  has  been  quite  useless. 
I have  sent  private  instructions  by  to-day’s  post  to  Mr.  Dark 
in  London,  and  with  them  a carefully-worded  form  of  adver- 
tisement for  the  public  newspapers.  You  may  rest  assured 
that  every  human  means  of  tracing  him  will  be  tried  forthwith. 
In  the  meantime,  I have  an  important  question  to  put  to  you 
about  J osephine.  She  may  know  more  than  we  think  she  does ; . 
she  may  have  surprised  the  secret  of  the  second  marriage,  and 
may  be  keeping  it  in  reserve  to  use  against  us.  If  this  should 
turn  out  to  be  the  case,  I shall  want  some  other  chance  against 
her  besides  the  chance  of  indicting  her  for  perjury.  As  to  her 
motive  now  for  making  this  horrible  accusation,  what  can  you 
tell  me  about  that,  William  ?” 

" Her  motive  against  me,  sir  ?” 

"No,  no,  not  against  you.  I can  see  plamly  enough  that 
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Bho  accuses  you  because  it  is  necessary  to  do  so  to  add  to  tie 
probability  of  her  story — which,  of  course,  assumes  that  yo'd 
helped  your  mistress  to  dispose  of  the  dead  body.  You  are 
coolly  sacrificed  to  some  devilish  vengeance  against  her  mis- 
tress. Let  us  get  at  that  first.  Has  there  ever  been  a quar- 
rel between  them 

I told  him  of  the  quarrel,  and  of  how  Josephine  had  looked 
and  talked  when  she  showed  me  her  cheek. 

“ Yes,”  he  said,  ‘‘  that  is  a strong  motive  for  revenge  with  a 
naturally  pitiless,  vindictive  woman.  But  is  that  all  ? Had 
your  mistress  any  hold  over  her  ? Is  there  any  self-interest 
mixed  up  along  with  this  motive  of  vengeance  ? Think  a little, 
William.  Has  anything  ever  happened  in  the  house  to  com- 
promise this  woman,  or  to  make  her  fancy  herself  compro- 
mised ?” 

The  remembrance  of  my  mistress’s  lost  trinkets  and  hand- 
kerchiefs, wliich  later  and  greater  troubles  had  put  out  of  my 
mind,  flashed  back  into  my  memory  while  he  spoke.  I told 
him  immediately  of  the  alarm  in  the  house  when  the  loss  was 
discovered. 

“ Did  your  mistress  suspect  Josephine  and  question  her  ?” 
he  asked,  eagerly. 

“No,  sir,”  I replied.  “Before  she  could  say  a word,  Jose- 

Ehine  impudently  asked  who  she  suspected,  and  boldly  offered 
er  own  boxes  to  be  searched.” 

The  lawyer’s  face  turned  red  as  scarlet.  He  jumped  out  of 
his  chair,  and  hit  me  such  a smack  on  the  shoulder,  that  I 
thought  he  had  gone  mad. 

“By  Jupiter!”  he  cried  out,  “we  have  got  the  whip  hand  of 
that  she-devil  at  last.” 

I looked  at  him  in  astonishment. 

“ Why,  man  alive,”  he  said,  “ don’t  you  see  how  it  is  ? Jose- 
phine’s the  thief!  I am  as  sure  of  it  as  that  you  and  I are 
talking  together.  This  vile  accusation  against  your  mistress 
answers  another  purpose  besides  the  vindictive  one  — it  is  the 
very  best  screen  that  the  wretch  could  possibly  set  up  to  hide 
herself  from  detection.  It  has  stopped  your  mistress  and  you 
from  moving  in  the  matter;  it  exhibits  her  in  the  false  charac- 
ter of  an  honest  witness  against  a couple  of  criminals  ; it  gives 
her  time  to  dispose  of  the  goods,  or  to  hide  them,  or  to  do  any- 
thing she  likes  with  them.  Stop  ! let  me  be  quite  sure  tliat 
I know  what  the  lost  things  are.  A pair  of  bracelets,  threo 
rings,  and  a lot  of  lace  pocket-handkerchiefs — is  that  w^'^  vou 
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“ Yes,  sir.” 

“Tour  mistress  will  describe  them  particularly,  and  I will 
take  the  right  steps  the  first  thing  to-morrow  morniug.  Good 
evening,  William,  and  keep  up  your  spirits.  It  shan’t  be  my 
fault  if  you  don’t  see  the  quadroon  in  the  right  place  for  her — 
at  the  prisoner’s  bar.” 

With  that  farewell  he  went  out. 

The  days  passed,  and  I did  not  see  him  again  until  the  period 
of  my  remand  had  expired.  On  this  occasion,  when  I once 
more  appeared  before  the  Justice,  my  mistress  appeared  with 
me.  Tlie  first  sight  of  her  absolutely  startled  me  — she  was  so 
sadly  altered.  Her  face  looked  so  pinched  and  thin  that  it  was 
like  the  face  of  an  old  woman.  The  dull,  vacant  resignation  of 
her  expression  was  something  shocking  to  see.  It  changed  a 
little  when  her  eyes  first  turned  heavily  towards  me ; and  she 
whispered,  with  a faint  smile,  “I  am  sorry  for  you^  William ; I 
am  very,  very  sorry  for  youT  But  as  soon  as  she  had  said 
those  words,  the  blank  look  returned,  and  she  sat  with  her 
head  drooping  forward,  quiet,  and  inattentive,  and  hopeless — 
so  changed  a being  that  her  oldest  friends  would  hardly  have 
known  her. 

Our  examination  was  a mere  formality.  There  was  no  addi- 
tional evidence,  either  for  or  against  us,  and  we  were  remanded 
again  for  another  week. 

I asked  the  lawyer,  privately,  if  any  chance  had  offered  itself 
of  tracing  Mr.  James  Smith.  He  looked  mysterious,  and  only 
said  in  answer,  “ Hope  for  the  best.”  I inquired,  next,  if  any 
progress  had  been  made  toward  fixing  the  guilt  of  the  robbery 
on  Josephine. 

“I  never  boast,”  he  replied.  “But,  cunning  as  she  is,  I 
should  not  be  surprised  if  Mr.  Dark  and  I,  together,  turned 
out  to  be  more  than  a match  for  her.” 

Mr.  Dark ! There  was  something  in  the  mere  mention  of 
his  name  that  gave  me  confidence  in  the  future.  If  I could 
only  have  got  my  poor  mistress’s  dazed  face  out  of  my 
mind,  I should  not  have  had  much  depression  of  spirits  to  com- 
plain of  during  the  interval  of  time  that  elapsed  between  the 
second  examination  and  the  third. 


CHAPTEE  YL 

Or  the  third  appearance  of  my  mistress  and  myself  before  the 
Justice,  I noticed  seme  faces  in  the  room  which  I had  not  seeu 
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there  before.  Greatly  to  my  astonishment — for  the  previous 
examinations  had  been  conducted  as  privately  as  possible — I 
remarked  the  presence  of  two  of  the  servants  from  the  Hall, 
and  of  three  or  four  of  the  tenants  on  the  Darrock  estate,  who 
lived  nearest  to  the  house.  They  all  sat  together  on  one  side 
of  the  justice-room.  Opposite  to  them,  and  close  at  the  side 
of  a door,  stood  my  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Dark,  with  his  big 
snuff-box,  his  jolly  face,  and  his  winking  eye.  He  nodded  to 
me,  when  I looked  at  him,  as  jauntily  as  if  we  were  meeting  at 
a party  of  pleasure.  The  quadroon  woman,  who  had  been  sum- 
moned to  the  examination,  had  a chair  placed  opposite  to  the 
witness-box,  and  in  a line  with  the  .seat  occupied  by  my  poor 
nistress,  whose  looks,  as  I was  grieved  to  see,  were  not  altered 
or  the  iDetter.  The  lawyer  from  London  was  with  her,  and  I 
tood  behind  her  chair. 

We  were  all  quietly  disposed  in  the  room  in  this  way,  when 
the  J ustice,  Mr.  Kobert  Nicholson,  came  in  with  his  brother. 
It  might  have  been  only  fancy,  but  I thought  I could  see  in 
both  their  faces  that  something  remarkable  had  happened  since 
we  had  met  at  the  last  examination. 

The  deposition  of  Josephine  Durand  was  then  read  over  by 
the  clerk,  and  she  was  asked  if  she  had  anything  to  add  to  it. 
She  replied  in  the  negative.  The  Justice  then  appealed  to  my 
mistress’s  relation,  the  lawyer,  to  know  if  he  could  produce  any 
evidence  relating  to  the  charge  against  his  clients. 

“ I have  evidence,”  answered  the  lawyer,  getting  briskly  on 
his  legs,  ‘‘  which,  I believe,  sir,  will  justify  me  in  asking  for 
their  discharge.” 

“ Where  are  your  witnesses  ?”  inquired  the  Justice,  looking 
hard  at  Josephine  while  he  spoke. 

“ One  of  them  is  in  waiting,  your  worship,”  said  Mr.  Dark, 
opening  the  door  near  which  he  was  standing. 

He  went  out  of  the  room,  remained  away  about  a minute, 
and  returned  with  his  witness  at  his  heels. 

My  heart  gave  a bound  as  if  it  would  jump  out  of  my  body. 
There,  with  his  long  hair  cut  short,  and  his  bushy  whiskers 
shaved  off, — there,  in  his  own  proper  person,  safe  and  sound  as 
ever,  was  Mr.  James  Smith ! 

The  quadroon’s  iron  nature  resisted  the  shock  of  his  unex- 
pected presence  on  the  scene,  with  a steadiness  that  was  nothing 
short  of  marvellous.  Her  thin  lips  closed  together  convul- 
sively, and  there  was  a slight  movement  in  the  muscles  of  her 
throat.  But  not  a word,  not  a sign  betrayed  her.  Even  tha 
vellow  tinge  of  her  complexion  remained  unchanged. 
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It  IS  not  necessary,  sir,  that  I should  waste  time  and  words 
in  referring  to  the  wicked  aud  preposterous  charge  against  my 
clients/’  said  the  lawyer,  addressing  Mr.  Eobert  Nicholson. 
‘‘The  one  sufficient  justification  for  discharging  them  imme- 
diately is  before  you,  at  this  moment,  in  the  person  of  that 
gentleman.  There,  sir,  stands  the  murdered  Mr.  James  Smith, 
of  Darrock  Hall,  alive  and  well,  to  answer  for  himself.” 

“ That  is  not  the  man  !”  cried  Josephine,  her  shrill  voice  just 
as  high,  clear,  and  steady  as  ever.  “ I denounce  that  man  as 
an  impostor ! Of  my  own  knowledge  I deny  that  he  is  Mr. 
James  Smith!” 

“No  doubt  you  do,”  said  the  lawyer;  “but  we  will  prove 
his  identity  for  all  that.” 

The  first  witness  called  was  Mr.  Philip  Nicholson.  He 
could  swear  that  he  had  seen  Mr.  James  Smith,  and  spoken  to 
him,  at  least  a dozen  times.  The  person  now  before  him  was 
Mr.  James  Smith;  altered  as  to  personal  appearance,  by  having 
his  hair  cut  short,  and  his  whiskers  shaved  off,  but  still  unmis- 
takably the  maji  he  assumed  to  be. 

“It  will  sooner  meet  the  ends  of  justice,”  said  Mr.  Eobert 
Nicholson,  addressing  the  lawyer,  “ if  you  prove  the  question 
of  identity  by  witnesses  who  have  been  in  habits  of  daily  com- 
munication with  Mr.  James  Smith.” 

Upon  this,  one  of  the  servants  from  the  Hall  was  placed  in 
the  box. 

The  alteration  in  his  master’s  appearance  evidently  puzzled 
the  man.  Besides  the  perplexing  change  already  adverted  to, 
there  was  also  a change  in  Mr.  James  Smith’s  expression  and 
manner.  Eascal  as  he  was,  I must  do  him  the  justice  to  say 
that  he  looked  startled  and  ashamed,  when  he  first  caught  sight 
of  his  unfortunate  wife.  The  servant,  who  was  used  to  be  eyed 
tyrannically  by  him,  and  ordered  about  roughly,  seeing  him 
now  for  the  first  time  abashed  and  silent,  stammered  and  hesi- 
tated on  being  asked  to  swear  to  his  identity. 

“ I can  hardly  say  for  certain,  sir,”  said  the  man,  addressing 
the  Justice  in  a bewildered  manner.  “ He  is  like  my  master, 
and  yet  he  isn’t.  If  he  wore  whiskers  and  had  his  hair  long, 
and  if  he  was,  saving  your  presence,  sir,  a little  more  rough 
and  ready  in  his  way,  I could  swear  to  him  anywhere  with  a 
safe  conscience.” 

Fortunately  for  us,  at  this  moment  Mr.  James  Smith’s  feel- 
ing of  uneasiness  at  the  situation  in  which  he  was  placed, 
changed  to  a feeling  of  irritation  at  being  coolly  surveyed  and 
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then  stupidly  doubted  in  the  matter  of  his  identity  by  one  of 
his  own  servants. 

Can’t  you  say  in  plain  words,  you  idiot,  whether  you  know 
me,  or  whether  you  don’t  ?”  he  called  out,  angrily. 

‘‘  That’s  his  voice  !”  cried  the  servant,  starting  in  the  box. 
“ Whiskers  or  no  whiskers,  that’s  him  !” 

“ If  there  is  any  difficulty,  your  worship,  about  the  gentle- 
man’s  hair,”  said  Mr.  Dark,  coming  forward  with  a grin, 
“here’s  a small  parcel  whicli,  I may  ma^e  so  bold  as  to  say, 
will  remove  it.”  Saying  that,  he  opened  the  parcel,  took  some 
locks  of  hair  out  of  it,  and  held  them  close  up  to  Mr.  James 
Smith’s  head.  “A  pretty  good  match,  your  worship,”  conti- 
nued Mr.  Dark.  “ I have  no  doubt  the  gentleman’s  head  feels 
cooler  now  it’s  off.  We  can’t  put  the  whiskers  on,  I’m  afraid, 
but  they  match  the  hair  ; and  there  they  are  in  the  paper  (if 
one  may  say  such  a thing  of  whiskers)  to  speak  for  them- 
selves.” 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  Josephine  lost  her  wicked 
self-control,  and  burst  out  with  vixenish  abuse  of  the  wit- 
nesses. The  Justice  made  a sign  to  two  of  the  constables  pre- 
sent, and  the  men  removed  her  to  an  adjoining  room 

A second  servant  from  the  Hall  was  then  put  in  the  box, 
and  was  followed  by  one  of  the  tenants.  After  what  they  had 
beard  and  seen,  neither  of  these  men  had  any  hesitation  in 
Iwearing  positively  to  their  master’s  identity. 

“It  is  quite  unnecessary,”  said  the  Justice,  as  soon  as  the 
box  was  empty  again,  “ to  examine  any  more  witnesses  as  to  the 
question  of  identity.  All  the  legal  formalities  are  accom- 
plished, and  the  charge  against  the  prisoners  falls  to  the 
ground.  I have  great  pleasure  in  ordering  the  immediate  dis- 
charge of  both  the  accused  persons,  and  in  declaring  from  this 
place  that  they  leave  the  court  without  the  slightest  stain  on 
their  characters.” 

He  bowed  low  to  my  mistress  as  he  said  that,  paused  a 
moment,  and  then  looked  inquiringly  at  Mr.  James  Smith. 

“ I have  hitherto  refrained  from  making  any  remark  uncon- 
nected with  the  immediate  matter  in  hand,”  he  went  on.  “ But 
now  that  my  duty  is  done,  I cannot  leave  this  chair  without 
expressing  my  strong  sense  of  disapprobation  of  the  conduct  of 
Mr.  James  Smith — conduct  which,  whatever  may  be  the  mo- 
tives that  occasioned  it,  has  given  a false  colour  of  probability 
to  a most  horrible  charge  against  a lady  of  unspotted  reputa- 
tion, aiid  against  a person  in  a lower  rank  of  life,  whose  good 
character  ought  not  to  have  been  imperilled,  even  for  a mo- 
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ment.  Mr.  Smitli  may  or  may  not  choose  to  explain  his  mys. 
terious  disappearance  from  Darrock  Hall,  and  the  equally 
unaccountable  change  which  he  has  chosen  to  make  in  his 
personal  appearance.  There  is  no  legal  charge  against  him  ; 
but,  speaking  morally,  I should  be  unworthy  of  the  place  I 
hold,  if  I hesitated  to  declare  my  present  conviction  that  hia 
conduct  has  been  deceitful,  inconsiderate,  and  unfeeling,  in  the 
highest  degree.” 

To  this  sharp  reprimand,  Mr.  James  Smith  (evidently  tutored 
beforehand  as  to  what  he  was  to  say)  replied  that  in  attend- 
ing before  the  Justice,  he  wished  to  perform  a plain  duty  and 
to  keep  himself  strictly  within  the  letter  of  the  law.  He 
apprehended  that  the  only  legal  obligation  laid  on  him,  was  to 
attend  in  that  court  to  declare  himself,  and  to  enable  com- 
petent witnesses  to  prove  his  identity.  This  duty  accomplished, 
he  had  merely  to  add  that  he  preferred  submitting  to  a repri- 
mand from  the  Bench,  to  entering  into  explanations  which 
would  involve  the  disclosure  of  domestic  circumstances  of  a 
very  unhappy  nature.  After  that  brief  reply,  he  had  nothing  fur- 
ther to  say  ; and  he  would  respectfully  request  the  J ustice’s 
permission  to  withdraw. 

The  permission  was  accorded.  As  he  crossed  the  room,  he 
stopped  near  his  wife,  and  said  confusedly,  in  a very  low  tone — 

“ I have  done  you  many  injuries,  but  I never  intended  this. 
1 am  sorrv  for  it.  Have  you  anything  to  say  to  me  before  I 
go?” 


My  mistress  shuddered,  and  hid  her  face.  He  waited  a mo- 
ment, and,  finding  that  she  did  not  answer  him,  bowed  his  head 
politely,  and  went  out.  I did  not  know  it  then,  but  I had  seen 
him  for  the  last  time. 

After  he  had  gone,  the  lawyer,  addressing  Mr.  Eobert 
Nicholson,  said  that  he  had  an  application  to  make,  in  re- 
ference to  the  woman,  Josephine  Durand. 

At  the  mention  of  that  name,  my  mistress  hurriedly  whis- 
pered a few  words  into  her  relation’s  ear.  He  looked  towards 
Mr.  Philip  Nicholson,  who  immediately  advanced,  ofiered  his 
arm  to  my  mistress,  and  led  her  out.  1 was  about  to  follow, 
when  Mr.  Dark  stopped  me,  and  begged  that  I would  wait  a 
few  minutes  longer,  in  order  to  give  myself  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing “ the  end  of  the  case.” 

In  the  meantime,  the  Justice  had  pronounced  the  necessary 
order  to  have  the  quadroon  brought  back.  iShe  came  in,  as 
bold  and  confident  as  ever.  Mr.  Eobert  N:(•!.^  1 looked 
away  from  her  in  disgust,  and  said  to  the  lawyer — 
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“ Your  application  is  to  have  her  committed  for  perjury,  of 
course 

“ For  perjury  said  Josephine,  with  her  wicked  smile. 
“Very  good!  I shall  explain  some  little  matters  that  I liave 
not  explained  before.  I shall  make  myself  a thorn  in  your 
sides,  yet  1” 

She  has  got  scent  of  the  second  marriage,”  whispered  Mr. 
Dark  to  me. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  of  it.  She  had  evidently  been  list- 
ening at  the  door,  on  the  night  when  my  master  came  back, 
longer  than  I had  supposed.  She  must  have  heard  those  words 
about  “the  new  wife” — she  might  even  have  seen  the  effect 
of  them  on  Mr.  James  Smith. 

^ “ We  do  not,  at  present,  propose  to  charge  Josephine  Du- 
rand with  perjury,”  said  the  lawyer,  “ but  with  another  offence, 
for  which  it  is  important  to  try  her  immediately.  1 charge  her 
with  stealing  from  her  mistress,  while  in  her  service  at  Darrock 
Hail,  a pair  of  bracelets,  three  rings,  and  a dozen  and  a half  of 
lace  pocket-handkerchiefs.  The  articles  in  question  were  taken 
this  morning  from  between  the  mattresses  of  her  bed  ; and  a 
letter  was  found  in  the  same  place,  which  clearly  proves  that  she 
had  represented  the  property  as  belonging  to  herself,  and  that 
she  had  tried  to  dispose  of  it  to  a purchaser  in  London.”  While 
he  was  speaking,  Mr.  Dark  produced  the  jewellery,  the  haiM- 
kerchiefs,  and  the  letter,  and  laid  them  before  the  Justice. 

Even  Josephine’s  extraordinary  powers  of  self-control  now 
gave  way  at  last.  At  the  first  words  of  the  unexpected  charge 
against  her,  she  struck  her  hands  together  violently,  gnashed 
her  sharp  white  teeth,  and  burst  out  with  a torrent  of  fierce 
sounding  words  in  some  foreign  language,  the  meaning  of  which 
I did  not  understand  then,  and  cannot  explain  now. 

“ I think  that’s  check-mate  for  Marmzelle,”  whispered  Mr. 
Dark,  with  his  invariable  wink.  “ Suppose  you  go  back  to  the 
Hall,  now,  William,  and  draw  a jug  of  that  very  remarkable 
old  ale  of  your’s  ? I’ll  be  after  you  in  five  minutes,  as  soon  as 
the  charge  is  made  out.” 

I could  hardly  realise  it,  when  I found  myself  walking  back 
to  Darrock  a free  man  again. 

In  a quarter  of  an  hour’s  time  Mr.  Dark  joined  me,  and 
drank  to  my  health,  happiness,  and  prosperity,  in  three  sepa- 
rate tumblers.  After  performing  this  ceremony,  he  wagged 
his  head  and  chuckled  with  an  appearance  of  such  exces*sive 
enjoyment,  that  I could  not  avoid  remarking  on  his  high  spirits. 

“It’s  the  Case,  William ; it’s  the  beautiful  neatness  of  the 
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Case  that  quite  intoxicates  me  !”  cries  Mr.  Dark,  slapping  his 
stumpy  hands  on  his  fat  knees  in  a sort  of  ecstasy. 

I had  a very  different  opinion  of  the  case,  for  my  own  part; 
but  I did  not  venture  on  expressing  it.  I was  too  anxious  to 
know  how  Mr.  J ames  Smith  had  been  discovered  and  produced 
at  the  examination,  to  enter  into  any  arguments.  Mr.  Dark 
guessed  what  was  passing  in  my  mind,  and  telling  me  to  sit 
down  and  make  myself  comfortable,  volunteered  of  his  own 
accord  to  inform  me  of  all  that  I wanted  to  know. 

When  I got  my  instructions  and  my  statement  of  parti- 
culars,” he  began,  I was  not  at  all  surprised  to  hear  that 
Mr.  James  Smith  had  come  back  (I  prophesied  that,  if  you  re- 
member, Wniiam,  the  last  time  we  met).  But  I was  a good 
deal  astonished,  nevertheless,  at  the  turn  things  had  taken ; 
and  I can’t  say  I felt  very  hopeful  about  finding  our  man. 
However,  I followed  my  master’s  directions,  and  put  the  ad- 
vertisement in  the  papers.  It  addressed  Mr.  James  Smith 
by  name ; but  it  was  very  carefully  worded  as  to  what  was 
wanted  of  him.  Two  days  after  it  appeared,  a letter  came  to 
our  office  in  a woman’s  handwriting.  It  was  my  business  to 
open  the  letters,  and  I opened  that.  The  writer  was  short  and 
mysterious ; she  requested  that  somebody  would  call  from  our 
office,  at  a certain  address,  between  the  hours  of  two  and  four 
that  afternoon,  in  reference  to  the  advertisement  which  we  had 
inserted  in  the  newspapers.  Of  course  I was  the  somebody 
who  went.  I kept  myself  from  building  up  hopes  by  the  way, 
knowing  what  a lot  of  Mr.  James  Smiths  there  were  in  London. 
On  getting  to  the  house,  I was  shown  into  the  drawing-room ; 
and  there,  dressed  in  a wrapper  and  lying  on  a sofa,  was  an  un- 
commonly pretty  woman,  who  looked  as  if  she  was  just  reco- 
vering from  an  illness.  She  had  a newspaper  by  her  side,  and 
came  to  the  point  at  once : ‘ My  husband’s  name  is  James 
Smith,’  she  says,  ‘ and  I have  my  reasons  for  wanting  to  know 
if  he  is  the  person  you  are  in  search  of.’  I described  our  man 
as  Mr.  James  Smith  of  Darrock  Hall,  Cumberland.  ‘ I know 
no  such  person,’  says  she — ” 

“ What ! was  it  not  the  second  wife,  after  all  ?”  I broke 
out. 

‘‘‘  Wait  a bit,”  says  Mr.  Dark.  “ I mentioned  the  name  of 
the  yacht  next,  and  she  started  up  on  the  sofa  as  if  she  had  been 
shot.  ^ I think  you  were  married  in  Scotland,  ma’am  ?’  says  I. 
She  turns  as  pale  as  ashes,  and  drops  back  on  the  sofa,  and 
says,  faintly,  ‘ It  is  my  husband.  Oh,  sir,  what  has  happened? 
What  do  you  want  with  him  ? Is  he  in  debt  ?’  I took  & 
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minute  to  think,  and  then  made  up  my  mind  to  tell  her  every- 
thing— feeling  that  she  would  keep  her  husband  (as  she  called 
him)  out  of  the  way,  if  I frightened  her  by  any  mysteries.  A 
nice  job  I had,  William,  as  you  may  suppose,  when  she  knew 
about  the  bigamy  business.  What  with  screaming,  fainting, 
crying,  and  blowing  me  up  (as  if  I was  to  blame),  she  kept  me 
by  that  sofa  of  hers  the  best  part  of  an  hour — kept  me  there, 
in  short,  till  Mr.  James  Smith  himself  came  back.  I leave  you 
to  judge  if  that  mended  matters.  He  found  me  mopping  the 
poor  woman’s  temples  with  scent  and  water  ; and  he  would 
have  pitched  me  out  of  the  window,  as  sure  as  I sit  here,  if  1 
had  not  met  him  and  staggered  him  at  once  with  the  charge  of 
murder  against  his  wife.  That  stopped  him  when  he  was  in 
full  cry,  I can  promise  you.  ‘ Gro  and  wait  in  the  next  room,’ 
says  he,  ‘ and  I’ll  come  in  and  speak  to  you  directly.’  ” 

‘‘  And  did  you  go  ?”  I asked. 

“ Of  couse  I did,”  says  Mr.  Dark.  I knew  he  couldn’t 
get  out  by  the  drawing-room  windows,  and  I knew  I could 
watch  the  door  ; so  away  I went,  leaving  him  alone  with  the 
lady,  who  didn’t  spare  him,  by  any  manner  of  means,  as  I could 
easily  hear  in  the  next  room.  However,  all  rows  in  this  world 
come  to  an  end  sooner  or  later  ; and  a man  with  any  brains  in 
his  head  may  do  what  he  pleases  with  a woman  who  is  fond  of 
him.  Before  long  I heard  her  crying  and  kissing  him.  ‘ I 
can’t  go  home,’  she  says,  after  this.  ‘ You  have  behaved  like 
a villain  and  a monster  to  me —but  oh,  Jemmy,  I can’t  give 
you  up  to  anybody.  Don’t  go  back  to  your  wife ! Oh,  don’t, 
don’t  go  back  to  your  wife  !’  ‘No  fear  of  that,’  says  he.  ‘ My 
wife  wouldn’t  have  me  if  I did  go  back  to  her.’  After  that,  I 
heard  the  door  open,  and  went  out  to  meet  him  on  the  land- 
ing. Ho  began  swearing  the  moment  he  saw  me,  as  if  that 
was  any  good.  ‘ Business  first,  if  you  please,  sir,’  says  I,  ‘ and 
any  pleasure  you  like,  in  the  way  of  swearing,  afterwards.* 
With  that  beginning  I mentioned  our  terms  to  him,  and  asked 
the  pleasure  of  his  company  to  Cumberland  in  return.  He 
was  uncommonly  suspicious  at  first,  but  I promised  to  draw 
out  a legal  document  (mere  waste  paper,  of  no  earthly  use, 
except  to  pacify  him),  engaging  to  hold  him  harmless  through- 
out the  proceedings  ; and  what  with  that,  and  telling  him  of 
the  frightful  danger  his  wife  was  in,  I managed,  at  last,  to  carry 
my  point.” 

“ But  did  the  second  wife  make  no  objection  to  his  going 
way  with  you  ?”  I enquired. 

“ Not  she,”  said  Mr.  Dark.  “ I stated  the  case  to  her,  just 
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ns  it  stood  ; and  soon  satisfied  her  that  there  was  no  danger  of 
]\rr.  James  Smith’s  first  wife  laying  any  claim  to  him.  After 
hearing  that,  she  joined  me  in  persuading  him  to  do  his  duty, 
and  said  she  pitied  your  mistress  from  the  bottom  of  her 
heart.  With  her  influence  to  back  me,  1 had  no  great  fear  of 
our  man  changing  his  mind.  I had  the  door  watched  that 
night,  however,  so  as  to  make  quite  sure  of  him.  The  next 
morning  he  was  ready  to  time  when  I called ; and  a quarter  of 
an  hour  after  that,  we  were  off  together  for  the  north  road 
We  made  the  journey  with  post  horses,  being  afraid  of  chance 
passengers,  you  know,  in  public  conveyances.  On  the  way 
down,  Mr.  James  Smith  and  I got  on  as  comfortably  together 
as  if  we  had  been  a pair  .of  old  friends.  I told  the  story  of 
our  tracing  him  to  the  north  of  Scotland ; and  he  gave  me 
the  particulars,  in  return,  of  his  bolting  from  Darrock  Hall. 
They  are  rather  amusing,  William — would  you  like  to  hear 
them  ?” 

I told  Mr.  Dark  that  he  had  anticipated  the  very  question  I 
was  about  to  ask  him. 

“ Well,”  he  said,  “ this  is  how  it  was : — To  begin  at  the  be- 
ginning, our  man  really  took  Mrs.  Smith  Number  Two  to  the 
Mediterranean,  as  we  heard.  He  sailed  up  the  Spanish  Coast, 
and,  after  short  trips  ashore,  stopped  at  a sea- side  place  in 
France,  called  Cannes.  There  he  saw  a house  and  grounds  to 
be  sold,  which  took  his  fancy  as  a nice  retired  place  to  keep 
Number  Two  in.  Nothing  particular  was  wanted  but  the 
money  to  buy  it ; and,  not  having  the  little  amount  in  his  own 
possession,  Mr.  James  Smith  makes  a virtue  of  necessity,  and 
goes  back  overland  to  his  wife,  with  private  designs  on  her 
purse-strings.  Number  Two,  who  objects  to  be  left  behind, 
goes  with  him  as  far  as  London.  There  he  trumps  up  the  first 
story  that  comes  into  his  head,  about  rents  in  the  country,  and 
a house  in  Lincolnshire  that  is  too  damp  for  her  to  trust  her 
self  in;  and  so,  leaving  her  for  a few  days  in  London,  starts 
boldly  for  Darrock  Hall.  His  notion  was  to  wheedle  your 
mistress  out  of  the  money  by  good  behaviour;  but  it  seems  he 
started  badly  by  quarrelling  with  her  about  a fiddle-playing 
parson — ” 

“ Yes,  yes,  I know  all  about  that  part  of  the  story,”  I broke 
in,  seeing,  by  Mr.  Dark’s  manner,  that  he  was  likely  to  speak 
both  ignorantly  and  impertinently  of  my  mistress’s  unlucky 
friendship  for  Mr.  Meeke.  Gro  on  to  the  time  when  I left 
my  master  alone  in  the  Eed  lloom,  and  tell  me  what  he  did 
between  midnight  and  nine  the  next  morning.” 
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Did  said  Mr.  Dark.  Why,  he  went  to  bed  with  th^ 
unpleasant  conviction  on  his  mind  that  your  mistress  had 
found  him  out,  and  with  no  comfort  to  speak  of,  except  what 
he  coujd  get  out  of  the  brandy  bottle.  He  couldn’t  sleep  j 
and  the  more  he  tossed  and  tumbled,  the  more  certain  he  felt 
that  his  wife  intended  to  have  him  tried  for  bigamy.  At  last, 
towards  the  gray  of  the  morning,  he  could  stand  it  no  longer, 
and  he  made  up  his  mind  to  give  the  law  tbe  slip  while  he  had 
the  chance.  As  soon  as  he  was  dressed,  it  struck  him  that 
there  might  be  a reward  offered  for  catching  him  ; and  he  de- 
termined to  make  that  slight  change  in  his  personal  appear- 
ance, which  puzzled  the  witnesses  so  much  before  the  magis- 
trate to-day.  So  he  opens  his  dressing-case  and  crops  his  hair 
in  no  time,  and  takes  off  his  whiskers  next.  The  fire  was  out, 
and  he  had  to  shave  in  cold  water.  What  with  that,  and 
what  with  the  fiurry  of  his  mind,  naturally  enough  he  cut  him- 
uelf— ” 

“ And  dried  the  blood  with  his  night-gown!”  says  I. 

With  his  night-gown,”  repeated  Mr.  Dark.  ‘‘  It  was  the 
first  thing  that  lay  handy,  and  he  snatched  it  up.  Wait  a bit, 
though,  the  cream  of  the  thing  is  to  come.  When  he  had  done 
being  his  own  barber,  he  couldn’t  for  the  life  of  him  hit  on  a 
way  of  getting  rid  of  the  loose  hair.  The  fire  was  out,  and  he 
had  no  matches,  so  he  couldn’t  burn  it.  As  for  throwing  it 
away,  he  didn’t  dare  do  that  in  the  house,  or  about  the  house, 
for  fear  of  its  being  found,  and  betraying  what  he  had  done. 
So  he  wraps  it  all  up  in  paper,  crams  it  into  his  pocket,  to  be 
disposed  of  when  he  is  at  a safe  distance  from  the  Hall,  takes 
his  bag,  gets  out  at  the  window,  shuts  it  softly  after  him,  and 
makes  for  the  road  as  fast  as  his  long  legs  will  carry  him. 
There  he  walks  on  till  a coach  overtakes  him,  and  so  travels 
back  to  London,  to  find  himself  in  a fresh  scrape  as  soon  as  he 
gets  there.  An  interesting  situation,  William,  and  hard  tra- 
velling from  one  end  of  France  to  the  other,  had  not  agreed 
together  in  the  case  of  Humber  Two.  Mr.  James  Smith  found 
her  in  bed,  with  doctor’s  orders  that  she  was  not  to  be  moved. 
There  was  nothing  for  it,  after  that,  but  to  lie  by  in  London 
till  the  lady  got  better.  Luckily  for  us,  she  didn’t  hurry  her- 
self ; so  that,  after  all,  your  mistress  has  to  thank  the  very 
woman  who  supplanted  her,  for  clearing  her  character  by  help- 
ing us  to  find  Mr.  James  Smith  1” 

“ And  pray  how  did  you  come  by  that  loose  hair  of  his  which 
you  showed  before  the  Justice  to-day  P”  I asked. 

“Thank  Humber  Two  again,”  says  Mr.  Dark.  “ I was  put 
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up  to  asking  after  it  by  what  sbe  told  me.  While  we  were 
talking  about  the  advertisement,  I made  so  bold  as  to  inquire 
what  first  set  her  thinking  that  her  husband  and  the  Mr.  James 
Smith  whom  we  wanted,  might  be  one  and  the  same  man. 
‘ jN^othing,’  says  she,  ‘ but  seeing  him  come  home  with  his  hair 
cut  short  and  his  whiskers  shaved  off ; and  finding  that  he  could 
not  give  me  any  good  reason  for  disfiguring  himself  in  th^^t 
way,  I had  my  suspicions  that  something  was  wrong,  and  the 
sight  of  your  advertisement  strengthened  them  directly.’  The 
hearing  her  say  that,  suggested  to  my  mind  that  there  might 
be  a difficulty  in  identifying  him  after  the  change  in  his  looks ; 
and  I asked  him  what  he  had  done  with  the  loose  hair,  before 
we  left  London.  It  was  found  in  the  pocket  of  his  travelling 
coat,  just  as  he  had  huddled  it  up  there  on  leaving  the  Hall, 
worry  and  fright  and  vexation  having  caused  him  to  forget  all 
about  it.  < d'  course  I took  charge  of  the  parcel;  and  you 
know  what  good  it  did  as  well  as  I do.  So  to  speak,  William, 
it  just  completed  this  beautifully  neat  case.  Looking  at  the 
matter  in  a professional  point  of  view,  1 don’t  hesitate  to  say 
that  we  have  managed  our  business  with  Mr.  James  Smith  to 
perfection.  We  have  produced  him  at  the  right  time,  and  we 
are  going  to  get  rid  of  him  at  the  right  time.  By  to-night  he 
will  be  on  his  way  to  foreign  parts  with  Number  Two,  and  he 
won’t  show  his  nose  in  England  again  if  he  lives  to  the  age  of 
Methuselah.” 

It  was  a relief  to  hear  that ; and  it  was  almost  as  great  a 
comfort  to  find,  from  what  Mr.  Dark  said  next,  that  my  mis- 
tress need  fear  nothing  that  Josephine  could  do  for  the  future. 

The  charge  of  theft,  on  which  she  was  about  to  be  tried,  did 
not  afford  the  shadow  of  an  excuse  in  law,  any  more  than  in 
logic,  for  alluding  to  the  crime  which  her  master  had  com- 
mitted. If  she  meant  to  talk  about  it,  she  might  do  so  in  her 
place  of  transportation,  but  she  would  not  have  the  slightest 
chance  of  being  listened  to  previously  in  a court  of  law. 

“ In  short,”  said  Mr.  Dark,  rising  to  take  his  leave,  “ as  I 
have  told  you  already,  William,  it’s  check-mate  for  Marmzelle. 
She  didn’t  manage  the  business  of  the  robbery  half  as  sharply 
as  I should  have  expected.  She  certainly  began  well  enough, 
by  staying  modestly  at  a lodging  in  the  village,  to  give  her 
attendance  at  the  examinations  as  it  might  be  required. 
Nothing  could  look  more  innocent  and  respectable  so  far.  But 
her  hiding  the  property  between  the  mattresses  of  her  bed — 
the  very  first  place  that  any  experienced  man  would  think  of 
looking  in — was  such  an  amazingly  stupid  thing  to  do,  that  I 
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really  can’t  account  for  it,  unless  her  mind  had  more  weighing 
on  it  than  it  was  able  to  bear — which,  considering  the  heavy 
stakes  she  played  for,  is  likely  enough.  Anyhow,  her  hands 
are  tied  now,  and  her  tongue  too,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Grive 
my  respects  to  your  mistress,  and  tell  her  that  her  runaway 
husband  and  her  lying  maid  will  never  either  of  them  harm 
her  again  as  long  as  they  live.  She  has  nothing  to  do  now 
but  to  pluck  up  her  spirits  and  live  happy ^ Here’s  long  life 
to  her  and  to  you,  William,  in  the  last  glass  of  ale ; and  here’s 
the  same  toast  to  myself  in  the  bottom  of  the  jng.” 

With  those  words,  Mr.  Dark  pocketed  his  large  snuff-box, 
gave  a last  wink  with  his  bright  eye,  and  walked  away,  whist- 
ling, to  catch  the  London  coach.  From  that  time  to  this,  he 
and  I have  never  met  again. 

A few  last  words  relating  to  my  mistress,  and  to  the  other 
persons  chiefly  concerned  in  this  narrative,  will  conclude  all 
that  it  is  now  necessary  for  me  to  say. 

For  some  months,  the  relatives  and  friends,  and  I myself, 
felt  sad  misgivings  on  my  poor  mistress’s  account.  We  doubted 
if  it  was  possible,  with  such  a quick  sensitive  nature  as  her’s, 
that  she  could  support  the  shock  which  had  been  inflicted  on 
her.  But  our  powers  of  endurance  are,  as  I have  learnt  to 
believe,  more  often  equal  to  the  burdens  laid  upon  us  than  we 
are  apt  to  imagine.  I have  seen  many  surprising  recoveries 
from  illness,  after  all  hope  had  been  lost — and  I have  lived  to 
see  my  mistress  recover  from  the  grief  and  terror  which  we 
once  thought  would  prove  fatal  to  her.  It  was  long  before 
she  began  to  hold  up  her  head  again ; but  care  and  kindness, 
and  time  and  change,  wrought  their  effect  on  her  at  last.  She 
is  not  now,  and  never  will  be  again,  the  woman  she  was  once  : 
her  manner  is  altered ; and  she  looks  older  b}^  many  a year 
than  she  really  is.  But  her  health  causes  us  no  anxiety  now  ; 
her  spirits  are  calm  and  equal ; and  I have  good  hope  that 
many  quiet  years  of  service  in  her  house  are  left  for  me  still. 
I myself  have  married  during  the  long  interval  of  time  which 
I am  now  passing  over  in  a few  words.  This  change  in  my 
life  is,  perhaps,  not  worth  mentioning — but  I am  reminded  of 
my  two  little  children,  when  I speak  of  my  mistress  in  her 
present  position.  I really  think  they  make  the  great  happi- 
ness and  interest  and  amusement  of  her  life,  and  prevent  her 
from  feeling  lonely  and  dried  up  at  heart.  It  is  a pleasant  re- 
flection to  me  to  remember  this ; and  perhaps  it  may  be  the 
€ame  to  you — for  which  reason  only  1 speak  of  it. 
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As  for  the  other  persons  connected  with  the  troubles  at 
Darrock  Hall,  I may  mention  the  vile  woman  Josephine  first, 
BO  as  to  have  the  sooner  done  with  her.  Mr.  Dark’s  guess,  when 
he  tried  to  account  for  her  want  of  cunning  in  hiding  the  stolen 
property,  by  saying  that  her  mind  might  have  had  more 
weighing  on  it  than  she  was  able  to  bear,  turned  out  to  be. 
nothing  less  than  the  plain  and  awful  truth.  ALfter  she  had 
been  found  guilty  of  the  robbery,  and  had  been  condemned  to 
seven  years’  transportation,  a worse  sentence  fell  upon  her,  from 
a higher  tribunal  than  any  in  this  world.  "While  she  was  still 
in  the  county  jail,  previous  to  her  removal,  her  mind  gave  way ; 
the  madness  breaking  out  in  an  attempt  to  set  fire  to  the  prison. 
Her  case  was  pronounced  to  be  hopeless  from  the  first.  The 
lawful  asylum  received  her,  and  the  lawful  asylum  will  keep 
her  to  the  end  of  her  days. 

Mr.  James  Smith,  who,  in  my  humble  opinion,  deserved 
hanging  by  law,  or  drowning  by  accident  at  least,  lived  quietly 
abroad  with  his  Scotch  wife  (or  no  wife)  for  two  years ; and 
then  died  in  the  most  quiet  and  customary  manner,  in  his  bed, 
after  a short  illness.  His  end  was  described  to  me  as  a “ highly 
edifying  one.”  But  as  he  was  also  reported  to  have  sent  his 
forgiveness  to  his  wife — which  was  as  much  as  to  say  that  he 
was  the  injured  person  of  the  two — I take  leave  to  consider  that 
he  was  the  same  impudent  vagabond  in  his  last  moments  that 
he  had  been  all  his  life.  His  Scotch  widow  has  married  again, 
and  is  now  settled  in  London.  I hope  her  husband  is  all  her 
own  property  this  time. 

Mr.  Meeke  must  not  be  forgotten,  although  he  has  dropped 
out  of  the  latter  part  of  my  story,  because  he  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  serious  events  which  followed  Josephine’s  perjury. 
In  the  confusion  and  wretchedness  of  that  time,  he  was  treated 
with  very  little  ceremony,  and  was  quite  passed  over  when  we 
left  the  neighbourhood.  After  pining  and  fretting  for  some 
time,  as  we  afterwards  heard,  in  his  lonely  parsonage,  he  re- 
signed his  living  at  the  first  chance  he  got,  and  took  a sort  of 
imder-chaplain’s  place  in  an  English  chapel  abroad.  He  writes 
to  my  mistress  once  oi  twice  a year  to  ask  after  her  health  and 
well-being ; and  she  writes  back  to  him.  That  is  all  the  com- 
munication they  are  ever  likely  to  have  with  each  other.  The 
music  they  once  played  together  will  never  sound  again.  Its 
.ast  notes  have  long  since  died  out — and  the  last  words  of  this 
Btory,  trembling  on  the  lips  of  the  teller,  may  now  pass  away 
with  them. 
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A .LITTLE  change  in  the  weather.  The  rain  still  continues,  but 
the  wind  is  not  quite  so  high.  Have  I any  reason  to  believe, 
because  it  is  calmer  on  land,  that  it  is  also  calmer  at  sea  ? 
Perhaps  not.  But  my  mind  is  scarcely  so  uneasy  to-day, 
nevertheless. 

I had  looked  over  the  newspaper  with  the  usual  result,  and 
had  laid  it  down  with  the  customary  sense  of  disappointment, 
when  Jessie  handed  me  a letter  which  she  had  received  that 
morning.  It  was  written  by  her  aunt ; and  it  upbraided  her 
in  the  highly  exaggerated  terms  which  ladies  love  to  employ, 
where  any  tender  interests  of  their  own  are  concerned,  for  her 
long  silence  and  her  long  absence  from  home.  Home!  I 
thought  of  my  poor  boy,  and  of  the  one  hope  on  which  all  his 
happiness  rested ; and  I felt  jealous  of  the  word  when  I saw  it 
used  persuasively  in  a letter  to  our  guest.  What  right  had 
anyone  to  mention  “ home”  to  her,  until  George  had  spoken 
first  ? 

“ I must  answer  it  by  return  of  post,”  said  Jessie,  with  a 
tone  of  sorrow  in  her  voice  for  which  my  heart  warmed  to  her. 
‘‘  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me ; you  have  taken  more  pains 
to  interest  and  amuse  me  than  I am  worth.  I can  laugh  about 
most  things ; but  I can’t  laugh  about  going  away.  I am 
honestly  and  sincerely  too  grateful  for  that.” 

She  paused,  came  round  to  where  I was  sitting,  perched' her- 
self  on  the  end  of  the  table,  and,  resting  her  hands  on  my 
shoulders,  added  gently : — 

“ It  must  be  the  day  after  to-morrow,  must  it  not  ?” 

I could  not  trust  myself  to  answer  her.  If  1 had  spoken,  i 
should  have  betrayed  George’s  secret,  in  spite  of  myself. 

“To-morrow  is  the  tenth  day,”  she  went  on,  softly. 
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loots  so  selfish  and  so  ungrateful  to  go  the  moment  I have 
heard  the  last  of  the  stories,  that  I am  quite  distressed  at  being 
obliged  to  enter  on  the  subject  at  all.  And  yet,  what  choice 
is  left  me  ? — what  can  I do  when  my  aunt  writes  to  me  in 
that  way 

She  took  up  the  letter  again,  and  looRea  at  it  so  ruefully, 
that  I drew  her  head  a little  nearer  to  me,  and  gratefully  kissed 
the  smooth  white  forehead. 

“If  your  aunt  is  only  half  as  anxious  to  see  you  again,  mj 
love,  as  I am  to  see  my  son,  I must  forgive  her  for  taking  you 
away  from  us.’’ 

The  words  came  from  me  without  premeditation.  It  was 
not  calculation  this  time,  but  sheer  impulse,  that  impelled  me 
to  test  her  in  this  way,  once  more,  by  a direct  reference  to 
Greorge.  She  was  so  close  to  me  that  I felt  her  breath  quiver 
on  my  cheek.  Her  eyes  had  been  fixed  on  my  face  a moment 
before ; but  they  now  wandered  away  from  it  constrainedly. 
One  of  her  hands  trembled  a little  on  my  shoulder,  and  she 
took  it  off. 

“ Thank  you  for  trying  to  make  our  parting  easier  to  me,” 
she  said,  quickly,  and  in  a lower  tone  than  she  had  spoken  in 
yet.  I made  no  answer,  but  still  looked  her  anxiously  in  the 
face.  For  a few  seconds,  her  nimble  delicate  fingers  nervously 
folded  and  refolded  the  letter  from  her  aunt — then  she  abruptly 
changed  her  position. 

“ The  sooner  I write,  the  sooner  it  will  be  over,”  she  said, 
and  hurriedly  turned  away  to  the  paper-case  on  the  side-table. 

How  was  the  change  in  her  manner  to  be  rightly  interpreted  ? 
Was  she  hurt  by  what  I had  said;  or  was  she  secretly  so  much 
affected  by  it,  in  the  impressionable  state  of  her  mind  at  that 
moment,  as  to  be  incapable  of  exerting  a young  girl’s  customary 
self-control?  Her  looks,  actions,  and  language  might  bear 
either  interpretation.  One  striking  omission  had  marked  her 
conduct  when  I had  referred  to  Greorge’s  return.  She  had  not 
inquired  when  I expected  him  back.  Was  this  indifierence  ? 
Surely  not.  Surely  indifference  would  have  led  her  to  ask  the 
conventionally  civil  question,  which  ninety-nine  persons  out  of 
a hundred  would  have  addressed  to  me  as  a matter  of  course. 
Was  she,  on  her  side,  afraid  to  trust  herself  to  speak  of  George, 
at  a time  when  an  unusual  tenderness  was  aroused  in  her  by 
the  near  prospect  of  saying  farewell  ? It  might  be — it  might 
not  be — it  might  be.  My  feeble  reason  took  the  side  of  my 
inclination ; and,  after  vibrating  between  Yes  and  No,  1 
stopped  where  1 had  begun — at  Yes. 
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She  finished  the  letter  in  a few  minutes,  and  dropped  it  into 
the  post-bag  the  moment  it  was  done. 

‘‘Not  a word  more,”  she  said,  returning  to  me  with  a sigh 
of  relief — “ not  a word  about  my  aunt,  or  my  going  away,  till 
the  time  comes.  We  have  two  more  days — let  us  make  the 
most  of  them.” 

Two  more  days.  Eight-and-forty  hours  still  to  pass  ; sixty  • 
minutes  in  each  of  those  hours  ; and  every  minute  long  enougn 
to  bring  with  it  an  event  fatal  to  Q-eorge’s  future ! The 
bare  thought  kept  my  mind  in  a fever.  For  the  remainder  of 
the  day  1 was  as  desultory  and  as  restless  as  our  Queen  of 
Hearts  herself.  Owen  affectionately  did  his  best  to  quiet  me, 
but  in  vain.  Even  Morgan,  who  whiled  away  the  time  by 
smoking  incessantly,  was  struck  by  the  wretched  spectacle  of 
nervous  anxiety  that  I presented  to  him,  and  pitied  me  openly 
for  being  unable  to  compose  myself  with  a pipe.  Wearily  and 
uselessly  the  hours  plodded  on,  till  the  sun  set.  The  clouds  in 
the  western  heaven  wore  wild  and  tortured  shapes  when  I 
looked  out  at  them  ; and,  as  the  gathering  darkness  fell  on  us, 
the  fatal,  fearful  wind  rose  once  more. 

When  we  assembled  at  eight,  the  drawing  of  the  lots  had  no 
longer  any  interest  or  suspense,  so  far  as  I was  concerned.  I 
had  read  my  last  story,  and  it  now  only  remained  for  chance  to 
decide  the  question  of  precedency  between  Owen  and  Mor^ran. 
Of  the  two  numbers  left  in  the  bowl,  the  one  drawn  was  Nine. 
This  made  it  Morgan’s  turn  to  read  ; and  left  it  appropriately 
to  Owen,  as  our  eldest  brother,  to  close  the  proceedings  on  the 
next  night. 

Morgan  looked  round  the  table,  when  he  had  spread  out  his 
manuscript,  and  seemed  half  inclined  to  open  fire,  as  usuaL  with 
a little  preliminary  sarcasm ; but  his  eyes  met  mine;  he  saw 
the  anxiety  I was  suffering  ; and  his  natural  kindness,  per- 
versely as  he  might  strive  to  hide  it,  got  the  better  of  him.  Flo 
looked  down  on  his  paper;  growled  out  briefly,  “ No  need  for 
a preface;  my  little  bit  of  writing  explains  itself;  let’s  get  on 
and  have  done  with  it — ” and  so  began  to  read,  without  another 
word  from  himself  or  from  any  oi  us. 
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CHAPTEE  1. 

It  was  certainly  a dull  little  dinner-party.  Of  the  four  guests, 
two  of  us  were  men  between  fifty  and  sixty,  and  two  of  ua 
were  youths,  between  eighteen  and  twenty ; and  we  had  no 
subjects  in  common.  We  were  all  intimate  with  our  host ; 
but  we  were  only  slightly  acquainted  with  each  other.  Per- 
haps we  should  have  got  on  better  if  there  had  been  some 
ladies  among  us  ; but  the  master  of  the  house  was  a bachelor, 
and,  except  the  parlour-maid,  who  assisted  in  waiting  on  us  at 
dinner,  no  daughter  of  Eve  was  present  to  brighten  the  dreary 
scene. 

We  tried  all  sorts  of  subjects;  but  they  dropped  one  after 
the  other.  The  elder  gentlemen  seemed  to  be  afraid  of  com- 
mitting themselves  by  talking  too  freely  within  hearing  of  us 
juniors  ; and  we,  on  our  side,  restrained  our  youthful  flow  of 
spirits  and  youthful  freedom  of  conversation,  out  of  deference 
to  our  host,  who  seemed  once  or  twice  to  be  feeling  a little 
nervous  about  the  continued  propriety  of  our  behaviour  in  the 
presence  of  his  respectable  guests.  To  make  matters  worse,  we 
had  dined  at  a sensible  hour.  When  the  bottles  made  their 
first  round,  at  dessert,  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  only  struck 
eight.  J counted  the  strokes ; and  felt  certain,  from  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face,  that  the  other  junior  guest,  who  sat  on  one 
side  of  me  at  the  round  table,  was  counting  them  also.  When 
we  came  to  the  final  eight,  we  exchanged  looks  of  despair. 
**  Iwo  hours  more  of  this ! What  on  earth  is  to  become  of 
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us  Y * lii  the  language  of  the  eyes,  that  was  exactly  what  we 
said  to  each  other. 

The  wine  was  excellent ; and  I think  we  all  came  separately 
and  secretly  to  the  same  conclusion — that  our  chance  of  get- 
ting through  the  evening  was  intimately  connected  with  our 
resolution  in  getting  through  the  bottles. 

As  a matter  of  course,  we  talked  wine.  No  company  of 
Englishmen  can  assemble  together  for  an  evening  without  doing 
that.  Every  man  in  this  country  who  is  rich  enough  to  pay 
income-tax,  has,  at  one  time  or  other  in  his  life,  effected  a re- 
markable transaction  in  wine.  Sometimes  he  has  madesm^ha 
bargain  as  he  never  expects  to  make  again.  Sometimes  he  is 
the  only  man  in  England,  not  a peer  of  the  realm,  who  has  got 
a single  drop  of  a certain  famous  vintage  which  has  perished 
from  the  face  of  the  earth.  Sometimes  he  has  purchased,  with 
a friend,  at  an  exorbitant  price,  a few  last  left  dozens  from  the 
cellar  of  a deceased  potentate.  Sometimes  he  has  been  at  an 
out-of-the-way  country  inn;  has  found  the  sherry  not  drink- 
able ; has  asked  if  there  is  no  other  wine  in  the  house ; has 
been  informed  that  there  is  some  “ sourish  foreign  stuff  that 
nobody  ever  drinks  has  called  for  a bottle  of  it ; has  found  it 
Burgundy,  such  as  all  France  cannot  now  produce  ; has  cun- 
ningly kept  his  own  counsel  with  the  widowed  landlady,  ana 
has  bought  the  whole  stock  for  “an  old  song.”  Sometimes  he 
knows  the  proprietor  of  a famous  tavern  in  London  ; and  he 
advises  his  one  or  two  particular  friends,  the  next  time  they 
are  passing  that  way,  to  go  in  and  dine,  and  give  his  compli- 
ments to  the  landlord,  and  ask  for  a bottle  of  the  brown  sherry, 
with  the  light  blue  seal,  which  no  customer  not  specially  re- 
commended can  ever  hope  to  get.  In  all  these  wine  conversa- 
tions, whatever  variety  there  may  be  in  the  various  experiences 
related,  one  of  two  great  first  principles  is  invariably  assumed 
by  each  speaker  in  succession.  Either  he  knows  more  about  it 
than  anyone  else — or  he  has  got  better  wine  of  his  own  even 
than  the  excellent  wine  he  is  now  drinking.  Men  can  glfet  to- 
gether, sometimes,  without  talking  of  women,  without  talking 
of  horses,  without  talking  of  politics  ; but  they  cannot  assemble 
to  eat  a meal  together  without  talking  of  wine ; and  they  can- 
not talk  of  wine  without  assuming  to  each  one  of  themselves  an 
absolute  infallibility  in  connection  with  that  single  subject, 
which  they  would  shrink  from  asserting  in  relation  to  any  other 
topic  under  the  sun. 

How  long  the  inevitable  wine-talk  lasted,  on  the  particular 
social  occasion  of  which  I am  now  writing,  is  more  than  I can 
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undertake  to  say.  I had  heard  so  many  other  conversations  of 
the  same  sort,  at  so  many  other  tables,  that  my  attention  wan- 
dered away  wearily  ; and  I began  to  forget  ail  about  the  dull 
little  dinner-party,  and  the  badly-assorted  company  of  guests 
of  whom  I formed  one.  How  long  I remained  in  this  not 
over- courteous  condition  of  mental  oblivion,  is  more  than  I 
can  tell.  But  when  my  attention  was  recalled,  in  due  course 
of  time,  to  the  little  world  around  me,  I found  that  the  good 
wine  had  begun  to  do  its  good  office. 

The  stream  of  talk,  on  either  side  of  the  host’s  chair,  was 
now  beginning  to  flow  cheerfully  and  continuously  ; the  wine 
conversation  had  worn  itself  out ; and  one  of  the  elder  guests 
—Mr.  "Wendell — was  occupied  in  telling  the  other  guest — Mr. 

• Trowbridge — of  a small  fraud  wffiich  had  lately  been  committed 
on  him  by  a clerk  in  his  employment.  The  first  part  of  the 
story  I missed  altogether.  The  last  part,  which  alone  caught 
my  attention,  followed  the  career  of  the  clerk  to  the  dock  of 
the  Old  Bailey. 

‘‘  So,  as  I was  telling  you,”  continued  Mr.  Wendell,  “ I made 
up  my  mind  to  prosecute,  and  I did  prosecute.  Thoughtless 
people  blamed  me  for  sending  the  young  man  to  prison,  and 
said  I might  just  as  well  have  forgiven  him,  seeing  that  the 
trifling  sum  of  money  I had  lost  by  his  breach  of  trust  was 
barely  as  much  as  ten  pounds.  Of  course,  personally  speaking, 
I would  much  rather  not  have  gone  into  court ; but  I consi- 
dered that  my  duty  to  society  in  general,  and  to  my  brother 
merchants  in  particular,  absolutely  compelled  me  to  prosecute 
for  the  sake  of  example.  I acted  on  that  principle,  and  I don’t 
regret  that  I did  so.  The  circumstances  under  which  the  man 
robbed  me  were  particularly  disgraceful.  He  was  a hardened 
reprobate,  sir,  if  ever  there  was  one  yet ; and  I believe,  in  my 
conscience,  that  he  wanted  nothing  but  the  opportunity,  to  be 
as  great  a villain  as  Eauntleroy  himself.” 

At  the  moment  when  Mr.  Wendell  personified  his  idea  of 
consummate  villany  by  quoting  the  example  of  Eauntleroy,  I 
saw  the  other  middle-aged  gentleman — Mr.  Trowbridge — colour 
up  on  a sudden,  and  begin  to  fidget  in  his  chair. 

The  next  time  you  want  to  produce  an  instance  of  a villain, 
sir,”  said  Mr.  Trowbridge,  “I  wish  you  could  contrive  to  quote 
gome  other  example  than  Eauntleroy.” 

Mr.  Wendell,  naturally  enough,  looked  excessively  astonislied 
when  he  heard  these  v>^ords,  which  were  very  firmly  and,  at  the 
same  time,  very  politely  addressed  to  idm. 

“ May  I inquire  why  you  object  to  my  example  ?”  he  asked. 
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“I  object  to  it,  sir,’*  said  Mr.  Trowd) ridge,  “ because  it  makes 
me  very  uncomfortable  to  hear  Fauntleroy  called  a villain.” 

“Good  iieavens  above!”  exclaimed  Mr.  Wendell,  utterly 
bewildered.  “Uncomfortable! — you,  a mercantile  man  like 
myself — you,  whose  character  stands  so  high  everywhere — you 
uncomfortable,  when  you  hear  a man  who  was  hanged  for  for- 
gery called  a villain!  In  the  name  of  wonder —why  ?” 

“ Because,”  answered  Mr.  Trowbridge,  with  perfect  com- 
posure, “ Fauntleroy  was  a friend  of  mine.” 

“Excuse,  me,  my  dear  sir,”  retorted  Mr.  Wendell,  in  as 
polished  a tone  of  sarcasm  as  he  could  command — “ but  of  all 
the  friends  whom  you  have  made  in  the  course  of  your  useful 
and  honourable  career,  I sliould  have  thought  the  friend  you 
have  just  mentioned  would  have  been  the  very  last  to  whom 
you  were  likely  to  refer  in  respectable  society — at  least,  by 
name.” 

“Fauntleroy  committed  an  unpardonable  crime,  and  died  a 
disgraceful  death,”  said  Mr.  Trowbridge.  “ But,  for  all  that, 
Fauntleroy  was  a friend  of  mine ; and  in  that  character  I shall 
always  acknowledge  him  boldly  to  ray  dying  day.  1 have  a 
tenderness  for  his  memory,  though  he  violated  a sacred  trust, 
and  died  for  it  on  the  gallows.  Don’t  look  shocked,  Mr.  Wen- 
dell. I will  tell  you,  and  our  other  friends  here,  if  they  will 
let  me,  why  I feel  that  tenderness,  which  looks  so  strange  and 
so  discreditable  in  your  eyes.  It  is  rather  a curious  anecdote, 
sir,  and  has  an  interest,  I think,  for  all  observers  of  human 
nature,  quite  apart  from  its  connection  with  the  unhappy  man 
of  whom  we  have  been  talking.  You  young  gentlemen,”  con- 
tinued Mr.  Trowbridge,  addressing  himself  to  us  juniors,  “ have 
heard  of  Fauntleroy,  though  he  sinned  and  suffered,  and  shocked 
all  England,  long  before  your  time  ?” 

We  answered  that  we  had  certainly  heard  of  him,  as  one  of 
the  famous  criminals  of  his  day.  We  knew  that  he  had  been 
a partner  in  a great  London  banking-house ; that  he  had  not 
led  a very  virtuous  life ; that  he  had  possessed  himself,  by  for- 
gery, of  trust-moneys  which  he  was  doubly  bound  to  respect ; 
and  that  he  had  been  hanged  for  his  offence,  in  the  year  eighteen 
hundred  and  twenty-four,  when  the  gallows  was  still  set  up  for 
otUer  crimes  than  murder,  and  when  Jack  Ketch  was  in  fashion 
as  one  of  the  hard-working  reformers  of  the  age. 

“ Very  good,”  said  Mr.  Trowbridge.  “ You  both  of  you  know 
quite  enough  of  Fauntleroy  to  be  interested  in  what  I am  going 
to  tell  you.  When  the  bottles  have  been  round  the  table,  I 
wiU  start  with  my  story.’’ 
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CHAPTEE  11. 

W HAT  I am  going  to  tell  you,  gentlemen,  happened  when  I 
was  a very  young  man,  and  w^hen  I was  just  setting  up  in  busi- 
ness on  my  own  account. 

My  father  had  been  well  acquainted  for  many  years  with 
Mr.  Fauntleroy,  of  the  famous  London  banking-firm  ot  Marsh, 
Stracey,  Fauntleroy,  and  Graham.  Tliinking  it  mi^ht  be  of 
some  future  service  to  me  to  make  my  position  known  to  a 
great  man  in  the  commercial  world,  mv  father  mentioned  to 
his  highly-respected  friend  that  I was  about  to  start  in  busi- 
ness for  mvself,  in  a very  small  way,  and  with  very  little  money. 
Mr.  Fauntleroy  received  the  intimation  with  a kind  appearance 
of  interest,  and  said  that  he  would  have  his  eye  on  me.  I ex- 
pected from  this  that  he  would  wait  to  see  if  I could  keep  on 
my  legs  at  starting;  and  that,  if  he  found  I su(*ceeded  pretty 
well,  he  would  then  help  me  forward  if  it  lay  in  his  power.  As 
events  turned  out.  he  proved  to  be  a far  better  friend  than 
that;  and  he  soon  showed  me  that  I had  very  much  underrated 
the  hearty  and  generous  interest  which  he  had  felt  in  my  wel- 
fare from  the  first. 

While  I was  still  fighting  with  the  difficulties  of  setting  up 
iny  office,  and  recommending  myself  to  my  connection,  and  so 
forth.  I got  a message  from  Mr.  Fauntleroy,  telling  me  to  call 
on  him,  at  the  banking-house,  the  first  time  I was  passing  that 
way.  As  you  may  easily  imagine,  I contrived  to  be  passing 
that  way  on  a particularly  early  occasion ; and  on  presenting 
myself  at  the  bank,  I was  shown  at  once  into  Mr.  Fauntleroy’s 
private  room. 

He  was  as  pleasant  a man  to  speak  to  as  ever  I met  with — 
bright,  and  gay,  and  companionable  in  his  manner — with  a sort 
of  easy,  hearty,  jovial  bluntness  about  him  that  attracted  every- 
body. The  clerks  all  liked  him ; — and  that  is  something  to  say 
of  a partner  in  a banking-house,  I can  tell  you ! 

“Well,  young  Trowbridge,”  says  he,  giving  his  papers  on 
the  table  a brisk  push  away  from  him,  “ so  you  are  going  to 
Bet  up  in  business  for  yourself,  are  you  ? I have  a great  regard 
for  your  father,  and  a great  wish  to  see  you  succeed.  Have 
you  started  yet  ?—  No  ? Just  on  the  point  of  beginning — eh  ? 
Very  good.  You  will  have  your  difficulties,  my  friend — and  I 
mean  to  smooth  one  of  them  away  for  you  at  the  outset.  A 
word  of  advice  for  your  private  ear — Bank  with  us.” 
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You  are  very  kind,  sir,”  I answered,  “ and  I should  aek 
nothing  better  than  to  profit  by  your  suggestion — if  I could. 
But  my  expenses  are  heavy  at  starting,  and  when  they  are  all 
paid,  I am  afraid  I shall  have  very  little  left  to  put  by  for  the 
iirst  year.  I doubt  if  I shall  be  able  to  muster  much  more 
than  three  hundred  pounds  of  surplus  cash  in  the  world,  after 
paying  what  I must  pay,  before  I set  up  my  office.  And 
I should  be  ashamed  to  trouble  your  house,  sir,  to  open  an 
account  for  such  a trifle  as  that.” 

Stuff  and  nonsense !”  says  Mr.  Pauntleroy.  Are  you  a 
banker  ? "What  business  have  you  to  offer  an  opinion  on  the 
matter  ? Do  as  I tell  you — leave  it  to  me — bank  with  us — and 
draw  for  what  you  like.  Stop ! I haven’t  done  yet.  "WTien 
you  open  the  account,  speak  to  the  head  cashier.  Perhaps  you 
may  find  he  has  got  something  to  tell  you.  There ! there ! go 
away — don't  interrupt  me — good-bye — Grod  bless  you !” 

That  was  his  way — ah,  poor  fellow ! that  was  his  way  ! 

I went  to  the  head  cashier  the  next  morning,  when  I opened 
my  little  modicum  of  an  account.  He  had  received  orders  to 
pay  my  drafts  without  reference  to  my  balance.  My  cheques, 
when  I had  overdrawn,  were  to  be  privately  shown  to  Mr. 
Pauntleroy.  Do  many  young  men  who  start  in  business,  find 
their  prosperous  superiors  ready  to  help  them  in  that  way  ? 

Well,  I got  on — got  on  very  fairly  and  steadily  ; being  care- 
ful not  to  venture  out  of  my  depth,  and  not  to  forget  that 
small  beginnings  may  lead  in  time  to  great  ends.  A prospect 
of  oiKi  of  those  great  ends — great,  I mean,  to  such  a .^mall 
trader  as  I was  at  that  period — showed  itself  to  me,  when  I 
had  btien  some  little  time  in  business.  In  plain  terms,  I had  a 
chance  of  joining  in  a first-rate  transaction,  which  would  give 
me  profit,  and  position,  and  everything  I wanted ; provided  I 
could  qualify  myself  for  engaging  in  it  by  getting  good  se- 
curity beforehand  lor  a very  large  amount. 

Ill  this  emergency,  I thought  of  my  kind  friend,  Mr.  Paunt- 
leroy,  and  went  to  the  bank,  and  saw  him  once  more  in  his 
private  room. 

Tliere  he  was,  at  the  same  table,  with  the  same  heaps  of 
papers  about  him,  and  the  same  hearty,  easy  way  of  speaking 
his  mind  to  you  at  once,  in  the  fewest  possible  words.  I ex- 
plained the  business  I came  upon,  with  some  little  hesitation 
and  nervousness  ; for  I was  afraid  he  might  think  I was  taking 
an  unfair  advantage  cf  his  former  kindness  to  me.  WTien  I 
had  done,  he  just  nodded  his  head,  snatched  up  a blank  sheet 
of  paper,  scribbled  a few  lines  oa  it  in  his  rapid  way,  handed 
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the  writing  to  me,  and  pushed  me  out  of  the  room  by  the  two 
shoulders,  before  I could  say  a single  word.  I looked  at  the 
paper  in  the  outer  office.  It  was  my  security  from  that  great 
banking-house  for  the  whole  amount,  and  for  more,  if  more 
was  wanted. 

I could  not  express  my  gratitude  then  ; and  I don’t  Imow 
that  I can  describe  it  now.  I can  only  say  that  it  has  outlived 
the  crime,  the  disgrace,  and  the  awful  death  on  the  scaffold. 
I am  grieved  to  speak  of  that  death  at  all ; but  I have  no  other 
alternative.  The  course  of  my  story  must  now  lead  me  straight 
on  to  the  later  time,  and  to  the  discovery  which  exposed  my 
benefactor  and  my  friend  to  all  England  as  the  forger  Faunt- 
leroy. 

I must  ask  you  to  suppose  the  lapse  of  some  time  after  the 
occurrence  of  the  events  that  I have  just  been  relating.  During 
this  interval,  thanks  to  the  kind  assistance  I had  received  at 
the  outset,  my  position  as  a man  of  business  had  greatly  im- 
pro\  ed.  Imagine  me  now,  if  you  please,  on  the  high  road  to 
prosperity,  with  good  large  offices,  and  a respectable  staff  of 
clerks  ; and  picture  me  to  yourselves  sitting  alone  in  my  pri- 
vate room,  between  four  and  five  o’clock,  on  a certain  Saturday 
afternoon. 

All  my  letters  had  been  written,  all  the  people  who  had 
appointments  with  me  had  been  received — I was  looking  care- 
lessly over  the  newspaper,  and  thinking  about  going  home, 
when  one  of  my  clerks  came  in,  and  said  that  a stranger  wished 
to  see  me  immediately,  on  very  important  business. 

“ Did  he  mention  his  name  ?”  I inquired. 

No,  sir.” 

“'Did  you  not  ask  him  for  it  ?” 

“ Yes,  sir,  and  he  said  you  would  be  none  the  wiser  if  he 
told  me  what  it  was.” 

“ Does  he  look  like  a begging-letter  writer?” 

“He  looks  a little  shabby,  sir  ; but  he  doesn’t  talk  at  all 
like  a begging-letter  writer.  He  spoke  sharp  and  decided,  sir, 
and  said  it  was  in  your  interests  that  he  came,  and  that  you 
would  deeply  pegret  it  afterwards  if  you  refused  to  see  him.” 

“ He  said  that,  did  he  ? Show  him  in  at  once,  then.” 

He  was  shown  in  immediatelv.  A middling-sized  man, 
with  a sharp,  unwholesome-looking  face,  and  with  a flippant, 
reckless  manner  ; dressed  in  a style  of  shabby  smartness  ; eye- 
ing me  with  a bold  look  ; and  not  so  overburdened  with  polite- 
ness as  to  trouble  himself  about  taking  off  his  hat  when  he 
came  in.  I had  never  seen  him  before  in  my  life  ; and  I could 
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not  form  the  slightest  conjecture,  from  his  appearance,  to 
guide  me  towards  guessing  his  position  in  the  world.  He  was 
not  a gentleman,  evident  ly  ; but  as  to  fixing  his  whereabouts 
in  the  infinite  downward  gradations  of  vagabond  existence  in 
London,  that  was  a mystery  which  I was  totally  incompetent 
to  solve. 

“ Is  your  name  Trowbridge  ?”  he  began. 

Yes,”  I answered,  drily  enough. 

Do  you  bank  with  Marsh,  Stracey,  Fauntleroy,  and  Gra- 
ham ?” 

“ Why  do  you  ask  ?’’ 

Answer  my  question,  and  you  will  know.'* 

‘‘Very  well,  I do  bank  with  Marsh,  Stracey,  Fauntleroy, 
and  Graham — and  what  then  r” 

“Draw  out  every  farthing  of  balance  you  have  got,  before 
the  bank  closes  at  five  to-day.’* 

I stared  at  him  in  speechless  amazement.  The  words,  for 
an  instant,  absolutely  petrified  me. 

Stare  as  much  as  you  like,”  he  proceeded  coolly  ; “ I mean 
what  I say.  Look  at  your  clock  there.  In  Hventy  minutes 
it  ^y[\\  strike  five,  and  the  bank  will  be  shut.  Draw  out  every 
farthing,  I tell  you  again  ; and  look  sharp  about  it.” 

“ Draw  out  my  money  !”  I exclaimed,  partially  recovering 
myself.  “ Are  you  in  your  right  senses  ? Do  you  know  that 
the  firm  I bank  with  represents  one  of  the  first  houses  in  the 
world  ? What  do  you  mean — you,  who  are  a total  stranger 
to  me — by  taking  this  extraordinary  interest  in  my  affairs  ? 
If  you  want  me  to  act  on  your  advice,  why  don’t  you  explain 
yourself?” 

“ I have  explained  myself.  Act  on  my  advice,  or  not,  just 
as  you  like.  It  don’t  matter  to  me.  I have  done  what  I pro- 
mised, and  there’s  an  end  of  it.” 

He  turned  to  the  door.  The  minute  hand  of  the  clock  was 
getting  on  from  the  twenty  minutes  to  the  quarter. 

“ Done  what  you  promised  ?”  I repeated,  getting  up  to  stop 
him. 

“ Yes,”  he  said,  with  his  hand  on  the  lock.  “I  have  given 
my  message.  Whatever  happens,  remember  that.  Good 
afternoon.” 

He  was  gone  before  I could  speak  again. 

I tried  to  call  after  him,  but  my  speech  suddenly  failed  me. 
It  was  very  foolish,  it  w^as  very  unaccountable,  but  there  w’aa 
something  in  the  man’s  last  words  which  had  more  than  half 
frightened  me. 
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I looked  at  the  clock.  The  minute  hand  was  on  the  quarter. 

My  office  was  just  far  enough  from  the  bank  to  make  it  ne- 
cessary for  me  to  decide  on  the  instant.  If  I had  had  time  to 
think,  I am  perfectly  certain  that  1 should  not  have  profited 
by  the  extraordinary  warning  that  had  just  been  addressed  to  me. 
The  suspicious  appearance  and  manners  of  the  stranger ; the 
outrageous  improbability  ot  the  inference  against  the  credit  of 
the  bank  tow^ards  which  his  words  pointed  ; the  chance  that 
some  underhand  attempt  was  being  made,  by  some  enemy  of 
mine,  to  frighten  me  into  embroiling  myself  with  one  of  my 
best  friends,  through  showing  an  ignorant  distrust  of  the  firm 
with  which  he  was  associated  as  partner — all  these  consider- 
ations would  unquestionably  have  occurred  to  me  if  I could 
have  found  time  for  reflection  ; and,  as  a necessary  consequence, 
not  one  farthing  of  my  balance  would  have  been  taken  from 
the  keeping  of  the  bank  on  that  memorable  day. 

As  it  was,  I had  just  time  enough  to  act,  and  not  a spare 
moment  for  thinking.  Some  heavy  payments  made  at  the 
beginning  of  the  week  had  so  far  decreased  my  balance,  that 
the  sum  to  my  credit  in  the  banking-book  barely  reached  fif- 
teen hundred  pounds.  I snatched  up  my  cheque-book,  wrote 
a draft  for  the  whole  amount,  and  ordered  one  of  my  clerks  to 
run  to  tlie  bank  and  get  it  cashed  before  the  doors  closed. 
What  impulse  urged  me  on,  except  the  blind  impulse  of  hurry 
and  bewilderment,  I can’t  say.  I acted  mechanically,  under 
the  influence  of  the  vague,  inexplicable  fear  which  the  man’s 
extraordinary  parting  words  had  aroused  in  me,  without  stop- 
ping to  analyse  my  own  sensations — almost  without  knowing 
what  I was  about.  In  three  minutes  from  the  time  when  the 
stranger  had  closed  my  door,  the  clerk  had  started  for  the 
bank ; and  I was  alone  again  in  my  room,  with  my  hands  as 
cold  as  ice,  and  my  head  all  in  a whirl. 

I did  not  recover  my  control  over  myself  until  the  clerk 
came  back  with  the  notes  in  his  hand.  He  had  just  got  to  the 
bank  in  the  nick  of  time.  As  the  cash  for  my  draft  w’as  handed 
to  him  over  the  counter,  the  clock  struck  five,  and  he  heard 
the  order  given  to  close  the  doors. 

When  I had  counted  the  bank-notes,  and  had  locked  them 
up  in  the  safe,  my  better  sense  seemed  to  come  back  to  me  on 
a sudden.  Never  have  I reproached  myself,  before  or  since, 
as  1 reproached  myself  at  that  moment.  What  sort  of  return 
had  I made  for  Mr.  Fauntleroy’s  fatherly  kindness  to  me  ? I 
had  insulted  him  by  the  meanest,  the  grossest  distrust  of  the 
honour  and  the  credit  of  his  house — and  that  on  the  word  of 
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an  absolute  stranger — of  a vagabond,  if  ever  there  was  one 
yet ! It  was  madness,  downright  madness,  in  any  man  to  have 
acted  as  1 had  done.  I could  not  account  for  my  own  incon- 
ceivably thoughtless  proceeding.  I could  hardly  believe  in  it 
myself.  I opened  the  safe,  and  looked  at  the  bank-notes  again. 
I locked  it  once  more,  and  flung  the  key  down  on  the  table 
in  a fury  of  vexation  against  myself.  There  the  money  was, 
upbraiding  me  with  my  own  inconceivable  folly  ; telling  me  in 
1 he  plainest  terms  that  I had  risked  depriving  myself  of  my 
best  and  kindest  friend,  henceforth,  and  for  ever. 

It  was  necessary  to  do  something  at  once  towards  making 
all  the  atonement  that  lay  in  my  power.  I felt  that,  as  soon 
as  1 began  to  cool  down  a little.  There  was  but  one  plain, 
straightforward  way  left  now  out  of  the  scrape  in  which  I liad 
been  mad  enough  to  involve  myself.  I took  my  hat,  and,  with- 
out stopping  an  instant  to  hesitate,  hurried  off  to  the  bank  to 
make  a clean  breast  of  it  to  Mr.  Taiintleroy. 

When  I knocked  at  the  private  door,  and  asked  for  him,  I 
was  told  that  he  had  not  been  at  the  bank  for  the  last  two 
days.  One  of  the  other  partners  was  there,  however,  and  was 
working  at  that  moment  in  his  own  room 

I sent  in  iny  name,  at  once,  and  asked  to  see  him.  He  and 
I were  little  better  than  strangers  to  each  other  ; and  the  in- 
terview was  likely  to  be,  on  that  account,  unspeakably  em- 
barrassing and  humiliating  on  my  side.  Still  I could  not  go 
home.  1 could  not  endure  the  inaction  of  the  next  day,  the 
Sunday,  without  having  done  my  best  on  the  spot,  to  repair 
the  error  into  which  ray  own  folly  had  led  me.  tJncomfortable 
as  I felt  at  the  prospect  of  the  approaching  interview,  I should 
have  been  far  more  uneasy  in  my  mind  if  the  partner  had  de- 
clined to  see  me. 

To  my  relief,  the  bank  porter  returned  with  a message  re- 
questing me  to  walk  in. 

What  particular  form  my  explanations  and  apologies  took 
v/hen  I tried  to  offer  them,  is  more  than  I can  tell  now.  I was 
so  confused  and  distressed  that  I hardly  knew  what  I was 
talking  about  at  the  time.  The  one  circumstance  which  I re- 
member clearly  is,  that  I was  ashamed  to  refer  to  my  interview 
with  the  strange  man;  and  that  I tried  to  account  for  my  sud- 
den withdrawal  of  my  balance  by  referring  it  to  some  inexpli- 
cable panic,  caused  by  mischievous  reports  which  I was  unable 
to  trace  to  their  source,  and  which,  for  anything  I knew  to  the 
contrary,  might,  after  all,  have  been  only  started  in  jest. 
Greatly  to  my  surprise,  the  partner  did  not  seem  to  notice  the 
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lamentable  lameness  of  my  excuses,  and  did  not  additionally 
confuse  me  by  asking  any  questions.  A weary,  absent  look, 
which  I had  observed  on  his  face  when  1 came  in,  remained  on 
it  while  I was  speaking.  It  seemed  to  be  an  effort  to  him  even 
to  keep  up  the  appearance  of  listening  to  me.  And  when,  at 
last,  I fairly  broke  down  in  the  middle  of  a sentence,  and  gave 
up  the  hope  of  getting  any  further,  all  the  answer  he  gave  me 
was  comprised  in  these  few  civil,  common-place  words : — 

“ Never  mind,  Mr.  Trowbridge ; pray  don’t  think  of  apolo- 
gizing. We  are  all  liable  to  make  mistakes.  Say  nothing 
more  about  it,  and  bring  the  money  back  on  Monday,  if  you 
still  honour  us  with  your  confidence.” 

He  looked  down  at  his  papers,  as  if  he  was  anxious  to  be 
alone  again ; and  I had  no  alternative,  of  course,  but  to  take 
my  leave  immediately.  I went  home,  feeling  a little  easier  in 
my  mind,  now  that  I had  paved  the  way  for  making  the  best 
practical  atonement  in  my  power,  by  bringing  my  balance  back 
the  first  thing  on  Monday  morning.  Still,  I passed  a weary 
day  on  Sunday,  reflecting,  sadly  enough,  that  I had  not  yCt 
made  my  peace  with  Mr.  Fauntleroy.  My  anxiety  to  set  my- 
self right  \vith  my  generousjriend  was  so  intense,  that  I risked 
intruding  myself  on  his  privacy,  by  calling  at  his  town  residence 
on  the  Sunday.  He  was  not  there ; and  his  servant  could  tell 
me  nothing  of  his  whereabouts.  There  was  no  help  for  it  now 
but  to  wait  till  his  week-day  duties  brought  him  back  to  the 
bank. 

I went  to  business  on  Monday  morning,  half-an-hour  earlier 
than  usual,  so  great  was  my  impatience  to  restore  the  amount 
of  that  unlucky  draft  to  my  account  as  soon  as  possible  after 
the  bank  opened. 

On  entering  my  office,  I stopped  with  a startled  feeling  just 
inside  the  door.  Something  serious  had  happened.  The  clerks, 
instead  of  being  at  their  desks  as  usual,  were  all  huddled 
together  in  a group,  talking  to  each  other  with  blank  faces. 
When  they  saw  me,  they  fell  back  behind  my  managing  man, 
who  stepped  forward  with  a circular  in  his  hand. 

‘^H  ave  vou  heard  the  news,  sir?”  he  said. 

‘‘  No.  What  is  it  ?” 

He  handed  me  the  circular.  My  heart  gave  one  violent 
throb  the  instant  I looked  at  it.  I felt  myself  turn  pale ; I felt 
my  knees  trembling  under  me. 

Marsh,  Stracey,  Fauntleroy,  and  Graham  had  stopped  pay- 
ment. 

“ The  circular  has  not  been  issued  more  than  half-an-hotir,* 
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continued  my  managing  clerk.  “ I have  just  come  from  the 
bank,  sir.  The  doors  are  shut— there  is  no  doubt  about  it. 
Marsh  and  Company  have  stopped  this  morning.” 

I hardly  heard  him ; I hardly  knew  who  was  talking  to  me. 
My  strange  visitor  of  the  Saturday  had  taken  instant  possession 
of  all  my  thoughts  ; and  his  words  of  warning  seemed  to  be 
sounding  once  more  in  my  ears.  This  man  had  known  the  true 
condition  of  the  bank,  when  not  another  soul  outside  the  doors 
was  aware  of  it ! The  last  draft  paid  across  the  counter  of  that 
ruined  house,  when  the  doors  closed  on  Saturday,  was  the  draft 
that  I had  so  bitterly  reproached  myself  for  drawing ; the  one 
balance  saved  from  the  wreck  was  my  balance.  Where  had  the 
stranger  got  the  information  that  had  saved  me  ? And  why 
had  he  brought  it  to  my  ears  ? 

I was  still  groping,  like  a man  in  the  dark,  for  an  answer  to 
those  two  questions— I was  still  bewildered  by  the  unfathom- 
able mystery  of  doubt  into  which  they  had  plunged  me — when 
the  discovery  of  the  stopping  of  the  bank  was  followed  almost 
immediately  by  a second  shock,  far  more  dreadful,  far  heavier 
to  bear,  so  far  as  T was  concerned,  than  the  first. 

While  I and  my  clerks  were  still  discussing  the  failure  oi 
the  firm,  two  mercantile  men,  who  were  friends  of  mine,  ran 
into  the  ofiGce,  and  overwhelmed  us  with  the  news  that  one  of 
the  partners  had  been  arrested  for  forgery.  Never  shall  I for- 
get the  terrible  Monday  morning  when  those  tidings  reached 
me,  and  when  I knew  that  the  partner  was  Mr.  Fauntleroy. 

I was  true  to  him — I can  honestly  say  I was  true  to  my 
belief  in  my  generous  friend — when  that  fearful  news  reached 
me  My  fellow-merchants  had  got  all  the  particulars  of  the 
arrest.  They  told  me  that  two  of  Mr.  Fauntleroy’s  fellow- 
trustees  had  come  up  to  London  to  make  arrangements  about 
selling  out  some  stock.  On  inquiring  for  Mr.  Fauntleroy  at 
the  banking-house,  they  had  been  informed  that  he  was  not 
there;  and,  after  leaving  a message  for  him,  they  had  gone  into 
the  city  to  make  an  appointment  with  their  stockbroker  for  a 
future  day,  when  their  fellow  trustee  might  be  able  to  attend. 
The  stockbroker  volunteered  to  make  certain  business  inquiries 
on  the  spot,  with  a view  to  saving  as  much  time  as  possible ; 
and  left  them  at  his  ofiice  to  await  his  return.  He  came  back, 
looking  very  much  amazed,  with  the  information  that  the  stock 
had  been  sold  out,  down  to  the  last  five  hundred  pounds.  The 
alluir  was  instantly  investigated ; the  document  authorising  the 
selling  out  was  produced ; and  the  two  trustees  saw  on  it,  side 
by  side  with  Mr.  Fauntleroy’s  signature,  the  forged  signatures 
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of  their  own  names.  This  happened  on  the  Friday;  and  the 
trustees,  without  losing  a moment,  sent  the  oflBieers  of  justice 
in  pursuit  of  Mr.  Fauntleroy.  He  was  arrested,  brought  up 
before  the  magistrate,  and  remanded,  on  the  Saturday.  On 
the  Monday  I heard  from  my  friends  the  particulars  which  I 
have  just  narrated. 

But  the  events  of  that  one  morning  were  not  destined  to  end 
even  yet.  I had  discovered  the  failure  of  the  bank,  and  the 
arrest  of  Mr.  Fauntleroy.  I was  next  to  be  enlightened,  in 
the  strangest  and  the  saddest  manner,  on  the  difficult  question 
of  his  innocence  or  his  guilt. 

Before  my  friends  had  left  my  office,  before  I had  exhausted 
the  arguments  which  my  gratitude  rather  than  my  reason  sug- 
gested to  me,  in  favour  of  the  unhappy  prisoner,  a note, 
marked  immediate,  was  placed  in  my  hands,  which  silenced  me 
the  instant  1 looked  at  it.  It  was  written  from  the  prison  by 
Mr.  Fauntleroy,  and  it  contained  two  lines  only,  entreating  me 
to  apply  for  the  necessary  order,  and  to  go  and  see  him  imme- 
diately. 

I shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  flutter  of  expectation,  the 
strange  mixture  of  dread  and  hope  that  agitated  me,  when  I 
recognised  his  handwriting,  and  discovered  what  it  was  that  he 
desired  me  to  do.  I obtained  the  order,  and  went  to  the 
prison.  The  authorities,  knowing  the  dreadful  situation  in 
which  he  stood,  were  afraid  of  his  attempting  to  destroy  him- 
self, and  had  set  two  men  to  watch  him.  One  came  out  as 
they  opened  his  cell  door.  The  other,  who  was  bound  not  to 
leave  him,  very  delicately  and  considerately  affected  to  be  look- 
ing out  of  the  window  the  moment  I was  shown  in. 

He  was  sitting  on  the  side  of  his  bed,  with  his  head  drooping 
and  his  hands  hanging  listlessly  over  his  knees,  when  1 first 
caught  sight  of  him.  At  the  sound  of  my  approach  he  started 
to  his  feet,  and,  without  speaking  a word,  flung  both  his  arms 
round  my  neck. 

My  heart  swelled  up.  “ Tell  me  it’s  not  true,  sir ! For 
God’s  sake,  tell  me  it’s  not  true!”  was  all  I could  say  to  him. 

He  never  answered — oh,  me  1 he  never  answei-ed,  and  he 
turned  away  his  face. 

There  was  one  dreadful  moment  of  silence.  He  still  held 
his  arms  round  my  neck ; and  on  a sudden  he  put  his  lips  close 
to  my  ear. 

“ Did  you  get  your  money  out  ?”  he  whispered.  “ Were  you 
in  time  on  Saturday  afternoon  ?” 
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I broke  free  from  him,  in  tbe  astonishment  of  heariog  those 
words. 

“ What !”  I cried  out  loud,  forgetting  the  third  person  at  the 
window.  That  man  who  brought  the  message — ? ” 

“ Hush,”  he  said,  putting  his  hand  on  my  lips.  “ There  was 
no  better  man  to  be  found,  after  the  officers  had  taken  me — I 
know  no  more  about  him  than  you  do — I paid  him  well,  as  a 
chance  messenger,  and  risked  his  cheating  me  of  his  errand.” 

“ You  sent  him  then  !” 

‘‘I  sent  him.” 

My  story  is  OTer,  gentlemen.  There  is  no  need  for  me  to 
tell  you  that  Mr.  Fauntleroy  was  found  guilty,  and  that  he 
died  by  the  hangman’s  hand.  It  was  in  my  power  to  soothe 
liis  last  moments  in  this  world,  by  taking  on  myself  the  ar- 
rangement of  some  of  his  private  affairs,  which,  while  they  re- 
mained unsettled,  weighed  heavily  on  his  mind.  They  had  no 
connection  with  the  crimes  he  had  committed,  so  I could  do 
him  the  last  little  service  he  was  ever  to  accept  at  my  hands 
with  a clear  conscience. 

I say  nothing  in  defence  of  his  character,  nothing  in  pallia- 
tion of  the  offence  for  which  he  suffered.  But  I cannot  forget 
tiiat  in  the  time  of  his  most  fearful  extremity,  when  the  strong 
arm  of  the  law  had  already  seized  him,  he  thought  of  tbe 
young  man  whose  humble  fortunes  he  had  helped  to  build; 
whose  heartfelt  gratitude  he  had  fairly  won ; whose  simple 
faith  be  was  resolved  never  to  betray.  I leave  it  to  greater 
intellects  than  mine  to  reconcile  the  anomaly  of  his  reckless 
falsehood  towards  others,  and  his  steadfast  truth  towards  me. 
It  is  as  certain  as  that  we  sit  here,  that  one  of  Fauntleroy’s  last 
efforts  in  this  world,  was  the  effort  he  made  to  preserve  me  from 
being  a loser  by  the  trust  that  I had  placed  in  him.  There  is 
tbe  secret  of  my  strange  tenderness  for  the  memory  of  a felon. 
That  is  why  the  word  villain  does  somehow  still  grate  on  my 
heart,  when  I hear  it  associated  with  the  name — the  disgraced 
name,  I grant  you — of  the  forger  Fauntleroy.  Pass  the  bottles, 
young  gentlemen,  and  pardon  a man  of  the  old  school  for 
having  so  long  interrupted  your  conversation  with  a story  of 
the  old  time. 
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The  storm  has  burst  on  Tis  in  its  full  fury.  Last  night  the 
stout  old  tower  rocked  on  its  foundations. 

I hardly  ventured  to  hope  that  the  messenger  who  brings  us 
our  letters  from  the  village — the  postman,  as  we  call  him — 
would  make  his  appearance  this  morning.  But  he  came  bravely 
through  rain,  hail,  and  wind.  The  old  pony,  which  he  usually 
rides,  had  refused  to  face  the  storm  ; and,  sooner  than  disap- 
point us,  our  faithful  postman  had  boldly  started  for  the  Glen 
Tower  on  foot.  All  his  early  life  had  been  passed  on  board 
ship ; and,  at  sixty  years  of  age,  he  had  battled  his  way,  that 
morning,  through  the  storm  on  shore,  as  steadily  and  as  reso- 
lutely as  ever  he  had  battled  it  in  his  youth  through  the  storm 
at  sea. 

I opened  the  post-bag  eagerly.  There  were  two  letters  for 
Jessie  from  young  lady  friends  ; a letter  for  Owen  from  a 
charitable  society  ; a letter  to  me  upon  business  ; and — on  this 
last  day,  of  all  others — no  newspaper! 

I sent  directly  to  the  kitchen  (where  the  drenched  and 
weary  postman  was  receiving  the  hospitable  attentions  of  the 
servants)  to  make  inquiries.  The  disheartening  answer  re- 
turned was  that  the  newspaper  could  not  have  arrived  as  usual 
by  the  morning’s  post,  or  it  must  have  been  put  into  tlie  bag 
along  with  the  letters.  No  such  accident  as  this  had  occurred, 
except  on  one  former  occasion,  since  the  beginning  of  the  year. 
And  now,  on  the  very  day  when  I might  have  looked  confi- 
dently for  new^s  of  George’s  ship,  when  the  state  of  the  weather 
made  the  finding  of  that  news  of  the  last  importance  to  my 
peace  of  mind,  the  paper,  by  some  inconceivable  fatality,  had 
failed  to  reach  me  1 If  there  had  been  the  slightest  chance  of 
borrowing  a copy  in  the  village,  I should  have  gone  there  my- 
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self  through  the  tempest  to  get  it.  If  there  had  been  the 
faintest  possibility  of  communicating,  in  that  frightful  weather, 
with  the  distant  county  town,  I should  have  sent  there  or  gene 
there  myself.  I even  went  the  length  of  speaking  to  the 
groom,  an  old  servai.'t,  whom  I knew  1 cou’d  trust.  The  man 
stared  at  me  ia  astonishment,  and  then  pointed  through  the 
window  to  the  blinding  hail  and  the  writhing  trees. 

“No  horse  that  ever  was  foaled,  sir,”  he  said,  “would  face 
that  for  long.  It’s  a’ most  a miracle  that  the  postman  got  here 
alive.  He  says  himself  that  he  dursn’t  go  back  again.  I’ll 
try  it,  sir,  if  you  order  me ; but  if  an  accident  happens,  please 
to  remember,  whatever  becomes  of  me^  that  I warned  you  be^ 
forehand.” 

It  was  only  too  plain  that  the  servant  was  right ; and  I dis- 
missed him.  What  I suffered  from  that  one  accident  of  the 
missing  newspaper,  I am  ashamed  to  tell.  No  educated  man 
can  conceive  how  little  his  acquired  mental  advantages  will 
avail  him  against  his  natural  human  inheritance  of  superstition, 
under  certain  circumstances  of  fear  and  suspense,  until  he  has 
passed  the  ordeal  in  his  own  proper  person.  We  most  of  us 
soon  arrive  at  a knowledge  of  the  extent  of  our  strength ; but 
we  may  pass  a life-time,  and  be  still  ignorant  of  the  extent  of 
our  weakness. 

Up  to  this  time,  I had  preserved  self-control  enough  to  hide 
the  real  state  of  my  feelings  from  our  guest.  But  the  arrival 
of  the  tenth  day,  and  the  unexpected  trial  it  had  brought  with 
it,  found  me  at  the  end  of  my  resources.  Jessie’s  acute  obser- 
vation soon  showed  her  that  something  had  gone  wrong,  and 
she  questioned  me  on  the  subject  directly.  My  mind  was  in 
such  a state  of  confusion  that  no  excuse  occurred  to  me.  I left 
her  precipitately,  and  entreated  Owen  and  Morgan  to  keep  her 
ill  their  company,  and  out  of  mine,  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  My 
strength  to  preserve  my  son’s  secret  had  failed  me ; and  my 
only  chance  of  resisting  the  betrayal  of  it  lay  in  the  childish 
resource  of  keeping  out  of  the  way.  I shut  myself  into  my 
own  room,  till  1 could  bear  it  no  longer.  I watched  my  oppor- 
tunity, and  paid  stolen  visits  over  and  over  again  to  the  baro- 
meter in  the  hall.  I mounted  to  Morgan’s  rooms  at  the  top 
ot  the  Tower,  and  looked  out  hopelessly  through  rain-mist  and 
scud  for  signs  of  a carriage  on  the  flooded  valley-road  below 
us.  I stole  down  again  to  the  servants’  hall,  and  questioned 
the  old  postman  (half-tipsy  by  this  time  with  restorative  mulled 
ale)  about  his  past  experience  of  storms  at  sea : drew  him  into 
telling  long,  rambling,  wearisome  stories,  not  one  tenth  part  of 
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which  I heard  ; and  left  him  with  my  nervous  irritability  in- 
creased tenfold  by  his  useless  attempts  to  interest  and  inform 
me.  Hour  by  hour,  all  through  that  miserable  day,  I opened 
doors  and  windows  to  feel  for  myself  the  capricious  changes  of 
the  storm  from  worse  to  better,  and  from  better  to  worse  again. 
Now  I sent  once  more  for  the  groom,  when  it  looked  lighter  ; 
and  now  I followed  him  hurriedly  to  the  stables,  to  counter- 
mand my  own  rash  orders.  My  thoughts  seemed  to  drive  over 
my  mind  as  the  rain  drove  over  the  earth  ; the  confusion  within 
me  was  the  image,  in  little,  of  the  mightier  turmoil  that  raged 
outside. 

Before  we  assembled  at  hhe  dinner-table,  Owen  whispered  to 
me  that  he  had  made  my  excuses  to  our  guest,  and  that  I need 
dread  nothing  more  than  a few  friendly  inquiries  about  my 
iicctibb,  when  I saw  her  again.  The  meal  was  despatched 
hastily  and  quietly.  Towards  dusk  the  storm  began  to  lessen ; 
and,  for  a moment,  the  idea  of  sending  to  the  town  occurred  to 
me  once  more.  But  now  that  the  obstacle  of  weather  had 
been  removed,  the  obstacle  of  darkness  was  set  up  in  its  place. 
I felt  this  ; I felt  that  a few  more  hours  would  decide  the 
doubt  about  George,  so  far  as  this  last  day  was  concerned;  and 
I determined  to  wait  a little  longer,  having  already  waited  so 
long.  My  resolution  was  the  more  speedily  taken  in  this  mat- 
ter, as  I had  now  made  up  my  mind,  in  sheer  despair,  to  tell 
my  son’s  secret  to  Jessie  if  he  failed  to  return  before  she  left 
us  My  reason  warned  me  that  I should  put  myself  and  my 
guest  in  a false  position,  by  taking  this  step  ; but  something 
stronger  than  my  reason  forbade  me  to  let  her  go  back  to  the 
gay  world  and  its  temptations,  without  first  speaking  to  her  of 
George,  in  the  lamentable  event  of  George  not  being  present 
to  speak  for  himself. 

We  were  a sad  and  silent  little  company,  when  the  clock 
struck  eight  that  night,  and  when  we  met  for  the  last  time  to 
hear  the  last  story.  The  shadow  of  the  approaching  farewell 
— itself  the  shade  of  the  long  farewell — rested  heavily  on  our 
guest’s  spirits.  The  gay  dresses  which  she  had  hitherto  put  on 
to  honour  our  little  ceremony,  were  all  packed  up.  and  the  plain 
gown  she  wore,  kept  the  journey  of  the,  morrow  cruelly  before 
her  eyes  and  ours.  A quiet  melancholy  shed  its  tenderness 
over  her  bright  young  face,  as  she  drew  the  last  number,  for 
form’s  sake,  out  of  the  bowl,  and  handed  it  to  Owen  with  a 
faint  smile.  Even  our  positions  at  the  table  were  altered  now. 
Under  the  pretence  that  the  light  hurt  my  eyes,  I moved  back 
into  a dim  corner,  to  keep  my  anxious  face  out  of  view.  M or 
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gan,  looking  at  me  hard,  and  muttering  under  his  breath, 
“ Thank  Heaven,  T never  married !”  stole  his  chair  by  degrees, 
with  rough  silent  kindness,  nearer  and  nearer  to  mine.  Jessie, 
after  a moment’s  hesitation,  vacated  her  place  next,  and,  saying 
that  she  wanted  to  sit  close  to  one  of  us  on  the  farewell  night, 
took  a chair  at  Owen’s  side.  Sad ! sad ! we  had  instinctively 
broken  up  already,  so  far  as  our  places  at  the  table  were  con- 
cerned, before  the  reading  of  the  last  story  had  so  much  as 
begun. 

It  was  a relief  when  Owen’s  quiet  voice  stole  over  the  weary 
silence,  and  pleaded  for  our  attention  to  the  occupation  of  the 
night. 

“ Number  Six,”  he  said,  ‘‘is  the  number  that  chance  has  left 
to  remain  till  the  last.  The  manuscript  to  which  it  refers  is 
not,  as  you  may  see,  in  my  handwriting.  It  consists  entirely 
of  passages  from  the  Diary  of  a poor  hard-working  girl — pas- 
sages which  tell  an  artless  story  of  love  and  friendship  in 
humble  life.  When  that  story  has  come  to  an  end,  I may  in- 
form you  how  I became  possessed  of  it.  If  I did  so  now,  I 
should  only  forestal  one  important  part  of  the  interest  of  the 
narrative.  I have  made  no  attempt  to  find  a striking  title 
for  it.  It  is  called,  simply  and  plainly,  after  the  name  of  the 
writer  of  the  Diary — The  Story  of  Anne  Hod  way.” 

In  the  short  pause  that  Owen  made  before  he  began  to  read, 
I listened  anxiously  for  the  sound  of  a traveller' s approach 
outside.  At  short  intervals,  all  through  the  story,  I listened 
and  listened  again.  Still  nothing  caught  my  ear  but  the  trickle 
of  the  rain,  and  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  wind  through  the  val- 
ley, sinking  gradually  lower  and  lower  as  the  night  advanced. 
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# # # Maech  3pd,  1840.  A long  letter  to-day  fror:  FiO* 

iiorfc,  which  surprised  and  vexed  me  so,  that  I have  been  saulj 
behindhand  with  my  work  ever  since.  He  writes  in  worse 
spirits  than  last  time,  and  absolutely  declares  that  he  is  poorer 
even  than  when  he  went  to  America,  and  that  he  has  made  up 
his  mind  to  come  home  to  London. 

' How  happy  I should  be  at  this  news,  if  he  only  returned  to 
me  a prosperous  man ! As  it  is,  though  I love  him  dearly,  I 
cannot  look  forward  to  the  meeting  him  again,  disappointed, 
and  broken  down,  and  poorer  than  ever,  without  a feeling  al- 
most of  dread  for  both  of  us.  I was  twenty-six  last  birthday, 
and  he  was  thirty-three ; and  there  seems  less  chance  now 
than  ever  of  our  being  married.  It  is  all  I can  do  to  keep  my- 
self by  my  needle ; and  his  prospects,  since  he  failed  in  the 
small  stationery  business  three  years  ago,  are  worse,  if  possible, 
than  mine. 

Not  that  I mind  so  much  for  myself;  women,  in  all  ways  of 
life,  and  especially  in  my  dressmaking  way,  learn,  I think,  to 
be  more  patient  than  men.  What  I dread  is  Robert’s  despon 
dency,  and  the  hard  struggle  he  will  have  in  this  cruel  city  to 
get  his  bread — let  alone  making  money  enough  to  marry  me. 
So  little  as  poor  people  want  to  set  up  in  house-keeping  and  be 
happy  together,  it  seems  hard  that  they  can’t  get  it  when  they 
^ bouest  wd  hearty,  and  willing  to  r^rk.  The  clergyman 
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said  in  ])is  sermon,  last  Sunday  evening,  that  all  things  are 
ordered  for  the  best,  and  we  are  all  put  into  the  stations  in  life 
that  are  properest  for  us.  I suppose  he  was  right,  being  a 
very  clever  gentleman,  wdio  fills  the  church  to  crowding ; but  I 
think  I should  Lave  understood  him  better  if  I had  not  been 
very  hungry  at  the  time,  in  consequence  of  my  own  station  in 
life  being  nothing  but  Plain  Needlewoman. 

March  4th.  Mary  Mallinson  came  down  to  my  room  to 
take  a cup  of  tea  with  me.  I read  her  bits  of  Robert’s  letter, 
to  show  her  that,  if  she  has  her  troubles,  I have  mine  too ; but 
I could  not  succeed  in  cheering  her.  She  says  she  is  born  to 
misfortune,  and  that,  ns  long  back  as  she  can  remember,  she 
has  never  had  the  least  morsel  of  luck  to  be  thankful  for.  I 
told  her  to  go  and  look  in  my  glass,  and  to  say  if  she  had  no- 
thing to  be  thankful  for  then  ; for  Mary  is  a very  pre  tv  girl, 
and  would  look  still  prettier  if  she  could  be  more  cheerful  and 
dress  neater.  However,  my  compliment  did  no  good.  She 
rattled  her  spoon  impatiently  in  her  tea-cup,  and  said,  “ If  I 
was  only  as  good  a hand  at  needlework  as  you  are,  Anne,  I 
would  change  faces  with  the  ugliest  girl  in  London.”  “ Not 
you  !”  says  I,  laughing.  She  looked  at  me  for  a moment,  and 
shook  her  head,  and  was  out  of  the  room  before  I could  gei  up 
and  stop  her.  She  always  runs  off  in  that  way  when  she  is 
going  to  cry,  having  a kind  of  pride  about  letting  oiher  people 
see  her  in  tears. 

March  5th.  A fright  about  Mary.  I had  not  seen  her  all 
day,  as  she  does  not  work  at  the  same  place  where  I do ; and 
in  the  evening  she  never  came  down  to  have  tea  with  me,  or 
sent  me  word  to  go  to  her.  So  just  before  I went  to  bed,  I 
ran  up-stairs  to  say  good-night. 

She  did  not  answer  when  I knocked  ; and  when  I stepped 
softly  into  the  room,  I saw  her  in  bed,  asleep,  with  her  work, 
not  half  done,  lying  about  the  room,  in  the  untidiest  way. 
There  w^as  nothing  remarkable  in  that,  and  I was  just  going 
away  on  tip-toe,  when  a tiny  bottle  and  wine-glass  on  the  chair 
by  her  bed-side  caught  my  eye.  1 thought  she  was  ill.  and 
had  beeu  taking  physic,  and  looked  at  the  bottle.  It  was 
marked  in  large  letters,  “ Laudanum — Poison.” 

My  heart  gave  a jump,  as  if  it  was  going  to  fly  out  of  me. 
I laid  hold  of  her  with  both  hands,  and  shook  her  with  aU  my 
might.  She  was  sleeping  heavily,  and  woke  slowly,  as  it 
seemed  to  me — but  still  she  did  wake.  I tried  to  pull  hei 


THE  STORY  OF  ANNE  RODWAY. 


809 


out  of  bed,  having  heard  that  people  ought  to  be  al  wavs  walked 
up  and  down,  when  they  have  taken  laudanum  ; but  sue  re- 
sisted, and  pushed  me  away  violently. 

“ Anne  !”  says  she,  in  a fright ; ‘‘  for  gracious  sake,  what’s 
come  to  you  ? Are  you  out  of  your  senses  P” 

“ Oh,  Mary ! Mary !”  says  I,  holding  up  the  bottle  before 
her,  “ if  I hadn’t  come  in  when  I did — ” Amd  I laid  hold  of 
her  to  shake  her  again. 

She  looked  puzzled  at  me  for  a moment,  then  smiled  (the 
first  time  1 had  seen  her  do  so  for  many  a long  day),  then  put 
her  arms  round  my  neck. 

“ Don’t  be  frightened  about  me,  Anne,”  she  says,  “ I am 
not  worth  it,  and  there  is  no  need.” 

“No  need!”  says  I,  out  of  breath.  “No  need, when  the 
bottle  has  got  Poison  marked  on  it!” 

■ “ Poison,  dear,  if  you  take  it  all,”  says  Mary,  looking  at  me 
very  tenderly  ; “ and  a night’s  rest,  if  you  only  take  a little.” 

1 watched  her  for  a moment,  doubtful  whether  I ought  to 
believe  what  she  said,  or  to  alarm  the  house.  But  there  was 
no  sleepiness  now  in  her  eyes,  and  nothing  drowsy  in  her 
voice  ; and  she  sat  up  in  bed  quite  easily,  without  anything  to 
support  her. 

“ You  have  given  me  a dreadful  fright,  Mary,”  says  I,  sit- 
ting down  by  her  in  the  chair,  and  beginning,  by  this  time,  to 
feel  rather  faint  after  being  startled  so. 

She  jumped  out  of  bed  to  get  me  a drop  of  water,  and  kissed 
me,  and  said  how  sorry  she  was,  and  how  undeserving  of  so 
much  interest  being  taken  in  her.  At  the  same  time,  she 
tried  to  possess  herself  of  the  laudanum-bottle,  which  I still 
kept  cuddled  up  tight  in  my  own  hands. 

“ No,”  says  I.  “You  have  got  into  a low-spirited,  despair- 
ing way.  I won’t  trust  you  with  it.” 

“ I am  afraid  I can’t  do  without  it,”  says  Mary,  in  her  usual 
quiet,  hopeless  voice.  “ What  with  work  that  I can’t  get 
through  as  I ought,  and  troubles  that  I can’t  help  thinking  of, 
sleep  won’t  come  to  me,  unless  I take  a few  drops  out  of  that 
bottle  Don’t  keep  it  away  from  me,  Anne  ; it’s  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  that  makes  me  forget  myself.” 

“ Forget  yourself!”  says  I.  “ You  have  no  right  to  talk  in 
that  way,  at  your  age.  There’s  something  horrible  in  the 
notion  of  a girl  of  eighteen  sleeping  with  a bottle  of  laudanum 
by  her  bedside  every  night.  We  all  of  us  have  our  troubles. 
Haven’t  I got  mine  ?” 

“ You  can  do  twice  the  work  I can,  twice  as  well  as  me.” 
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says  Mary.  “ You  are  never  scolded  and  rated  at  for  awk* 
wardness  with  your  needle,  and  I always  am.  You  can  pay 
for  your  room  every  week,  and  I am  three  weeks  in  debt  for 
mine.” 


‘‘A  little  more  practice,’'  says  I,  ‘‘and  a little  more  courage, 
and  you  will  soon  do  better.  You  have  got  all  your  life  before 
you—”  ^ 

“I  wish  I was  at  the  end  of  it,”  says  she,  breaking  in. 
“ I’m  alone  in  the  world,  and  my  life’s  no  good  to  me.” 

“ You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  for  saying  so,”  says 
[.  “ Haven’t  you  got  me  for  a friend?  Didn’t  I take  a fancy 

to  you  when  first  you  left  your  stepmother,  and  cam.e  to  lodge  in 
this  house,  and  haven’t  I been  sisters  with  you  ever  since  ? Sup 
pose  you  are  alone  in  the  world,  am  I much  better  off?  I’m 
an  orphan,  like  you.  I’ve  almost  as  many  things  in  pawn  as 
you  ; and  if  your  pockets  are  empty,  mine  have  only  got  nine- 
pence  in  them,  to  last  me  for  all  the  rest  of  the  week.” 

“ Your  father  and  mother  were  honest  people,”  says  Mary 
obstinately.  “ My  mother  ran  away  from  home,  and  died  in  a 
hospital.  My  father  was  always  drunk,  and  always  beating 
me.  My  stepmother  is  as  good  as  dead,  for  all  she  cares  about 
me.  My  only  brother  is  thousands  of  miles  away,  in  foreign 
parts,  and  never  writes  to  me,  and  never  helps  me  with  a far- 
thing. My  sweetheart — ” 

She  stopped,  and  the  red  flew  into  her  face.  I knew,  if  she 
went  on  that  way,  she  would  only  get  to  the  saddest  part  of 
her  sad  story,  and  give  both  herself  and  me  unnecessary  pain. 

“ Mij  sweetheart  is  too  poor  to  marry  me,  Mary,”  I said  ; 
“so  I’m  not  so  much  to  be  envied,  even  there.  But  let’s  give 
over  disputing  vvhich  is  worst  off.  Lie  down  in  bed,  and  let 
me  tuck  you  up.  I’ll  put  a stitch  or  two  into  that  work  of 
yours,  while  you  go  to  sleep.” 

Instead  of  doing  what  I told  her,  she  burst  out  crying 
(being  very  like  a child  in  some  of  her  ways),  and  hugged  me 
so  tight  round  the  neck,  that  she  quite  hurt  me.  I let  her  go 
on,  till  she  had  worn  herself  out,  and  was  obliged  to  lie  down. 
Even  then,  her  last  few  words,  before  she  dropped  off  to  sleep, 
were  such  as  I was  half  sorry,  halt  frightened,  to  hear. 

“ I won’t  plague  you  long,  Anne,”  she  said.  “ I haven’t 
courage  to  go  out  of  the  world  as  you  seem  to  fear  I shall.  But 
I began  my  life  wretchedly,  and  wretchedly  I am  sentenced  to 
end  it.” 

It  was  of  no  use  lecturing  her  again,  for  she  closed  her  eyes. 

I tucked  her  up  as  neatly  ?s  I could,  and  put  her  petticoat 
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over  her;  for  the  bed-clothes  were  scanty,  and  her  hands  felt 
cold.  She  looked  so  pretty  and  delicate  as  she  fell  asleep,  that 
it  quite  made  my  heart  ache  to  see  her,  after  such  talk  as  we 
had  held  together.  I just  waited  long  enough  to  be  quite  sure 
that  she  was  in  the  land  of  dreams  ; then  emptied  the  horrible 
laudanum-bottle  into  the  grate,  took  up  her  half-done  work, 
and  going  out  softly,  left  her  for  that  night. 

March  6th.  Sent  off  a long  letter  to  Eobert,  begging  and 
entreating  him  not  to  be  so  down-hearted,  and  not  to  leave 
America  without  making  another  effort.  I told  him  I could 
bear  any  trial  except  the  wretchedness  of  seeing  him  come  back 
a helpless,  broken-down  man,  trying  uselessly  to  begin  life 
again,  when  too  old  for  a change. 

It  was  not  till  after  I had  posted  my  own  letter,  and  read 
over  parts  of  Eobert’s  again,  that  the  suspicion  suddenly  floated 
across  me,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  might  have  sailed  for  Eng- 
land immediately  after  writing  to  me.  There  were  expressions 
in  the  letter  which  seemed  to  indicate  that  he  had  some  such 
headlong  project  in  his  mind.  And  yet,  surely,  if  it  were  so,  I 
ought  to  have  noticed  them  at  the  first  reading.  I can  only 
hope  I am  wrong  in  my  present  interpretation  of  much  of  what 
he  has  written  to  me — hope  it  earnestly,  for  both  our  sakes. 

This  has  been  a doleful  day  for  me.  I have  been  uneasy 
about  Eobert  and  uneasy  about  Mary.  My  mind  is  haunted 
by  those  last  words  of  hers ; “ I began  my  life  wretchedly,  and 
wretchedly  I am  sentenced  to  end  it.”  Her  usual  melancholy 
way  of  talking,  never  produced  the  same  impression  on  me  that 
I feel  now.  Perhaps  the  discovery  of  the  laudanum-bottle  is 
the  cause  of  this.  I would  give  many  a hard  day’s  work  to 
know  what  to  do  for  Mary’s  good.  My  heart  warmed  to  her 
when  we  first  met  in  the  same  lodging-house,  two  years  ago  , 
and,  although  I am  not  one  of  the  over-affectionate  sort  my- 
self, I feel  as  if  I could  go  to  the  world’s  end  to  serve  that  girl. 
Yet,  strange  to  say,  if  I was  asked  why  I was  so  fond  of  her,  I 
don’t  think  I should  know  how  to  answer  the  question. 

March  7th.  I am  almost  ashamed  to  write  it  down,  even  in 
this  journal,  which  no  eyes  but  mine  ever  look  on ; yet  I must 
honestly  confess  to  myself,  that  here  I am,  at  nearly  one  in  th 
morning,  sitting  up  in  a state  of  serious  uneasiness,  becaus 
Mary  has  not  yet  come  home. 

I walked  with  her,  this  morning,  to  the  place  where  she 
works,  and  tried  to  lead  her  into  talking  of  the  relations  she  has 
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got  who  are  still  alive.  Mj  motive  in  doing  this,  was  to  see  if 
she  dropped  anything  in  the  course  of  conversation  which  might 
suggest  a way  of  helping  her  interests  with  those  who  are  bound 
to  give  her  ail  reasonable  assistance.  But  the  little  I could  get 
her  to  say  to  me  led  to  nothing.  Instead  of  answering  my 
questions  about  her  stepmother  and  her  brother,  she  persisted 
at  first,  in  the  strangest  way,  in  talking  of  her  father,  who  was 
dead  and  gone,  and  of  one  Noah  IVuscott,  who  liad  been  the 
worst  of  all  the  bad  friends  he  had,  and  had  taught  him  to 
drink  and  game.  When  I did  get  her  to  speak  of  her  brotlier, 
she  only  knew  that  he  had  gone  out  to  a place  called  Assam, 
where  they  grew  tea.  How  he  was  doing,  or  whether  he  was 
there  still,  she  did  not  seem  to  know,  never  having  heard  a word 
from  him  for  years  and  years  j)ast. 

As  for  her  stepmother,  Mary,  not  unnaturally,  flew  into  a 
passion  the  moment  1 spoke  of  her.  She  keeps  an  eating-house 
at  Hammersmith,  and  could  have  given  Mary  good  employ- 
ment in  it;  but  she  seems  always  to  have  hated  her,  and  to 
have  njade  her  life  so  wretched  with  abuse  and  ill-usage,  that 
she  had  no  refuge  left  but  to  go  away  from  home,  and  do  her 
best  to  make  a living  for  herself  Her  husband  (Mary’s 
father)  ap[)ears  to  have  behaved  badly  to  her;  and,  after  his 
death,  she  took  the  wicked  course  of  revenging  herself  on  her 
step-daughter.  I felt,  after  this,  that  it  was  impossible  Mary 
could  go  back,  and  that  it  was  the  hard  necessity  of  her  posi- 
tion, as  it  is  of  mine,  that  she  should  struggle  on  to  make  a 
decent  livelihood  without  assistance  from  any  of  her  relations. 
I confessed  as  much  as  this  to  her ; but  I added  that  I would 
try  to  get  her  employment  with  the  persons  for  whom  T work, 
who  pay  higher  wages,  and  show  a little  more  indulgence  to 
those  under  them,  than  the  people  to  whom  she  is  now  obliged 
to  look  for  support. 

I spoke  much  more  confidently  than  I felt,  about  being  able 
to  do  this  ; and  left  her,  as  1 thought,  in  better  spirits  than 
usual.  She  promised  to  be  back  to-night  to  tea,  at  nine  o’clock, 
and  now  it  is  nearly  one  in  the  morning,  and  she  is  not  home 
yet.  Jf  it  was  any  other  girl,  I should  not  feel  uneasy,  for  I 
should  make  up  my  mind  tliat  there  was  extra  work  to  be  done 
in  a hurry,  and  that  they  were  keeping  her  late  ; and  I should 
go  to  bed.  But  Mary  is  so  unfortunate  in  everything  that 
happens  to  her,  and  her . own  melancholy  talk  about  herself 
keeps  hanging  on  my  mind  so,  that  I have  fears  on  her  account 
which  would  not  distress  me  about  any  one  else.  It  seems  in- 
excusably silly  to  think  such  a thing,  much  more  to  write  it 
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down ; but  I have  a kind  of  nervous  dread  upon  me  that  some 
accicent — 

What  does  that  loud  knocking  at  the  street  door  mean? 
And  those  voices  and  heavy  footsteps  outside  ? Some  lodger 
who  has  lost  his  key,  I suppose.  And  yet,  my  heart — What  a 
coward  I have  become  all  of  a sudden  ! 

More  knocking  and  louder  voices.  I must  run  to  the  door 
and  see  what  it  is.  O Mary  ! Mary ! I hope  I am  not  going 
to  liJive  another  fright  about  you  ; but  I feel  sadly  like  it. 

March  8th. 

March  9th. 

March  10th. 

March  llth.  O me  ! all  the  troubles  I have  ever  had  in  my 
life  are  as  nothing  to  the  trouble  I am  in  now.  For  three  days 
I have  not  been  able  to  write  a single  line  in  this  journal, 
which  I have  kept  so  regularly  ever  since  1 was  a girl.  For 
three  days  I have  not  once  thought  of  Eobert — I,  who  am 
always  thinking  of  him  at  other  times. 

My  poor,  dear,  unhappy  Mary  ! the  worst  I feared  for  you 
on  that  night  when  I sat  up  alone,  was  far  below  the  dreadful 
calamity  that  has  really  happened.  How  can  I write  about  it, 
with  niy  eyes  full  of  tears  and  my  hand  all  of  a tremble?  I 
don’t  even  know  why  I am  sitting  down  at  my  desk  now,  un- 
less it  is  habit  that  keeps  me  to  my  old  everyday  task,  in  spite 
of  the  grief  and  fear  which  seem  to  unfit  me  entirely  for  per- 
forming it. 

The  people  of  the  house  were  asleep  and  lazy  on  that  dread- 
ful night,  and  I was  the  first  to  open  the  door.  Never,  never 
could  I describe  in  writing,  or  even  say  in  plain  talk,  though  it 
is  so  much  easier,  what  I felt  when  I saw  two  policemen  come 
in,  carrying  between  them  what  seemed  to  me  to  be  a dead  girl, 
and  that  girl  Mary  ! I caught  hold  of  her,  and  gave  a scream 
that  must  have  alarmed  the  whole  house ; for  frightened  people 
came  crowding  downstairs  in  their  night-dresses.  There  was  a 
dreadful  confusion  and  noise  of  loud  talking,  but  I heard 
nothing,  and  saw  nothing,  till  I had  got  her  into  my  room,  and 
laid  on  my  bed.  I stooped  down,  frantic-like,  to  kiss  her,  and 
saw  an  awful  mark  of  a blow  on  the  left  temple,  and  felt,  at  the 
same  time,  a feeble  flutter  of  her  breath  on  my  clieek.  The 
discovery  that  she  was  not  dead  seemed  to  give  me  back  my 
flenses  again.  1 told  one  of  the  policemen  where  the  nearest 
doctor  was  to  be  found,  and  sat  down  by  the  bedside,  while  he 
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was  gone,  and  bathed  her  poor  head  with  cold  water.  She 
never  opened  her  eyes,  or  moved  or  spoke ; but  she  breathed, 
and  that  was  enough  for  me,  because  it  was  enough  for  life. 

Tiie  policeman  left  in  the  room  was  a big,  thick-voiced,  pom- 
pous man,  with  a horrible  unfeeling  pleasure  in  hearing  himself 
talk  before  an  assembly  of  frightened,  silent  people.  He  told 
us  how  he  had  found  her,  as  if  he  had  been  telling  a story  in  a 
tap-room,  and  began  with,  saying,  “I  don’t  think  the  young 
woman  was  drunk.” 

Drunk  ! My  Mary,  who  might  have  been  a born  lady  for 
all  the  spirits  she  ever  touched — drunk  ! I could  have  struck 
the  man  for  uttering  the  word,  with  her  lying,  poor  suffering 
angel,  so  white  and  still  and  helpless  before  him.  As  it  was,  I 
gave  him  a look  ; but  he  was  too  stupid  to  understand  it,  and 
went  droning  on,  saying  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again  in 
the  same  words.  And  yet  the  story  of  how  they  found  her 
was,  like  all  the  sad  stories  I have  ever  heard  told  in  real  life, 
so  very,  very  short.  They  had  just  seen  her  lying  along  on  the 
kerb-stone,  a few  streets  off,  and  had  taken  her  to  the  station- 
house.  There  she  had  been  searched,  and  one  of  my  cards, 
that  I give  to  ladies  who  promise  me  employment,  had  been 
found  in  her  pocket,  and  so  they  had  brought  her  to  our  house. 
This  was  all  the  man  really  had  to  tell.  There  was  nobody 
near  her  when  she  was  found,  and  no  evidence  to  show  how  the 
blow  on  her  temple  had  been  inflicted. 

What  a time  it  was  before  the  doctor  came,  and  how  dread- 
ful to  hear  him  say,  after  he  had  looked  at  her,  that  he  was 
afraid  all  the  medical  men  in  the  world  could  be  of  no  use 
here  ; he  could  not  get  her  to  swallow  anything,  and  the  more 
he  tried  to  bring  her  back  to  her  senses,  the  less  chance  there 
seemed  of  his  succeeding.  He  examined  the  blow  on  her  tem- 
ple, and  said  he  thought  she  must  have  fallen  down  in  a fit  of 
some  sort,  and  struck  her  head  against  the  pavement,  and 
so  have  given  her  brain  what  he  was  afraid  was  a fatal  shake. 
I asked  what  was  to  be  done  if  she  showed  any  return  to  sense 
in  the  night.  He  said,  “ Send  for  me  directly  and  stopped 
tor  a little  while  alterwards,  stroking  her  head  gently  with  his 
hand,  and  whispering  to  himself,  ‘‘  Poor  girl,  so  young  and  so 
pretty !”  1 had  felt,  some  minutes  before,  as  if  I could  have 

struck  the  policeman ; and  I felt  now  as  if  I could  have  thrown 
my  arms  round  the  doctor’s  neck  and  kissed  him.  I did  put 
out  my  hand,  when  he  took  up  his  hat,  and  he  shook  it  in  the 
friendliest  way.  “ Don’t  hope,  my  dear,”  he  said,  and  went  out. 

The  rest  of  the  lodgers  followed  him,  all  silent  and  shocked. 
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except  tte  inhuman  wretch  who  owns  the  house,  and  lives  in 
idleness  on  the  high  rents  he  wrings  from  poor  people  like  us. 

“She’s  three  weeks  in  my  debt,”  says  he,  with  a frown  and 
an  oath.  “ Where  the  devil  is  my  money  to  come  from  now  ?” 
— Brute!  brute! 

J had  a long  cry  alone  with  her,  that  seemed  to  ease  my 
heart  a little.  She  was  not  the  least  changed  for  the  better 
when  I had  wiped  away  the  tears,  and  could  see  her  clearly 
again.  I took  up  her  right  hand,  which  lay  nearest  to  me.  It 
was  tight  clenched.  I tried  to  unclasp  the  fingers,  and  suc- 
ceeded after  a little  time.  Something  dark  fell  out  of  the  palm 
of  her  hand  as  I straightened  it. 

I picked  the  thing  up,  and  smoothed  it  out,  and  saw  that  it 
was  an  end  of  a man’s  cravat. 

A very  old,  rotten,  dingy  strip  of  black  silk,  with  thin  lilac 
lines,  all  blurred  and  deadened  with  dirt,  running  across  and 
across  the  stuff  in  a sort  of  trellis-work  pattern.  The  small 
end  of  the  cravat  was  hemmed  in  the  usual  way,  but  the  other 
end  was  all  jagged,  as  if  the  morsel  then  in  my  hands  had  been 
torn  off  violently  from  the  rest  of  the  stuff.  A chill  ran  all 
over  me  as  I looked  at  it;  for  that  poor,  stained,  crumpled  end 
of  a cravat  seemed  to  be  saying  to  me,  as  though  it  had  been 
in  plain  words — “ If  she  dies,  she  has  come  to  her  death  by  foul 
means,  and  I am  the  witness  of  it.” 

I had  been  frightened  enough  before,  lest  she  should  die 
suddenly  and  quietly  without  my  knowing  it,  while  we  were 
alone  together ; but  I got  into  a perfect  agony  now,  for  fear 
this  last  worst  affliction  should  take  me  by  surprise.  I don’t 
. suppose  five  minutes  passed  all  that  woful  night  through,  with* 
out  my  getting  up  and  putting  my  cheek  close  to  her  mouth, 
to  feel  if  the  faint  breaths  still  fluttered  out  of  it.  They  came 
and  went  just  the  same  as  at  first,  though  the  fright  I was  in 
often  made  me  fancy  they  w^ere  stilled  for  ever. 

Just  as  the  church  clocks  were  striking  four,  I was  startled 
by  seeing  the  room  door  open.  It  was  only  Dusty  Sal  (as  they 
call  her  in  the  house),  the  maid-of-all-work.  She  was  wrapped 
up  in  the  blanket  off  her  bed ; her  hair  was  all  tumbled  over 
her  face ; and  her  eyes  were  heavy  with  sleep,  as  she  came  up 
to  the  bedside  where  I was  sitting. 

“ I’ve  two  hours  good  before  I begin  to  work,”  says  she,  in 
her  hoarse,  drowsy  voice,  “ and  I’ve  come  to  sit  up  and  take 
my  turn  at  watching  her.  You  lay  down  and  get  some  sleep 
on  the  rug.  Here’s  my  blanket  for  you — I don’t  mind  the 
cold — it  will  keep  me  awake.” 
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“You  are  very  kind — very,  very  kind  and  thoughtful,  Sally,’' 
says  I,  “but  I am  too  wn^tched  in  my  mind  to  want  sleep  or 
rest,  or  to  do  anything  but  wait  where  1 am,  and  try  and  hope 
for  the  best.” 

“ Then  I’ll  wait  too,”  says  Sally.  “ I must  do  soaiething  ; il 
there’s  nothing  to  do  but  waiting,  I’ll  wait.” 

And  she  sat  down  opposite  me  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and 
drew  the  blanket  close  round  her  with  a shiver. 

“ After  working  so  hard  as  you  do,  I’m  sure  you  must  want 
all  the  little  rest  you  can  get,”  says  I. 

“ Excepting  only  you,”  says  Sally,  putting  her  heavy  arm 
very  clumsily,  but  very  gently  at  the  same  time,  round  Mary’s 
feet,  and  looking  hard  at  the  pale  still  face  on  the  pillow. 
“ Excepting  you,  she’s  the  only  soul  in  this  house  as  never 
swore  at  me,  or  give  me  a hard  word,  that  I can  remember. 
When  you  made  puddings  on  Sundays,  and  give  her  half,  she 
always  give  me  a bit.  The  rest  of  ’em  calls  me  Dusty  Sal. 
Excepting  only  you,  again,  she  always  called  me  Sally,  as  if  she 
knowed  me  m a friendly  way.  I ain’t  no  good  here,  but  I ain’t 
no  harm  neither;  and  I shall  take  my  turn  at  the  sitting  up — 
that’s  what  I shall  do !” 

She  nestled  her  head  dowm  close  at  Mary’s  feet  as  she  spoke 
those  words,  and  said  no  more.  I once  or  twice  thought  she 
had  fallen  asleep,  but  whenever  I looked  at  her,  her  heavy  eyes 
were^ always  wide  open.  She  never  changed  her  position  an 
inch  till  the  church  clocks  struck  six;  then  she  gave  one  little 
squeeze  to  Mary’s  feet  with  her  arm,  and  shuffled  out  of  the 
room  without  a word.  A minute  or  two  after,  I heard  her 
down  below,  lighting  the  kitchen  fire  just  as  usual. 

A little  later,  the  doctor  stepped  over  before  his  breakfast- 
time,  to  see  if  there  had  been  any  change  in  the  night.  He 
only  shook  his  head  when  he  looked  at  her,  as  if  there  was  no 
hope.  Having  nobody  else  to  consult  that  I could  put  trust 
in,  I showed  him  the  end  of  the  cravat,  and  told  him  of  the 
dreadful  suspicion  that  had  arisen  in  my  mind  when  I found  it 
in  her  hand. 

“ You  must  keep  it  carefully,  and  produce  it  at  the  inquest,” 
he  said.  “ I don't  know,  though,  that  it  is  likely  to  lead  to 
anything.  The  bit  of  stuff  may  have  been  lying  on  the  pave- 
ment near  her,  and  her  hand  may  have  unconsciously  clutched 
it  when  she  fell.  Was  she  subject  to  fainting  fits  ?” 

“ Not  more  so,  sir,  than  other  young  girls  who  are  hard- 
worked  and  anxious,  and  weakly  from  poor  living,”  I answered. 

“ I can’t  say  that  she  may  not  have  got  that  blow  from  a 
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fall,”  the  doctor  went  on,  looking  at  lier  temple  again.  “I 
can’t  say  that  it  presents  any  positive  appearance  of  having 
been  inflicted  by  another  person.  It  will  be  important,  how- 
ever, to  ascertain  what  state  of  healtli  she  was  in  last  night. 
Have  you  any  idea  where  she  was  yesterday  evening?” 

1 told  him  where  she  was  employed  at  wurk,  and  said  I ima- 
gined she  must  have  been  kept  there  later  than  usual. 

“ 1 shall  pass  the  place  this  morning,”  said  the  doctor,  “ in 
going  my  rounds  among  my  patients,  and  I’ll  just  step  in  and 
make  some  inquiries.” 

I thanked  him,  and  we  parted.  Just  as  he  was  closing  the 
door,  he  looked  in  again. 

“ Was  she  your  sister  ?”  he  asked. 

“No,  sir,  only  my  dear  friend.” 

He  said  nothing  more;  but  I heard  him  sigh,  as  he  shut  the 
door  softly.  Perhaps  he  once  had  a sister  of  his  own,  and  lost 
her.  Perhaps  she  was  like  Mary  in  the  face. 

The  doctor  was  hours  gone  away.  I began  to  feel  unspeak- 
ably forlorn  and  helpless.  8o  much  so,  as  even  to  wish  selflshly 
that  Kober^  might  really  have  sailed  from  America,  and  might 
get  to  London  in  time  to  assist  and  console  me. 

No  living  creature  came  into  the  room  but  Sally.  The  first 
time  she  brought  me  some  tea;  the  second  and  third  times  she 
only  looked  in  to  see  if  there  was  any  change,  and  glanced  her 
eye  towards  the  bed.  I had  never  known  her  so  silent  before ; 
it  seemed  almost  as  if  this  dreadful  accident  had  struck  her 
dumb.  1 ought  to  have  spoken  to  her,  perhaps,  but  there  was 
something  in  her  face  that  daunted  me;  and,  besides,  the  fever 
of  anxiety  1 was  in  began  to  dry  up  my  lips,  as  if  they  would 
never  be  able  to  shape  any  wmrds  again.  I was  still  tormented 
by  that  frightful  apprehension  of  the  past  night,  that  Mary 
Mould  die  wdthout  my  knowing  it — die  wdthout  saying  one 
word  to  clear  up  the  awdul  mystery  of  this  blow,  and  set  the 
sns])icions  at  rest  for  ever  wLich  I still  felt  whenever  my  eyes 
fell  on  the  end  of  the  old  cravat. 

At  last  the  doctor  came  back. 

“ 1 think  you  may  safely  clear  your  mind  of  any  doubts  to 
which  that  bit  of  stuff  may  have  given  riv^e,”  he  said.  “She 
M^as,  as  you  supposed,  detained  late  by  her  emj)loyers,  and  she 
fainted  in  the  work  room.  They  most  unwisely  and  unkindly 
let  her  go  home  alone,  without  giving  her  any  stinnilant,  as 
soon  as  she  came  to  her  senses  again.  Nothing  is  more  pro- 
bable, under  these  circumstances,  than  that  she  should  faint  a 
fiecond  time  on  her  way  here.  A fall  on  the  pavement,  without 
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any  friendly  arm  to  break  it,  might  have  produced  even  a worse 
injury  than  the  injury  we  see.  1 believe  that  the  only  ill-usage 
to  which  the  poor  girl  was  exposed,  was  the  neglect  she  met  vdth 
in  the  work-room.” 

“ You  speak  very  reasonably,  I own,  sir,”  said  I,  not  yet 
quite  convinced.  ‘‘  Still,  perhaps  she  may — ” 

“ My  poor  girl,  I told  you  not  to  hope,”  said  the  doctor, 
interrupting  me.  He  went  to  Mary,  and  lifted  up  her  eyelids, 
and  looked  at  her  eyes  while  he  spoke,  then  added : ‘‘  If  you 
still  doubt  how  she  came  by  that  blow,  do  not  encourage  the 
idea  that  any  words  of  hers  will  ever  enlighten  you.  She  will 
never  speak  again.” 

‘‘  Not  dead  1 Oh  ! sir,  don’t  say  she's  dead !” 

“ She  is  dead  to  pain  and  sorrow — dead  to  speech  and  recog- 
nition. There  is  more  animation  in  the  life  of  the  feeblest 
insect  that  dies  than  in  the  life  that  is  left  in  her.  When  you 
look  at  her  now,  try  to  think  that  she  is  in  heaven.  That  is 
the  best  comfort  I can  give  you,  after  telling  the  hard  truth.” 

I did  not  believe  him.  I could  not  believe  him.  So  long  as 
she  breathed  at  all,  so  long  I was  resolved  to  hope.  Soon  aftei 
the  doctor  was  gone,  Sally  came  in  again,  and  found  me  listen- 
ing (if  I may  call  it  so)  at  Mary’s  lips.  She  went  to  where  my 
little  hand-glass  hangs  against  the  wall,  took  it  down,  and  gave 
it  to  me. 

“ See  if  the  breath  marks  it,”  she  said. 

Yes  ; her  breath  did  mark  it,  but  very  faintly.  Sally  cL^aned 
the  glass  with  her  apron,  and  gave  it  back  to  me.  As  she  did 
so,  she  half  stretched  out  her  hand  to  Mary’s  face,  but  dr^w  it 
in  again  suddenly,  as  if  she  was  afraid  of  soiling  the  del  icate 
skin  with  her  hard,  horny  fingers.  Going  out,  she  stopped  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  scraped  away  a little  patch  of  mud  that 
was  on  one  of  Mary’s  shoes. 

‘‘  I always  used  to  clean  ’em  for  her,”  said  Sally,  “ to  save  her 
hands  from  getting  blacked.  May  I take  ’em  off  now,  and 
clean  ’'em  again  ?” 

I nodded  my  liead,  for  my  heart  was  too  heavy  to  speak. 
Sally  took  the  shoes  off  with  a slow,  awkward  tenderness,  and 
went  out. 

An  hour  or  more  must  have  passed,  when,  putting  the  glass 
over  her  lips  again,  I saw  no  mark  on  it.  I held  it  closer  and 
closer.  I dulled  it  accidentally  with  my  owm  breath,  and  cleaned 
it,  I held  it  over  her  again.  Oh  ! Mary,  Mary,  the  doctor  was 
right ! I ought  to  have  only  thought  of  you  in  heaven ! 

Pead,  without  a word,  without  a sign — without  even  a look 
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to  tell  the  true  story  of  the  blow  that  kDJed  her ! I could  not 
caii  to  anybody,  I could  not  cry,  I could  not  so  much  as  put 
the  glass  down  and  give  her  a kiss  for  the  last  time.  I don’t 
kuow  how  long  I had  sat  there  with  my  eyes  burning,  and  my 
hands  deadly  cold,  when  Sally  came  in  with  the  shoes  cleaned, 
and  carried  carefully  in  her  apron  for  fear  of  a soil  touching 
them.  At  the  sight  of  that — 

I can  write  no  more.  My  tears  drop  so  fast  on  the  paper 
that  I can  see  nothing. 

March  12th.  She  died  on  the  afternoon  of  the  eighth.  On 
the  morning  of  the  ninth,  I wrote,  as  in  duty  bound,  to  her 
stepmother,  at  Hammersmith.  There  was  no  answer.  I wrote 
again  ; my  letter  was  returned  to  me  this  morning,  unopened. 
Eor  all  that  woman  cares,  Mary  might  be  buried  with  a pauper’s 
funeral.  But  this  shall  never  be,  if  I pavm  everything  about 
me,  down  to  the  very  gown  that  is  on  my  back. 

The  bare  thought  of  Mary  being  buried  by  the  workhouse 
gave  me  the  spirit  to  dry  my  eyes,  and  go  to  the  undertaker’s, 
and  tell  him  how  I was  placed.  I said,  if  he  w^ould  get  me  an 
estimate  of  all  that  would  have  to  be  paid,  from  first  to  last,  for 
the  cheapest  decent  funeral  that  could  be  had,  I would  under- 
take to  raise  the  money.  He  gave  me  the  estimate,  written  in 
this  way,  like  a common  bill : — 


A walking  funeral  complete, 
Yestiy,  . . . . 

Rector,  .... 
Clerk,  . . . . 

Sexton,  .... 
Beadle,  .... 
Bell,  . . . . . 

Six  feet  of  ground, 


. £1  13  8 
.044 
. . . .044 

.010 
.010 
.010 
.010 
.020 


Total,  . .£284 


If  I had  the  heart  to  give  any  thought  to  it,  I should  be 
inclined  to  wish  that  the  Church  could  afford  to  do  without  so 
many  small  charges  for  burying  poor  people,  to  whose  friends 
even  shillings  are  of  consequence.  But  it  is  useless  to  com- 
plain : the  money  must  be  raised  at  once.  The  charitable  doc- 
tor— a poor  man  himself,  or  he  would  not  be  living  in  our 
neighbourhood — has  subscribed  ten  shillings  towards  the  ex- 
penses ; and  the  coroner,  when  the  inquest  was  over,  added  five 
more.  Perhaps  others  may  assist  me.  If  not,  I Imve  foi’tu* 
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nately  clothes  and  furniture  of  my  own  to  pawn.  And  I must 
set  about  parting  with  them  without  delay ; for  the  funerni  is 
to  be  to-morrow,  the  thirteenth. 

The  funeral — Mary’s  funeral!  lb  is  well  that  the  straits 
and  difficulties  I am  in,  keep  my  mind  on  the  stretch.  If  I 
had  leisure  to  grieve,  where  should  I find  the  courage  to  face 
to-morrow  ? 

Thank  God,  they  did  not  want  me  at  the  inquest.  The  ver- 
dict given — with  the  doctor,  the  policeman,  and  two  persons 
from  the  place  where  she  worked,  for  witnesses — was  “ Acci- 
dental Death.”  The  end  of  the  cravat  was  produced,  and  the 
coroner  said  that  it  was  certainly  enough  to  suggest  suspicion ; 
but  the  jury,  in  the  absence  of  any  positive  evidence,  held  to 
the  doctor’s  notion  that  she  had  fainted  and  fallen  down,  and 
so  got  the  blow  on  her  temple.  They  reproved  the  people 
where  Mary  worked,  for  letting  her  go  home  alone,  without  so 
much  as  a drop  of  brandy  to  support  her,  after  she  had  fallen 
into  a swoon,  from  exhaustion,  before  their  eyes.  The  coroner 
added,  on  his  own  account,  that  he  thought  the  reproof  was 
thoroughly  deserved.  After  that,  the  cravat-end  was  given 
back  to  me,  by  my  own  desire,  the  police  saying  that  they 
could  make  no  investigations  with  such  a slight  clue  to  guide 
them.  They  may  think  so,  and  the  coroner,  and  doctor,  and 
jury  may  think  so  ; but,  in  spite  of  all  that  has  passed,  I am  now 
more  firmly  persuaded  than  ever  that  there  is  some  dreadful 
mystery  in  connection  with  that  blow  on  my  poor  lost  Mary’s 
temple  which  has  yet  to  be  revealed,  and  which  may  come  to 
be  discovered  through  this  very  fragment  of  a cravat  that  I 
found  in  her  band.  I cannot  give  any  good  reason  why  I 
think  so,  but  I know  that  if  I had  been  one  of  the  jury  at  the 
inquest,  nothing  should  have  induced  me  to  consent  to  such  a 
verdict  as  Accidental  Death. 

After  I had  pawned  my  things,  and  had  begged  a small 
advance  of  wages  at  the  place  where  I work,  to  make  up  what 
was  still  wanting  to  pay  for  Mary’s  funeral,  I thought  I might 
have  had  a little  quiet  time  to  prepare  myself  as  I best  could 
for  to-morrow.  But  this  was  not  to  be.  When  I got  home, 
the  landlord  met  me  in  the  passage.  He  was  in  liquor,  and 
more  brutal  and  pitiless  in  his  way  of  looking  and  speaking 
than  ever  I saw  him  before. 

“ So  you’re  going  to  be  fool  enough  to  pay  for  her  funeral, 
are  you  ?”  were  his  first  words  to  me. 

1 was  too  weary  and  heart-sick  to  answer— I only  tried  to 
get  by  him  to  my  own  door. 
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If  you  can  pay  for  burying  her,”  be  went  on,  putting  bim- 
self  in  front  of  me,  you  can  pay  ber  lawful  debts.  Sbe  owes 
me  three  weeks’  rent.  Suppose  you  raise  tbe  money  for  that 
next,  and  band  it  over  to  me  ? I am  not  joking,  I can  pro- 
mise you.  I mean  to  bave  my  rent ; and  if  somebody  don’t 
pay  it,  I’ll  bave  ber  body  seized,  and  sent  to  tbe  workhouse  !” 

Between  terror  and  disgust,  I thought  I should  have  dropped 
to  tbe  floor  at  bis  feet.  But  I determined  not  to  let  him  see 
bow  be  bad  horrified  me,  if  I could  possibly  control  myself. 
So  I mastered  resolution  enough  to  answer  that  I did 
not  believe  the  law  gave  him  any  such  wicked  power  over 
tbe  dead. 

‘^ril  teach  you  what  the  law  is!”  he  broke  in;  “you’ll 
raise  money  to  bury  ber  like  a born  lady,  when  she’s  died  in  my 
debt,  will  you  ? And  you  think  I’ll  let  my  rights  be  trampled 
upon  like  that,  do  you  ? See  if  I do ! I’ll  give  you  till  to- 
night to  think  about  it.  If  I don’t  have  the  three  weeks  she 
owes,  before  to-morrow — dead  or  alive,  she  shall  go  to  the 
workhouse  1” 

This  time  I managed  to  push  by  him,  and  get  to  my  own 
room,  and  lock  the  door  in  his  face.  As  soon  as  I was  alone, 
I fell  into  a breathless,  suffocating  fit  of  crying,  that  seemed  to 
be  shaking  me  to  pieces.  But  there  was  no  good  and  no  help 
in  tears ; I did  my  best  to  calm  myself  after  a little  while,  and 
tried  to  think  whom  I should  run  to  for  help  and  protection. 

The  doctor  was  the  first  friend  I thought  of ; but  I knew  he 
was  always  out  seeing  his  patients  of  an  afternoon.  The  bea- 
dle was  the  next  person  who  came  into  my  head.  He  had  the 
look  of  being  a very  dignified,  unapproachable  kind  of  man 
when  he  came  about  the  inquest ; but  he  talked  to  me  a little 
then,  and  said  I was  a good  girl,  and  seemed,  I really  thought, 
to  pity  me.  So  to  him  I determined  to  apply  in  my  great 
danger  and  distress. 

Most  fortunately,  I found  him  at  home.  When  I told  him 
of  the  landlord’s  infamous  threats,  and  of  the  misery  I was- 
suffering  in  consequence  of  them,  he  rose  up  with  a stamp  of 
his  foot,  and  sent  for  his  gold-laced  cocked  hat  that  he  wears 
on  Sundays,  and  his  long  cane  with  the  ivory  top  to  it. 

“I’ll  give  it  to  him,”  said  the  beadle.  “ Come  along  with 
me,  my  dear.  I think  I told  you  you  were  a good  girl  at  the 
mquest — if  I didn’t,  I tell  you  so  now.  I’ll  give  it  to  him 
Come  along  with  Jeae.” 

And  he  went  out,  striding  along,  with  his  cocked  hat  and  hia 
great  cane  ; and  I followed  him. 

T 
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‘‘  Landlord!”  he  cries,  the  moment  he  gets  into  the  passage, 
with  a thump  of  his  cane  on  the  floor;  “Landlord!’^  with  a 
look  all  round  him  as  if  he  was  king  of  England  calling  to  a 
beast,  “ come  out  1” 

The  moment  the  landlord  came  out  and  saw  who  it  was,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  cocked  hat,  and  he  turned  as  pale  as  ashes. 

“How  dare  you  frighten  this  poor  girl  ?”  says  the  beadle. 
“ How  dare  you  bully  her  at  this  sorrowful  time  with  threat- 
ening to  do  what  you  know  you  can’t  do  ? How  dare  you  be 
a cowardly  bullying  braggadocio  of  an  unmanly  landlord? 
Don’t  talk  to  me — I won’t  hear  you ! I’ll  pull  you  up,  sir ! 
If  you  say  another  word  to  the  young  woman,  I’ll  pull  you  up 
before  the  authorities  of  this  metropolitan  parish  1 I’ve  had 
my  eye  on  you,  and  the  authorities  have  had  their  eye  on  you, 
and  the  rector  has  had  his  eye  on  you.  We  don’t  like  the  look 
of  your  small  shop  round  the  corner  ; we  don’t  like  the  look  of 
some  of  the  customers  who  deal  at  it ; we  don’t  like  disor- 
derly characters ; and  we  don’t,  by  any  manner  of  means,  like 
you.  Leave  the  young  woman  alone,  or  I’ll  pull  you  up  ! If 
he  says  another  word,  or  interferes  with  you  again,  my  dear, 
come  and  tell  me ; and,  as  sure  as  he’s  a bullying,  unmanly 
braggadocio  of  a landlord.  I’ll  pull  him  up  1” 

With  those  words,  the  beadle  gave  a loud  cough  to  clear  his 
throat,  and  another  thump  of  his  cane  on  the  floor — and  so 
went  striding  out  again,  before  I could  open  my  lips  to  thank 
him.  The  landlord  slunk  back  into  his  room,  without  a word. 
I was  left  alone  and 'unmolested  at  last,  to  strengthen  myself 
for  the  hard  trial  of  my  poor  love’s  funeral  to-morrow. 

March  13th.  It  is  all  over.  A week  ago,  her  head  rested  on 
my  bosom.  It  is  laid  in  the  churchyard  now — the  fresh  earth 
lies  heavy  over  her  grave.  I,  and  my  dearest  friend,  the  sister 
of  my  love,  are  parted  in  this  world  for  ever. 

I followed  her  funeral  alone  through  the  cruel,  bustling 
streets.  Sally,  I thought,  might  have  offered  to  go  with  me  ; 
but  she  never  so  much  as  came  into  my  room.  I did  not  like 
to  think  badly  of  her  for  this,  and  I am  glad  I restrained  my- 
self— for,  when  we  got  into  the  churchyard,  among  the  two  or 
three  people  who  were  standing  by  the  open  grave,  I saw 
Sally,  in  her  ragged  gray  shawl,  and  her  patched  black  bonnet. 
She  did  not  seem  to  notice  me  till  the  last  words  of  the  ser- 
vice had  been  read,  and  the  clergyman  had  gone  away.  Then 
she  came  up  and  spoke  to  me. 

“ I couldn’t  foUow  along  with  you,”  she  said,  looking  at  her 
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mgged  sliav/1 ; “for  I haven’t  a decent  suit  of  clotlies  to  wall^ 
ia.  I wish  I could  get  vent  in  crying  for  her  like  you,  but  I 
can’t ; all  the  crying’s  been  drudged  and  starved  out  of  me, 
long  ago.  Don’t  you  think  about  lighting  your  fire  wlien  you 
get  home.  I’ll  do  that,  and  get  you  a drop  of  tea  to  comfort 
you.” 

She  seemed  on  the  point  of  saying  a kind  word  or  two  more  ; 
when,  seeing  the  beadle  coming  towards  me,  she  drew  back, 
as  if  she  was  afraid  of  him,  and  left  the  churchyard. 

“ Here’s  my  subscription  towards  the  funeral,”  said  the 
beadle,  giving  me  back  his  shilling  fee.  “ Don’t  say  anything 
about  it,  for  it  mightn’t  be  approved  of  in  a business  point  of 
view,  if  it  came  to  some  people’s  ears.  Has  the  landlord  said 
anything  more  to  you  ? — no,  I thought  not.  He’s  too  polite 
a man  to  give  me  the  trouble  of  pulling  him  up.  Don’t  stop 
crying  here,  my  dear.  Take  the  advice  of  a man  familiar  with 
funerals,  and  go  home.” 

I tried  to  take  his  advice ; but  it  seemed  like  deserting  Mary 
to  go  away  when  all  the  rest  forsook  her. 

I waited  about,  till  the  earth  was  thrown  in,  and  the  men 
had  left  the  place — then  I returned  to  the  grave.  Oh,  how 
bare  and  cruel  it  was,  without  so  much  as  a bit  of  green  turf 
to  soften  it ! Oh,  how  much  harder  it  seemed  to  live  than  to 
die,  when  I stood  alone  looking  at  the  heavy  piled-up  lumps  of 
clay,  and  thinking  of  what  was  hidden  beneath  them. 

I was  driven  home  by  my  own  despairing  thoughts.  The 
sight  of  Sally  lighting  the  fire  in  my  room,  eased  my  heart  a 
little.  "When  she  was  gone,  I took  up  Eobert’s  letter  again, 
to  keep  my  mind  employed  on  the  only  subject  in  the  world 
that  has  any  interest  for  me  now. 

This  fresh  reading  increased  the  doubts  I had  already  felt 
relative  to  his  having  remained  in  America  after  writing  to  me. 
My  grief  and  forlornness  have  made  a strange  alteration  in  my 
former  feelings  about  his  coming  back.  I seem  to  have  lost  all 
my  prudence  and  self-denial,  and  to  care  so  little  about  his 
poverty,  and  so  much  about  himself,  that  the  prospect  of  his 
return  is  really  the  only  comforting  thought  I have  now  to 
support  me.  I know  this  is  weak  in  me,  and  that  his  coming 
back  poor  can  lead  to  no  good  result  for  either  of  us.  But  lu^ 

is  the  only  living  being  left  me  to  love,  and 1 can’t  explain 

it — but  I want  to  put  my  arms  round  his  neck  and  tell  him 
about  Mary. 

March  14th.  I locked  up  the  end  of  the  cravat  in  my  writings 
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desk.  No  change  in  the  dreadful  suspicions  that  tlie  bare  sight 
of  it  rouses  in  me.  I tremble  if  I so  much  as  touch  it. 

March  15th,  16th,  17th.  Work,  work,  work.  If  I don’t 
knock  up,  I shall  he  able  to  pay  back  the  advance  in  another 
week ; and  then,  with  a little  more  pinching  in  my  daily  ex- 
penses, I may  succeed  in  saving  a shilling  or  two  to  get  some 
turf  to  put  over  Mary’s  grave — and  perhaps  even  a few  flowers 
besides  to  grow  round  it. 

March  18th.  Thinking  of  Robert  all  day  long.  Does  this 
mean  that  he  is  really  coming  back  ? If  it  does,  reckoning 
the  distance  he  is  at  from  New  York,  and  the  time  ships  take 
to  get  to  England,  I might  see  him  by  the  end  of  April  or  the 
beginning  of  May. 

March  19th.  I don’t  remember  my  mind  running  once  on 
the  end  of  the  cravat  yesterday,  and  I am  certain  I never  looked 
it  it.  Yet  I had  the  strangest  dream  concerning  it  at  night. 
j thought  it  was  lengthened  into  a long  clue,  like  the  silken 
thread  that  led  to  Rosamond’s  Bower.  I thought  I took  hold 
of  it,  and  followed  it  a little  way,  and  then  got  frightened,  and 
tried  to  go  back,  but  found  that  I was  obliged,  in  spite  of  my- 
self, to  go  on.  It  led  me  through  a place  like  the  Valley  of 
the  Shadow  of  Death,  in  an  old  print  I remember  in  my 
mother’s  copy  of  the  Pilgrim’s  Progress.  I seemed  to  be 
months  and  months  following  it  without  any  respite,  till  at  last 
it  brought  me,  on  a sudden,  face  to  face  with  an  angel  whose 
eyes  were  like  Mary’s.  He  said  to  me,  Go  on,  still ; the 
truth  is  at  the  end,  waiting  for  you  to  find  it.”  I burst  out 
crying,  for  the  angel  had  Mary’s  voice  as  well  as  Mary’s  eyes, 
and  woke  with  my  heart  throbbing,  and  my  cheeks  all  wet. 
What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? Is  it  always  superstitious,  I 
wonder,  to  believe  that  dreams  may  come  true  ? 

##•##« 

April  30th.  I have  found  it ! God  knows  to  what  results 
it  may  lead ; but  it  is  as  certain  as  that  I am  sitting  here  before 
my  journal,  that  I have  found  the  cravat  from  which  the  end  in 
Mary’s  hand  was  torn ! I discovered  it  last  night ; but  the 
flutter  I was  in,  and  the  nervousness  and  uncertainty  I felt, 
prevented  me  from  noting  down  this  most  extraordinary  and 
unexpected  event  at  the  time  when  it  happened.  Let  me  try 
if  I can  preserve  the  memory  of  it  in  writing  now. 

I was  going  home  rather  late  from  where  I work,  when  I 
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suddenly  remembered  that  I had  forgotten  to  buy  myself  any 
candles  the  evening  before,  and  that  I should  be  left  in  the 
dark  if  I did  not  manage  to  rectify  this  mistake  in  some  wa3r. 
The  shop  close  to  me,  at  which  I usually  deal,  would  be  shut 
up,  I knew,  before  I could  get  to  it ; so  I determined  to  go 
into  the  first  place  I passed  where  candles  w^re  sold.  This 
turned  out  to  be  a small  shop  with  tAvo  counters,  whicli  did 
business  on  one  side  in  the  general  grocery  way,  and  on  the 
other  in  the  rag  and  bottle  and  old  iron  line. 

There  were  several  customers  on  the  grocery  side  when  1 
went  in,  so  I waited  on  the  empty  rag  side  till  I could  be 
served.  Grlancing  about  me  here  at  the  worthless-looking 
things  by  which  I was  surrounded,  my  eye  was  caught  by  a 
bundle  of  rags  lying  on  the  counter,  as  if  they  had  just  been 
brought  in  and  left  there.  Prom  mere  idle  curiosity,  I looked 
close  at  the  rags,  and  saw  among  them  something  like  an  old 
cravat.  I took  it  up  directly,  and  held  it  under  a gas-light. 
The  pattern  was  blurred  lilac  lines,  running  across  and  across 
the  dingy  black  ground  in  a trellis-work  form.  I looked  at  the 
ends  ; one  of  them  was  torn  off. 

How  I managed  to  hide  the  breathless  surprise  into  which 
this  discovery  threw  me,  I cannot  say ; but  I certainly  contrived 
to  steady  my  voice  somehow,  and  to  ask  for  my  candles  calmly, 
AA^hen  the  man  and  woman  serving  in  the  shop,  having  disposed 
•of  their  other  customers,  inquired  of  me  what  I wanted. 

As  the  man  took  down  the  candles,  my  brain  Avas  all  in  a 
whirl  Avith  trying  to  think  how  I could  get  possession  of  the 
old  cravat  without  exciting  any  suspicion.  Chance,  and  a little 
quickness  on  my  part  in  taking  advantage  of  it,  put  the  object 
Avithin  my  reach  in  a moment.  The  man,  having  counted  out 
the  candles,  asked  the  woman  for  some  paper  to  wrap  them  in. 
She  produced  a piece  much  too  small  and  flimsy  for  the  purpose, 
and  declared,  when  he  called  for  something  better,  that  the 
day’s  supply  of  stout  paper  was  all  exhausted.  He  fleAV  into  a 
rage  with  her  for  managing  so  badly.  J ust  as  they  AA^ere  be- 
ginning to  quarrel  violently,  I stepped  back  to  the  rag-counter, 
took  the  old  cravat  carelessly  out  of  the  bundle,  and  said,  in  as 
light  a tone  as  I could  possibly  assume : — 

Come,  come ! don’t  let  my  candles  be  the  cause  of  hard 
Avords  between  you.  Tie  this  ragged  old  thing  round  them 
Avith  a bit  of  string,  and  I shall  carry  them  home  quite  com- 
fortably.” 

The  man  seemed  disposed  to  insist  on  the  stout  paper  being 
produced  ; but  the  woman,  as  if  she  was  glad  of  an  opportunity 
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of  spiting  Win,  snatched  the  candles  away,  and  tied  them  up  in 
a moment  in  the  torn  old  cravat.  I was  afraid  he  would  have 
struck  her  before  my  face,  he  seemed  in  such  a fury ; but, 
ibrtunately,  another  customer  came  in,  and  obliged  him  to  put 
liis  hands  to  peaceable  and  proper  uses. 

Quite  a bundle  of  all  sorts  on  the  opposite  counter  there,” 
I said  to  the  woman,  as  I paid  her  for  the  candles. 

Yes,  and  all  hoarded  up  for  sale  by  a poor  creature  with  a 
lazy  brute  of  a husband,  Avho  lets  his  wife  do  all  the  work, 
while  he  spends  all  the  mone}^,”  answered  the  woman,  with  a 
malicious  look  at  the  man  by  her  side. 

‘‘He  can’t  surely  have  much  money  to  spend,  if  his  wile  has 
no  better  work  to  do  than  picking  up  rags,”  said  I. 

“ It  isn’t  her  fault  if  slie  hasn’t  got  no  better,”  says  the 
v/oinan,  I'ather  angrily.  “ She’s  ready  to  turn  her  hand  to  any- 
thing. Charing,  washing,  laying-out,  keeping  empty  houses — 
nothing  comes  amiss  to  her.  She’s  my  half-sister,  and  I think 
I ought  to  know.” 

“ Did  you  say  she  went  out  charing?”  I asked,  making  be- 
lieve as  ii‘  I knew  of  somebody  who  might  employ  her. 

“ Yes,  of  course  I did,”  answered  the  woman ; “ and  if  you  can 
put  a job  into  her  hands,  you’ll  be  doing  a good  turn  to  a poor 
hard-working  creature  as  wants  it.  She  lives  down  the  mews 
here  to  the  right — name  of  Horlick,  and  as  honest  a woman  as 
ever  stood  in  shoe-leather.  How  then,  ma’am,  what  for  you  r” 

■ Another  customer  came  in  just  then,  and  occupied  her  at- 
tention. I left;  the  shop,  passed  the  turning  that  led  down  to 
the  Mews,  looked  up  at  the  name  of  the  street,  so  as  to  know 
how  to  find  it  again,  and  then  ran  home  as  fast  as  I could. 
Perhaps  it  was  the  remembrance  of  my  strange  dream  striking 
me  on  a sudden,  or  perhaps  it  was  the  shock  of  the  discovery 
I had  just  made,  but  I began  to  feel  frightened,  without  know- 
ing why,  and  anxious  to  be  under  shelter  in  my  own  room. 

If  Eobert  should  come  back ! Oh,  what  a relief  and  help  it 
would  be  now  if  Eobert  should  come  back ! 

May  1st.  On  getting  in- doors  last  night,  the  first  thing  I 
did,  after  striking  a light,  was  to  take  the  ragged  cravat  ofi*  the 
candles,  and  smooth  it  out  on  the  table  I then  took  ^the  end 
that  had  been  in  poor  Mary’s  hand  out  of  my  writing-desk,  and 
smoothed  that  out  too.  It  matched  tlie  torn  side  of  the  cravat 
e.xactly.  I put  them  together,  and  satisfied  myself  that  there 
was  not  a doubt  of  it. 

Not  once  did  I close  my  eyes  that  night.  A kind  of  fever 
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got  possession  of  me — a vehement  yearning  to  go  on  from  this 
first  discovery  and  find  out  more,  no  matter  what  the  risk  might 
be.  The  cravat  now  really  became,  to  my  mind,  the  clue  that 
I thought  I saw  in  my  dream— the  clue  that  I was  resolved  to 
follow.  I determined  to  go  to  Mrs.  Horlick  this  evening,  on 
*my  return  from  work. 

I found  the  Mews  easily.  A crook-backed  dwarf  of  a man 
was  lounging  at  the  corner  of  it,  smoking  his  pipe.  Not  liking 
his  looks,  I did  not  inquire  of  him  where  Mrs.  Horlick  lived, 
but  went  down  the  Mews  till  I met  with  a woman,  and  asked 
her.  She  directed  me  to  the  right  number.  I knocked  at  the 
door,  and  Mrs.  Horlick  herself — a lean,  ill-tempered,  miserable- 
looking  woman — answered  it.  I told  her  at  once  that  I had 
come  to  ask  what  her  terms  were  for  charing.  She  stared  at 
me  for  a moment,  then  answered  my  question  civilly  enough. 

‘‘  You  look  surprised  at  a stranger  like  me  finding  you  outj 
1 said.  “ I first  came  to  hear  of  you  last  night,  from  a relation 
of  yours,  in  rather  an  odd  way.” 

And  I told  her  all  that  had*  happened  in  the  chandler’s  shop, 
bringing  in  the  bundle  of  rags,  and  the  circumstance  of  my 
carrying  home  the  candles  in  the  old  torn  cravat,  as  often  as 
possible. 

It’s  the  first  time  I’ve  heard  of  anything  belonging  to  him . 
turning  out  any  use,”  said  Mrs.  Horlick,  bitterly. 

“ What,  the  spoilt  old  neck-handkerchief  belonged  to  your 
husband,  did  it  ?”  said  I at  a venture. 

‘‘  Yes  ; I pitched  his  rotten  rag  of  a neck-’andkercher  into 
the  bundle  along  with  the  rest ; and  I wish  I could  have  pitched 
him  in  after  it,”  said  Mrs.  Horlick.  “ I’d  sell  him  cheap  at 
any  rag-shop.  There  he  stands,  smoking  his  pipe  at  the  end  of 
the  Mews,  out  of  work  for  weeks  past,  the  idlest  humpbacked 
pig  in  all  London !” 

She  pointed  to  the  man  whom  I had  passed  on  entering  the 
Mews.  My  cheeks  began  to  burn  and  my  knees  to  tremble ; 
for  I knew  that  in  tracing  the  cravat  to  its  owner  I was  ad- 
vancing a step  towards  a fresh  discovery.  I wished  Mrs.  Hor- 
lick good  evening,  and  said  I would  write  and  mention  the  day 
on  which  I wanted  her. 

What  I had  just  been  told,  put  a thought  into  my  mind  that 
I was  afraid  to  follow  out.  I have  heard  people  talk  of  being 
light-headed,  and  I felt  as  I have  heard  them  say  they  felt, 
when  I retraced  my  steps  up  the  Mews.  My  head  got  giddy, 
and  my  eyes  seemed  able  to  see  nothing  but  the  figure  of  the 
little  crook-backed  man,  still  smoking  his  pipe  in  his  former 
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place,  I could  see  nothing  but  that ; I could  think  of  nothing 
but  the  mark  of  the  blow  on  my  poor  lost  Mary’s  temple.  I 
know  that  I must  have  been  light-headed,  for  as  I came  close 
to  the  crook-backed  man,  I stopped  without  meaning  it.  The 
minute  before,  there  had  been  no  idea  in  me  of  speaking  to  him. 
I did  not  know  how  to  speak,  or  in  what  way  it  would  be  safest 
to  begin.  And  yet,  the  moment  I came  face  to  face  with  him, 
something  out  of  myself  seemed  to  stop  me,  and  to  make  me 
speak  without  considering  beforehand,  without  thinking  of  con- 
sequences ; without  knowing,  I may  almost  say,  what  words  I 
was  uttering  till  the  instant  when  they  rose  to  my  lips. 

When  your  old  neck-tie  was  torn,  did  you  know  that  one 
end  of  it  went  to  the  rag-shop,  and  the  other  fell  into  my 
hands  ?” 

I said  these  bold  words  to  him  suddenly,  and,  as  it  seemed, 
without  my  own  will  taking  any  part  in  them. 

He  started,  stared,  changed  colour.  He  was  too  much 
amazed  by  my  sudden  speaking  to  find  an  answer  for  me. 
When  he  did  open  his  lips,  it  was  to  say,  rather  to  himself  than 
me : — 


“ You’re  not  the  girl.” 

‘‘Ho,”  I said,  with  a strange  choking  at  my  heart.  “I’m 
her  friend.” 

By  this  time  he  had  recovered  his  surprise,  and  he  seemed 
to  be  aware  that  he  had  let  out  more  than  he  ought. 

“ You  may  be  anybody’s  friend  you  like,”  he  said  brutally, 
“ so  long  as  you  don’t  come  jabbering  nonsense  here.  I don’t 
know  you,  and  I don’t  understand  your  jokes.” 

He  turned  quickly  away  from  me  when  he  had  said  the  last 
words.  He  had  never  once  looked  fairly  at  me  since  I first 
spoke  to  him. 

Was  it  his  hand  that  had  struck  the  blow  ? 

I had  only  sixpence  in  my  pocket,  but  I took  it  out  and  fol- 
lowed him.  If  it  had  been  a five-pound  note,  I should  have 
done  the  same  in  the  stare  I was  in  then. 

“ Would  a pot  of  beer  help  you  to  understand  me  ?”  I said, 
and  offered  him  the  sixpence. 

“ A pot  ain’t  no  great  things,”  he  answered,  taking  the  six- 
pence doubtfully. 

“ It  may  lead  to  something  better,”  I said. 

His  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and  he  came  close  to  me.  Oh, 
how  my  legs  trembled ! — How  my  head  swam  ! 

“ This  is  all  in  a friendly  way,  is  it  ?”  he  asked 
whisper. 
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I nodded  my  head.  At  that  moment,  I could  not  have 
spoken  for  worlds. 

‘^Friendly,  of  course,”  he  went  on  to  himself,  ^‘or  there 
would  have  been  a policeman  in  it.  She  told  you,  I suppose, 
that  I wasn’t  the  man  ?” 

I nodded  my  head  again.  It  was  all  I could  do  to  keep  my- 
self standing  upright. 

‘‘  I suppose  it’s  a case  of  threatening  to  have  him  up,  and 
make  him  settle  it  quietly  for  a pound  or  two  ? How  much  for 
me  if  you  lay  hold  of  him  ?” 

Half.” 

I began  to  be  afraid  that  he  would  suspect  something  if  I 
was  still  silent.  The  wretch’s  eyes  twinkled  again,  and  he  came 
closer. 

“ I drove  him  to  the  Red  Lion,  corner  of  Dodd  Street  and 
Rudgely  Street.  The  house  was  shut  up,  but  he  was  let  in  at 
the  jug  and  bottle-door,  like  a man  who  was  known  to  the  land- 
lord. That’s  as  much  as  I can  tell  you,  and  I’m  certain  I’m 
right.  He  was  the  last  fare  I took  up  at  night.  The  next 
morning  master  give  me  the  sack.  Said  I cribbed  his  corn  and 
his  fares.  I wish  I had  !” 

I gathered  from  this  that  the  crook-backed  man  had  been  a 
cab -driver. 

Why  don’t  you  speak  ?”  he  asked  suspiciously.  Has  she 
been  telling  you  a pack  of  lies  about  me  ? AYhat  did  she  say 
wlien  she  came  home?” 

What  ought  she  to  have  said  ?” 

‘‘  She  ought  to  have  said  my  fare  was  drunk,  and  she  came 
in  the  way  as  he  was  going  to  get  into  the  cab.  That’s  what 
she  ought  to  have  said,  to  begin  with.” 

But  after.” 

‘‘  Well,  after.  My  fare,  by  way  of  larking  with  her,  puts  out 
his  leg  for  to  trip  her  up,  and  she  stumbles  and  catches  at  me 
for  to  save  herself,  and  tears  off  one  of  the  limp  ends  of  my 
rotten  old  tie.  ‘ What  do  you  mean  by  that,  you  brute  ?’  says 
she,  turning  round,  as  soon  as  she  was  steady  on  her  legs,  to  my 
fare.  Says  my  fare  to  her,  ‘ I means  to  teach  you  to  keep  a 
civil  tongue  in  your  head.’  And  he  ups  with  his  fist,  and — 
what’s  come  to  you,  now  ? What  are  you  looking  at  me  like 
that  for  ? How  do  you  think  a man  of  my  size  was  to  take  her 
part,  against  a man  big  enough  to  have  eaten  me  up  ? Look 
as  much  as  you  like,  in  my  place  you  would  have  done  what  I 
'done — drove  off  when  he  shook  his  fist  at  you,  and  swore  he’d 
be  the  death  of  you  if  you  didn’t  start  your  horse  in.  no  time.” 
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I saw  he  was  working  himself  up  into  a rage ; but  I could 
not,  if  my  life  had  depended  on  it,  have  stood  near  him,  or 
looked  at  him,  any  longer.  I just  managed  to  stammer  out 
that  I had  been  walking  a long  way,  and  that,  not  being  used 
to  much  exercise,  I felt  faint  and  giddy  with  fatigue.  He  only 
changed  from  angry  to  sulky,  when  I made  that  excuse  I got 
a little  further  away  from  him,  and  then  added,  that  if  he 
would  be  at  the  Mews  entrance  the  next  evening,  I should  have 
something  more  to  say,  and  something  more  to  give  him.  He 
grumbled  a few  suspicious  words  in  answer,  about  doubting 
whether  he  should  trust  me  to  come  back.  Tortunately,  at 
that  moment,  a policeman  passed  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
way.  He  slunk  down  the  Mews  immediately,  and  I was  free 
to  make  my  escape. 

How  I got  home,  I can’t  say,  except  that  T think  I ran  the 
greater  part  of  the  way.  Sally  opened  the  door,  and  asked  if 
anything  was  the  matter  the  moment  she  saw  my  face.  I an- 
swered, ‘‘  Nothing!  nothing!”  Slie  stopped  me  as  I was  going 
into  my  room,  and  said : — 

Smooth  your  hair  a bit,  and  put  your  collar  straight. 
There’s  a gentleman  in  there  waiting  for  you.” 

My  heart  gave  one  great  bound — I knew  who  it  was  in  an 
instant,  and  rushed  into  the  room  like  a mad  woman. 

Oh,  Hobert ! Robert !” 

All  my  heart  went  out  to  him  in  those  two  little  words. 

‘‘  Good  God,  Anne ! has  anything  happened  ? Are  you  ill  ?” 

Mary ! my  poor,  lost,  murdered,  dear,  dear  Mary  !” 

That  was  all  I could  say  before  I fell  on  his  breast. 

May  2nd.  Misfortunes  and  disappointments  have  saddened 
him  a little ; but  towards  me  he  is  unaltered.  He  is  as  good, 
as  kind,  as  gently  and  truly  affectionate  as  ever.  I believe  no 
other  man  in  the  wmrld  could  have  listened  to  the  story  of 
Mary’s  death  with  such  tenderness  and  pity  as  he.  Instead  of 
cutting  me  short  anywhere,  he  drew  me  on  to  tell  more  than  I 
had  intended ; and  his  first  generous  words,  when  I had  done, 
were  to  assure  me  that  he  would  see  himself  to  the  grass  being 
laid  and  the  flowers  planted  on  Mary’s  grave.  I could  almost 
liave  gone  on  my  knees  and  worshipped  him  when  he  made  me 
that  promise. 

Surely,  this  best,  and  kindest,  and  noblest  of  men  cannot 
always  be  unfortunate!  My  cheeks  burn  when  I think  that  he 
has  come  back  with  only  a few  pounds  in  his  pocket,  after  all 
his  hard  and  honest  struggles  to  do  well  in  America.  They 
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must  be  bad  people  there,  when  such  a man  as  Kobert  cannot 
get  on  among  them.  He  now  talivs  calmly  and  resignedly  of 
trying  for  any  one  of  the  lowest  employments  by  which  a man 
can  earn  his  bread  honestly  in  this  great  city — he  who  knows 
French,  who  can  write  so  beautifully!  Oh,  if  the  people  who 
liave  places  to  give  away  only  knew  Eobert  as  well  as  I do, 
what  a salary  he  would  have,  what  a post  he  would  be  chosen 
to  occupy ! 

I am  writing  these  lines  alone,  while  he  has  gone  to  the  Mews 
to  treat  with  the  dastardly,  heartless  wretch  with  whom  I spoke 
yesterday . 

Eobert  says  the  creature — I won’t  call  him  a man — must  be 
Immoiired  and  kept  deceived  about  poor  Mary’s  end,  in  order 
that  we  may  discover  and  bring  to  justice  the  monster  whose 
drunken  blow  was  the  death  of  her.  I shall  know  no  ease  of 
mind  till  her  murderer  is  secured,  and  till  I am  certain  that  he 
will  be  made  to  sulfer  for  his  crimes.  I wanted  to  go  with 
Eobert  to  the  Mews  ; but  he  said  it  was  best  that  he  should 
carry  out  the  rest  of  the  investigation  alone ; for  my  strength 
and  resolution  had  been  too  hardly  taxed  already.  He  said 
more  words  in  praise  of  me  for  what  I have  been  able  to  do  up 
to  this  time,  which  I am  almost  ashamed  to  write  down  with 
my  own  pen.  Besides,  there  is  no  need — praise  from  his  lips 
is  one  of  the  things  that  I can  trust  my  memory  to  preserve  to 
the  latest  day  of  my  life. 

May  3rd.  Eobert  was  very  long  last  night  before  he  came 
back  to  tell  me  what  he  had  done.  He  easily  recognised  the 
hunchback  at  the  corner  of  the  Mews,  by  my  description  of 
iiim ; but  he  found  it  a hard  matter,  even  with  the  help  of 
money,  to  overcome  the  cowardly  wretch’s  distrust  of  him  as  a 
stranger  and  a man.  However,  when  this  had  been  accom- 
plished, the  main  difGiculty  was  conquered.  The  hunchback, 
excited  by  the  promise  of  more  money,  went  at  once  to  the 
Eed  Lion  to  inquire  about  the  person  whom  he  had  driven 
tl’iere  in  his  cab.  Eobert  followed  him,  and  waited  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  street.  The  tidings  brought  by  the  cabman  were  of 
the  most  unexpected  kind.  The  murderer — I can  write  of  him 
by  no  other  name — had  fallen  ill  on  the  very  night  when  he 
w as  driven  to  the  Eed  Lion,  had  taken  to  his  bed  there  and 
then,  and  was  still  confined  to  it  at  that  very  moment.  His 
disease  was  of  a kind  that  is  brought  on  by  excessive  drinking, 
and  that  affects  the  mind  as  well  as  the  body.  The  people  at 
the  public-house  called  it  tlie  Horrors. 
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Hearing  these  things,  Hobert  determined  to  see  if  he  could 
not  find  out  something  more  for  himself,  by  going  and  inquiring 
at  the  public-house,  in  the  character  of  one  of  the  friends  of 
the  sick  man  in  bed  upstairs.  He  made  two  important  disco- 
veries. First,  he  found  out  the  name  and  address  of  the  doctor 
in  attendance.  Secondly,  he  entrapped  the  barman  into  men- 
tioning the  murderous  wretch  by  his  name.  This  last  discovery 
adds  an  unspeakably  fearful  interest  to  the  dreadful  misfortune 
of  Mary’s  death.  ISToah  Truscott,  as  she  told  me  herself  in  the 
last  conversation  I ever  had  with  her,  was  the  name  of  the  man 
whose  drunken  example  ruined  her  father;  and  Hoah  Truscott 
is  also  the  name  of  the  man  whose  drunken  fury  killed  her. 
There  is  something  that  makes  one  shudder,  something  super- 
natural in  this  awful  fact.  Robert  agrees  with  me  that  the 
hand  of  Providence  must  have  guided  my  steps  to  that  shop 
from  which  all  the  discoveries  since  made  took  their  rise.  He 
says  he  believes  we  are  the  instruments  of  effecting  a righteous 
retribution ; and,  if  he  spends  his  last  farthing,  he  wfll  have 
the  investigation  brought  to  its  full  end  in  a court  of  justice. 

May  4th.  Robert  went  to-day  to  consult  a lawyer  whom 
he  knew  in  former  times.  The  lawyer  was  much  interested, 
though  not  so  seriously  impressed  as  he  ought  to  have  been  by 
the  story  of  Mary’s  death  and  of  the  events  that  have  followed 
it.  He  gave  Robert  a confidential  letter  to  take  to  the  doctor 
in  attendance  on  the  double-dyed  villain  at  the  Red  Lion. 
Robert  left  the  letter,  and  called  again  and  saw  the  doctor, 
who  said  his  patient  was  getting  better,  and  would  most  likely 
be  up  again  in  ten  days  or  a fortnight.  This  statement  Robert 
communicated  to  the  lawyer,  and  the  lawyer  has  undertaken  to 
have  the  public-house  properly  watched,  and  the  hunchback 
(who  is  the  most  important  witness)  sharply  looked  after  for 
the  next  fortnight,  or  longer,  if  necessary.  Here,  then,  the 
progress  of  this  dreadful  business  stops  for  awhile. 

May  5th.  Robert  has  got  a little  temporary  employment  in 
copying  for  his  friend  the  lawyer.  I am  working  harder  than 
ever  at  my  needle,  to  make  up  for  the  time  that  has  been  lost 
lately. 

May  6th.  To-day  was  Sunday,  and  Robert  proposed  that 
we  should  go  and  look  at  Mary’s  grave.  He,  who  forgets  no- 
thing where  a kindness  is  to  be  done,  has  found  time  to  per- 
form the  promise  he  made  to  me  on  the  night  when  we  first 
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met.  The  grave  is  already,  by  liis  orders,  covered  uith  turf, 
and  planted  round  with  shrubs.  Some  flowers,  and  a low  head- 
stone, are  to  be  added  to  make  the  place  look  worthier  of  my 
poor  lost  darling  who  is  beneath  it.  Oh ! I hope  I shall  live 
long  after  I am  married  to  Eobert!  I want  so  much  time  to 
show  him  all  my  gratitude ! 

May  20th.  A hard  trial  to  my  courage  to-day.  I have  gken 
evidence  at  the  police-office,  and  have  seen  the  monster  who 
murdered  her. 

I could  only  look  at  him  once.  I could  just  see  that  he  was 
a giant  in  size,  and  that  he  kept  his  dull,  lowering,  bestial  face 
turned  towards  the  witness  box,  and  his  bloodshot,  vacant  eyes 
staring  on  me.  For  an  instant  I tried  to  confront  that  look  ; 
for  an  instant  I kept  my  attention  fixed  on  him — on  his  blotched 
face,  on  the  short  grizzled  hair  above  it — on  his  knotty,  mur- 
derous right  hand,  hanging  loose  over  the  bar  in  front  of  him, 
like  the  paw  of  a wild  beast  over  the  edge  of  its  den.  Then 
the  horror  of  him — the  double  horror  of  confronting  him,  in 
the  first  place,  and  afterwards  of  seeing  that  he  was  an  old 
man — overcame  me ; and  I turned  away,  fain,  sick,  and  shud-^ 
dering.  I never  faced  him  again  ; and  at  the  end  of  my  evi- 
dence Eobert  considerately  took  me  out. 

When  we  met  once  more  at  the  end  of  the  examination, 
Eobert  told  me  that  the  prisoner  never  spoke,  and  never 
changed  his  position.  He  was  either  fortified  by  the  cruel 
composure  of  a savage,  or  his  faculties  had  not  yet  thoroughly 
recovered  from  the  disease  that  had  so  lately  shaken  them. 
The  magistrate  seemed  to  doubt  if  he  was  in  his  right  mind; 
but  the  evidence  of  the  medical  man  relieved  him  from  this 
uncertainty,  and  the  prisoner  was  committed  for  trial  on  a 
charge  of  manslaughter. 

Why  not  on  a charge  of  murder  ? Eobert  explained  the  law 
to  me  when  I asked  that  question.  I accepted  the  explanation, 
but  it  did  not  satisfy  me.  Mary  Mallinson  was  killed  by  a 
blow  from  the  hand  of  Hoah  Truscott.  That  is  murder  in  the 
sight  of  Grod.  Why  not  murder  in  the  sight  of  the  law  also  ? 

##*#*** 

June  18th.  To-morrow  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  trial  at 
the  Old  Bailey. 

Before  sunset  this  evening,  I went  to  look  at  Mary’s  grave. 
The  turf  has  grown  so  green  since  I saw  it  last ; and  the  flowers 
are  springing  up  so  prettily.  A bird  w^as  perched,  dressing  his 
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feathers,  on  the  low  white  head-stone  that  bears  the  inscription 
of  her  name  and  age.  I did  not  go  near  enough  to  disturb  lha 
little  creature.  He  looked  innocent  and  pretty  on  the  grave, 
as  Mary  herself  Avas  in  her  life-time.  When  he  dew  away,  I 
went  and  sat  for  a little  by  the  headstone,  and  read  the  mourn- 
ful lines  on  it.  Oh  ! my  love  ! my  love  ! what  harm  or  wrong 
had  you  ever  done  m this  world,  that  you  should  die  at  eighteen 
by  a blow  from  a drunkard’s  hand  ? 

June  19th.  The  trial.  My  experience  of  what  happened 
at  it  is  limited,  like  my  experience  of  the  examination  at  the 
police-olS.ee,  to  the  time  occupied  in  giving  my  own  evidence. 
They  made  me  say  much  more  than  I said  before  the  magis- 
trate. Between  examination  and  cross-examination,  I had  to 
go  into  almost  all  the  particulars  about  poor  Mary  and  her 
funeral  that  I have  written  in  this  journal ; the  jury  listening 
to  every  word  I spoke  with  the  most  anxious  attention.  At 
the  end,  the  judge  said  a fe^v  w^ords  to  me  approving  of  my 
conduct,  and  then  there  was  a clapping  of  hands  among  the 
people  in  court.  I was  so  agitated  and  excited  that  I trembled 
all  over  when  they  let  me  go  out  into  the  air  again. 

I looked  at  the  prisoner  both  wdien  I entered  the  witness- 
box  and  wf^en  I left  it.  The  lowering  brutality  of  his  face  was 
unchanged,  but  his  faculties  seemed  to  be  more  alive  and  ob- 
servant than  they  were  at  the  policc-olEce.  A frightful  blue 
change  passed  over  his  face  ; and  lie-  drew  his  breath  so  heavily 
that  the  gasps  were  distinctly  audible,  while  I mentioned  Mary 
by  name,  and  described  the  mark  of  the  blow  on  her  temple. 
When  they  asked  me  if  I knew  anything  of  the  prisoner,  and  I 
answered  that  I only  knew  what  Mary  herself  had  told  me 
about  his  having  been  her  father’s  ruin,  he  gave  a kind  of  groan, 
and  struck  both  his  hands  heavily  on  the  dock.  And  when  I 
passed  beneath  him  on  my  way  out  of  court,  he  leaned  over 
suddenly,  whether  to  speak  to  me  or  to  strike  me  I can’t  say, 
for  he  was  immediately  made  to  stand  upright  again  by  the 
turnkeys  on  either  side  of  him.  While  the  evidence  proceeded 
(as  Robert  described  it  to  me),  the  signs  that  he  was  suffering 
under  superstitious  terror  became  more  and  more  apparent ; 
until,  at  last,  just  as  the  lawyer  appointed  to  defend  him  was 
rising  to  speak,  he  suddenly  cried  out,  in  a voice  that  startled 
everyone,  up  to  the  very  judge  on  the  bench,  “ Stop  !” 

There  was  a pause,  and  all  eyes  looked  at  him.  The  perspira- 
tion was  pouring  over  his  face  like  water,  and  he  made  strange 
uncouth  signs  with  his  hands  to  the  judge  opposite.  “ Stop  all 
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tliis  r*  lie  cried  out.  ‘‘  I’ve  been  the  ruin  of  the  father,  and  the 
death  of  the  child.  Hang  me  before  I do  more  harm ! Hang 
me,  for  Grod’s  sake,  out  of  the  way  !”  As  soon  as  the  shock 
produced  by  this  extraordinary  interruption  had  subsided,  he 
was  removed,  and  there  followed  a long  discussion  about  whe- 
ther he  was  of  sound  mind,  or  not.  The  matter  was  left  to 
the  jury  to  decide  by  their  verdict.  They  found  him  guilty  of 
the  charge  of  manslaughter,  without  the  excuse  of  insanity. 
He  was  brought  up  again,  and  condemned  to  transportation 
for  life.  All  he  did,  on  hearing  the  dreadful  sentence,  was  to 
reiterate  his  desperate  words,  “ Hang  me  before  I do  more 
harm ! Hang  me,  for  Grod’s  sake,  out  of  the  way  !” 

June  20th.  I made  yesterday’s  entry  in  sadness  of  heart,  and 
I have  not  been  better  in  my  spirits  to-day.  It  is  something 
to  have  brought  the  murderer  to  the  punishment  that  he  de- 
serves. But  the  knowledge  that  this  most  righteous  act  of 
retribution  is  accomplished,  brings  no  consolation  with  it.  The 
law  does  indeed  punish  Noah  Truscott  for  his  crime ; but  can 
it  raise  up  Mary  Mallinson  from  her  last  resting-place  in  the 
churchyard  ? 

While  writing  of  the  law,  I ought  to  record  that  the  heart- 
less wretch  who  allowed  Mary  to  be  struck  down  in  his  pre- 
sence without  making  an  attempt  to  defend  her,  is  not  likely 
to  escape  with  perfect  impunity.  The  policeman  who  looked 
after  him,  to  insure  his  attendance  at  the  trial,  discovered  that 
he  had  committed  past  offences,  for  which  the  law  can  make 
him  answer.  A summons  was  executed  upon  him,  and  he  was 
taken  before  the  magistrate  the  moment  he  left  the  court  after 
giving  his  evidence. 

I had  just  written  these  few  lines,  and  was  closing  my 
journal,  when  there  came  a knock  at  the  door.  I answered  it, 
t iiinking  Bobert  had  called  on  his  way  home  to  say  good-night, 
a::d  found  myself  face  to  face  with  a strange  gentleman,  who 
immediately  asked  for  Anne  Bodway.  On  hearing  that  I was 
the  person  inquired  for,  he  requested  five  minutes’  conversation 
with  me.  I showed  him  into  the  little  empty  room  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  and  waited,  rather  surprised  and  fluttered, 
to  hear  what  he  had  to  say. 

He  w’as  a dark  man,  with  a serious  manner,  and  a short, 
stem  way  of  speaking.  I was  certain  that  he  was  a stranger, 
and  yet  there  seemed  something  in  his  face  not  unfamiliar  to 
me.  He  began  by  taking  a newspaper  from  his  pocket,  and 
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asking  me  if  I was  the  person  who  had  given  evidence  at  the 
trial  of  Noah  Truscott  on  a charge  of  manslaughter  ? I an* 
swered  immediately  that  I was. 

‘‘I  have  been  for  nearly  two  years  in  London,  seeking  Mary 
Mallinson,  and  always  seeking  her  in  vain,”  he  said.  “ The 
first  and  only  news  I have  had  of  her  I found  in  the  report 
of  the  trial  yesterday.” 

He  still  spoke  calmly,  but  there  was  something  in  the  look 
of  his  eyes  vfhich  showed  me  that  he  was  suffering  in  spirit. 
A sudden  nervousness  overcame  me,  and  I was  obliged  to  sit 
down. 

“You  knew  Mary  Mallinson,  sir?”  I asked,  as  quietly  as  I 
could. 

“ I am  her  brother.” 

I clasped  my  hands,  and  hid  my  face  in  despair.  Oh,  the 
bitterness  of  heart  with  which  I heard  him  say  those  simple 
words. 

“ You  were  very  kind  to  her,”  said  the  calm,  tearless  man. 
“ In  her  name,  and  for  her  sake,  I thank  you.” 

“ Oh,  sir,”  I said,  “ why  did  you  never  write  to  her  when 
you  were  in  foreign  parts  ?” 

“ I wrote  often,”  he  answered ; “ but  each  of  my  letters 
contained  a remittance  of  money.  Did  Mary  tell  you  she  had 
a stepmother  ? If  she  did,  you  may  guess  why  none  of  my 
letters  were  allowed  to  reach  her.  I now  know  that  this 
woman  robbed  my  sister.  Has  she  lied  in  telling  me  that  she 
was  never  informed  of  Mary’s  place  of  abode  ?” 

I remembered  that  Mary  had  never  communicated  with  her 
stepmother  after  the  separation,  and  could  therefore  assure  him 
that  the  woman  had  spoken  the  truth. 

He  paused  for  a moment  after  that,  and  sighed.  Then  he 
took  out  a pocket-book,  and  said : — 

“ I have  already  arranged  for  the  payment  of  any  legal  ex- 
penses that  may  have  been  incurred  by  the  trial ; but  I have 
still  to  reimburse  you  for  the  funeral  charges  which  you  se 
generously  defrayed.  Excuse  my  speaking  bluntly  on  this 
subject ; I am  accustomed  to  look  on  all  matters  where  money 
is  concerned,  purely  as  matters  of  business.” 

I saw  that  he  was  taking  several  bank-notes  out  of  the 
pocket-book,  and  stopped  him. 

“ I will  gratefully  receive  back  the  little  money  I actually 
paid,  sir,  because  I am  not  well  off,  and  it  would  be  an  ungra- 
cious act  of  pride  in  me  to  refuse  it  from  you,”  I said.  “ But 
1 see  you  handling  bank-notes,  au'^  one  of  which  is  far  beyond 
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the  amount  you  have  to  repay  me.  Pray  put  them  back,  sir. 
What  I did  for  your  poor  lost  sister,  I did  from  my  love  and 
fondness  for  her.  You  have  thanked  me  for  that ; and  your 
thanks  are  all  I can  receive.” 

He  had  hitherto  concealed  his  feelings,  but  I saw  them  now 
begin  to  - get  the  better  of  him.  His  eyes  softened,  and  ha 
took  my  hand  and  squeezed  it  hard. 

“I  beg  your  pardon,”  he  said.  ‘‘I  beg  your  pardon,  with 
all  my  heart.” 

There  was  silence  between  us,  for  I was  crying ; and  I be- 
lieve, at  heart,  he  was  crying  too.  At  last,  he  dropped  my 
baud,  and  seemed  to  change  back,  by  an  effort,  to  his  former 
calmness. 

“ Is  there  no  one  belonging  to  you  to  whom  I can  be  of 
service  ?”  he  asked.  I see  among  the  witnesses  on  the  trial 
the  name  of  a young  man  who  appears  to  have  assisted  in 
the  inquiries  which  led  to  the  prisoner’s  conviction.  Is  he  a 
relation  ?” 

“No,  sir ; at  least,  not  now — but  I hope — ” 

“What?” 

“ I hope  that  he  may,  one  day,  be  the  nearest  and  dearest 
relation  to  me  that  a woman  can  have.”  I said  those  words 
boldly,  because  I was  afraid  of  his  otherwise  taking  some 
wrong  view  of  the  connection  between  Hobert  and  me. 

“ One  day  ?”  he  repeated.  “ One  day  may  be  a long  time 
hence.” 

“ We  are  neither  of  us  well  off,  sir,”  I said.  “ One  day 
means  the  day  when  we  are  a little  richer  than  we  are  now.” 

“ Is  the  young  man  educated  ? Can  he  produce  testimonials 
to  his  character  ? Oblige  me  by  writing  his  name  and  address 
down  on  the  back  of  that  card.” 

When  I had  obeyed,  in  a handwriting  which  I am  afraid  did 
me  no  credit,  he  took  out  another  card,  and  gave  it  to  me. 

“I  shall  leave  England  to-morrow,”  he  said.  “There  is 
nothing  now  to  keep  me  in  my  own  country.  If  you  are  ever 
in  any  difficulty  or  distress  (which,  I pray  God,  you  may 
never  be),  apply  to  my  London  agent,  whose  address  you  have 
there.” 

He  stopped,  and  looked  at  me  attentively — then  took  my 
hand  again. 

“ Where  is  she  buried  ?”  he  said  suddenly,  in  a quick 
whisper,  turning  his  head  away. 

I told  him,  and  added  that  we  had  made  the  grave  as  beau- 
tiful as  we  could  with  grass  and  flowers. 
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I saw  his  lips  whiten  and  tremble. 

God  bless  and  reward  yon he  said,  and  drew  me  towards 
him  quickly,  and  kissed  my  forehead.  I was  quite  overcome, 
and  sank  down,  and  Ind  my  face  on  the  table.  When  i 
looked  up  again,  he  was  gone. 

# # 

June  25th,  1841.  I write  these  lines  on  my  wedding  morn- 
ing, when  little  more  than  a year  has  passed  since  Eobert  re- 
turned to  England. 

His  salary  was  increased  yesterday  to  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  a-year.  If  I only  knew  where  Mr.  Mallinson  was,  1 
would  write  and  tell  him  of  our  present  happiness.  But  for 
the  situation  which  his  kindness  procured  for  Eobert,  we  might 
still  have  been  waiting  vainly  for  the  day  that  has  now  come. 

I am  to  work  at  home  for  the  future,  and  Sally  is  to  help  us 
in  our  new  abode.  If  Mary  could  have  lived  to  see  this  day  ! 
I am  not  ungrateful  for  my  blessings  ; but,  oh,  how  I miss  that 
sweet  face,  on  this  morning  of  all  others ! 

I got  up  to-day  early  enough  to  go  alone  to  the  grave,  and 
to  gather  the  nosegay  that  now  lies  before  me  from  the  flowers 
that  grow  round  it.  I shall  put  it  in  my  bosom  when  Eobert 
comes  to  fetch  me  to  the  church.  Mary  would  have  been  my 
bridesmaid  if  she  had  lived  ; and  I can’t  forget  Mary,  even  on 
iry  wedding  day ! ^ ^ 
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The  last  words  of  the  last  story  fell  low  and  trembling  fro  in 
Owen’s  lips.  He  waited  for  a moment,  while  Jessie  dried  the 
tears  which  Anne  Eodway’s  simple  diary  liad  drawn  from  her 
warm  young  heart,  then  closed  the  manuscript,  and,  taking  her 
hand,  patted  it  in  his  gentle,  fatherly  way. 

“ You  will  be  glad  to  hear,  my  love,”  he  said,  ‘‘  that  I can 
speak  from  personal  experience  of  Anne  Eodway’s  happiness. 
She  came  to  live  in  my  parish  soon  after  the  trial  at  which  she 
appeared  as  chief  witness  ; and  I was  the  clergyman  who  mar- 
ried her.  Months  before  that,  I knew  her  story,  and  had  read 
those  portions  of  her  diary  which  you  have  just  heard.  When 
I made  her  my  little  present  on  her  w'edding-day,  and  when  she 
gratefully  entreated  me  to  tell  her  what  she  could  do  for  me  in 
return,  I asked  her  for  a copy  of  her  diary  to  keep  among  the 
papers  that  I treasured  most.  ‘The  reading  of  it  now  and 
then,’  I said,  ‘ will  encourage  that  faith  in  the  brighter  and 
better  part  of  human  nature  which  I hope,  by  Grod’s  help,  to 
preserve  pure  to  my  dying  day.’  In  that  way  I became  pos- 
sessed of  the  manuscript : it  was  Anne’s  husband  who  made 
the  copy  for  me.  You  have  noticed  a few  withered  leaves  scat- 
tered here  and  there  betw^een  the  pages.  They  w^ere  put  there, 
years  since,  by  the  bride’s  own  hand— they  are  all  that  now^  re- 
main of  the  flowers  tliat  Anne  Eodw^ay  gathered  on  her  mar- 
riage morning  from  Mary  Mallinson’s  grave.” 

Jessie  tried  to  answer,  but  the  w^ords  failed  on  her  lips.  Be- 
tween the  efiect  of  the  story,  and  the  anticipation  of  the  partin^ 
now  so  near  at  hand,  the  good,  impulsh'e,  affectionate  creature 
was  fairly  overcome.  She  laid  her  head  on  Owen’s  shoulder, 
and  kept  tight  hold  of  his  hand,  and  let  her  heart  speak  simply 
for  itself,  without  attempting  to  heln  it  by  a single  w'ord. 
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The  silence  that  followed  was  broken  harshly  by  the  Tower 
clock.  The  heavy  hammer  slowly  rang  out  ten  strokes  through 
the  gloomy  night-time  and  the  dying  storm. 

I waited  till  the  last  humming  echo  of  the  clock  fainted  into 
dead  stillness.  I listened  once  more  attentively,  and  again 
listened  in  vain.  Then  I rose,  and  proposed  to  my  brothers 
that  we  should  leave  our  guest  to  compose  herself  for  the 
night. 

When  Owen  and  Morgan  were  ready  to  quit  the  room,  I 
took  her  by  the  hand,  and  drew  her  a little  aside. 

“ You  leave  us  early,  my  dear,”  I said,  but  before  you  go 
to-morrow  morning — ’’ 

I stopped,  to  listen  for  the  last  time,  before  the  words  were 
spoken  which  committed  me  to  the  desperate  experiment  of 
pleading  Greorge’s  cause  in  defiance  of  his  own  request. 
Nothing  caught  my  ear  but  the  sweep  of  the  weary  weakened 
wind,  and  the  melancholy  surging  of  the  shaken  trees. 

“But  before  you  go  to-morrow  morning,”  I resumed,  “I 
want  to  speak  to  you  in  private.  We  shall  breakfast  at  eight 
o’clock.  Is  it  asking  too  much  to  beg  you  to  come  and  see  me 
alone  in  my  study  at  half-past  seven  ?” 

Just  as  her  lips  opened  to  answer  me,  I saw  a change  pass 
over  her  face.  I had  kept  her  hand  in  mine  while  I was  speak- 
ing, and  I must  have  pressed  it  unconsciously  so  hard  as  almost 
to  hurt  her.  She  may  even  have  uttered  a few  words  of  re- 
monstrance ; but  they  never  reached  me — my  whole  hearing 
sense  was  seized,  absorbed,  petrified.  At  the  very  instant  when 
I had  ceased  speaking,  I,  and  I alone,  heard  a faint  sound — a 
sound  that  was  new  to  me — fly  past  the  Grien  Tower  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind. 

“ Open  the  window  for  Grod’s  sake,”  I cried. 

My  hand  mechanically  held  hers  tighter  and  tighter.  She 
struggled  to  free  it,  looking  hard  at  me  with  pale  cheeks  and 
frightened  eyes.  Owen  hastened  up  and  released  her,  and  put 
his  arms  round  me. 

“ Grrffith,  Grriffith !”  he  whispered — “ control  yourself  for 
Greorge’s  sake.” 

Morgan  hurried  to  the  window,  and  threw  it  wide  open. 

The  wind  and  rain  rushed  in  fiercely.  Welcome,  welcome 
wind!  They  all  heard  it  now.  Oh,  Bather  in  Heaven,  so 
merciful  to  fathers  on  earth,  my  son,  my  son  1 

It  came  in,  louder  and  louder  with  every  gust  of  wind — the 
joyous,  rapid,  gathering  roll  of  wheels.  My  eyes  fastened  on 
her  as  if  they  could  see  to  her  heart,  while  she  stood  therewith. 
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her  sweet  face  turned  on  me,  all  pale  and  startled.  I tried  to 
speak  to  her — I tried  to  break  away  from  Owen’s  arms,  to 
throw  my  own  arms  round  her,  to  keep  her  on  my  bosom  till 
he  came  to  take  her  from  me.  But  all  my  strength  had  gone 
in  the  long  waiting  and  the  long  suspense.  My  head  sank  on 
Owen’s  breast — but  I still  heard  the  wheels.  Morgan  loosened 
my  cravat,  and  sprinkled  water  over  my  face — I still  heard  the 
wheels.  The  poor  terrified  girl  ran  into  her  room,  and  came 
back  with  her  smelling  salts — I heard  the  carriage  stop  at  the 
house.  The  room  whirled  round  and  round  with  me — but  I 
heard  the  eager  hurry  of  footsteps  in  the  hall,  and  the  opening 
of  the  door.  In  another  moment  my  son’s  voice  rose  clear  and 
cheerful  from  below,  greeting  the  old  servants  who  loved  him. 
The  dear  familiar  tones  just  poured  into  my  ear — and  then^ 
the  moment  they  filled  it,  hushed  me  suddenly  to  rest. 

Wlien  I came  to  myself  again,  my  eyes  opened  upon  G-eorge. 
I was  lying  on  the  sofa,  still  in  the  same  room — the  lights  we 
had  read  by  in  the  evening  were  burning  on  the  table — my  son 
was  kneeling  at  my  pillow — and  we  two  were  alone. 
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Tkk  wind  is  fliinter,  but  there  is  still  no  calm,  The  rain  ib* 
ceasing,  but  there  is  still  no  sunshine.  The  .view  from  my 
window  shows  me  the  mist  heavy  on  the  earth,  and  a dim  gray 
veil  drawn  darkly  over  the  sky.  Less  than  twelve  hours  since, 
such  a prospect  would  have  saddened  me  for  the  day.  I look 
out  at  it  this  morning,  through  the  bright  medium  of  my  own 
happiness,  and  not  the  shadow  of  a shade  falls  across  the  steady 
inner  sunshine  that  is  pouring  over  my  heart. 

The  pen  lingers  fondly  in  my  hand ; and  yet  it  is  little,  very 
little,  that  I have  left  to  say.  The  Purple  Volume  lies  open 
by  my  side,  with  the  Stories  ranged  together  in  it  in  the  order 
in  v/hich  they  were  read.  My  son  has  learnt  to  prize  them 
already  as  the  faithful  friends  who  served  him  at  his  utmost 
need.  I have  only  to  wind  off  the  little  thread  of  narrative  on 
which  they  are  all  strung  together,  before  the  volume  is  closed, 
and  our  anxious  literary  experiment  fairly  ended. 

My  son  and  I had  a quiet  hour  together,  on  that  happy 
night,  before  we  retired  to  rest.  The  little  Love-Plot  invented 
in  Greorge’s  interests,  now  required  one  last  stroke  of  diplomacy 
to  complete  it,  before  we  all  threw  off  cur  masks,  and  assumed 
our  true  characters  for  the  future.  When  my  son  and  I parted 
for  the  night,  we  had  planned  the  necessary  stratagem  for  taking 
our  lovely  guest  Dy  surprise,  as  soon  as  she  was  out  of  her  bed 
in  the  morning. 

Shortly  after  seven  o’clock,  I sent  a message  to  Jessie,  by 
her  maid,  informing  her  that  a good  night’s  rest  had  done  won- 
ders for  me,  and  that  I expected  to  see  her  in  my  study,  at 
half  past  seven,  as  we  had  arranged  the  evening  before.  As 
aoon  as  her  answer,  promising  to  be  punctual  to  the  appoint- 
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ment,  had  readied  me,  I took  George  into  my  study — left  him 
in  my  place  to  plead  his  own  cause — and  stole  away,  five 
minutes  before  the  half-hour,  to  join  my  brothers  in  the  break- 
fast-room. 

Although  the  sense  of  my  own  happiness  disposed  me  to  take 
the  brightest  view  of  my  son’s  chances,  I must  nevertheless 
adciiowledge  that  some  nervous  anxieties  still  fluttered  about 
my  heart  while  the  slow  minutes  of  suspense  were  counting 
themselves  out  in  the  breakfast-room.  I had  as  little  attention 
to  spare  for  Owen’s  quiet  prognostications  of  success  as  for 
Morgan’s  pitiless  sarcasms  on  love,  courtship,  and  matrimony. 
A quarter  of  an  hour  elapsed — then  twenty  minutes.  The  hand 
moved  on,  and  the  clock  pointed  to  flve  minutes  to  eight,  before 
I heard  the  study-door  open,  and  before  the  sound  of  rapidly- 
advancing  footsteps  warned  me  that  George  was  coming  into 
the  room. 

His  beaming  face  told  the  good  news  before  a wprd  could  be 
spoken  on  either  side.  The  excess  of  his  happiness  literally 
and  truly  deprived  him  of  speech.  He  stood  eagerly  looking 
at  us  all  three,  with  outstretched  hands  and  glistening  eyes. 

Have  I folded  up  my  surplice  for  ever  ?”  asked  Owen. 
“ Or  am  I to  wear  it  once  again,  George,  in  your  service  ?” 

Answer  this  question  flrst,”  interposed  Morgan,  with  a look 
of  grim  anxiety.  Have  you  actually  taken  your  young  woman 
off  my  hands,  or  have  you  not  ?” 

ISTo  direct  answer  followed  either  question.  George’s  feelings 
had  been  too  deeply  stirred  to  allow  him  to  return  jest  for  jest 
at  a moment's  notice. 

Oh,  father,  how  can  I thank  you  ?”  he  said.  And  you, 
and  you !”  he  added,  looking  at  Owen  and  Morgan  gratefully. 

‘‘  You  must  thank  Chance,  as  well  as  thank  us,”  I replied, 
speaking  as  lightly  as  my  heart  would  let  me,  to  encourage 
liim.  “The  advantage  of  numbers  in  our  little  Love-Plot  was 
all  on  our  side.  Eemember,  George,  we  were  three  to  one.” 

While  I was  speaking,  the  breakfast-room  door  opened  noise- 
lessly, and  showed  us  Jessie  standing  on  the  threshold,  uncertain 
wliether  to  join  us,  or  to  run  back  to  her  own  room.  Her  bright 
complexion  heightened  to  a deep  glow  ; the  tears  just  rising  in 
lier  eyes,  and  not  yet  falling  from  them  ; her  delicate  lips 
trembling  a little,  as  if  they  were  still  shyly  conscious  of  other 
lips  that  had  pressed  them  but  a few  minutes  since ; her  at- 
titude irresolutely  graceful ; her  hair  just  disturbed  enough  over 
her  forehead  and  her  cheeks  to  add  to  the  charm  of  them — she 
stood  before  us,  the  loveliest  living  picture  of  youth  and  ten 
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derness  and  virgin  love  that  eyes  ever  looked  on.  George  and 
I both  advanced  together  to  meet  her  at  the  door.  But  the 
good,  grateful  girl  had  heard  from  my  son  the  true  story  of  all 
that  I had  done,  and  hoped,  and  suffered  for  the  last  ten  days, 
and  showed  charmingly  how  she  felt  it,  by  turning  at  once 
to  me. 

‘^May  I stop  at  the  Glen  Tower  a little  longer?”  she  asked 
simply. 

‘‘  If  you  think  you  can  get  through  your  evenings,  my  love,’* 
I answered.  “ But  surely  you  forget  that  the  Purple  Volume 
is  closed,  and  that  the  Stories  have  all  come  to  an  end  ?” 

She  clasped  her  arms  round  my  neck,  and  laid  her  cheek 
fondly  against  mine. 

“ How  you  must  have  suffered  yesterday !”  she  whispered 
softly. 

“ And  how  happy  I am  to-day  !” 

The  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes  and  dropped  over  her  cheeks, 
as  she  raised  her  head  to  look  at  me  affectionately  when  I said 
those  -v^ords.  I gently  unclasped  her  arms,  and  led  her  to 
George. 

“ So  you  really  did  love  him,  then,  after  all  ?”  I whispered, 
though  you  were  too  sly  to  let  me  discover  it.” 

A smile  broke  .out  among  the  tears,  as  her  eyes  wandered 
away  from  mine,  and  stole  a look  at  my  son.  The  clock  struck 
the  hour,  and  the  servant  came  in  with  breakfast.  A little 
domestic  interruption  of  this  kind  was  all  that  was  wanted  to 
put  us  at  our  ease.  We  drew  round  the  table  cheerfully,  and 
set  the  Queen  of  Hearts  at  the  head  of  it,  in  the  character  of 
mistress  of  the  house  already. 
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Leaves  from  a Hunting  Journal.  By  G.  Bowers  Coloured  in 
facsimile  of  the  originals.  Oblong  4to,  half-bound,  2is.[Iiea9ly  Ready. 
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Bret  Harte,  Works  by : 

The  Complete  Collected  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  arranged  and 
revised  by  the  Author.  Vol.  i.  Poems  and  Drama,  including  a fine 
Steel-plate  Portrait,  and  an  Introduction  by  the  Author;  and  Vol.  II., 
containing  Early  Sketches,  Spanish  and  American  Legends  ; Tales 
OF  THE  Argonauts,  &c.,  are  now  ready.  The  series  will  consist  of  Five 
handsome  Library  Volumes,  to  be  issued  at  short  intervals.  Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  6.s.  per  volume. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  With 

Introductory  Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  50 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6ci. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  and  other  Stories.  By  Bret  Harte, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ; cloth  limp,  2^.  61. 

Few  modern  English-writing  humourists  have  achieved  the  popularity  of 
Mr.  Bret  Harte.  He  has  passed  ^ so  to  speaks  beyond  book-fame  into  talk-fame* 
People  who  may  never  perhaps  have  held  one  of  his  little  volumes  in  their 
hands,  are  perfectly  familiar  with  some  at  least  of  their  contents  ....  Pic- 
tures of  Californian  camp-life,  unapproached  in  their  quaint picturesquenesi 
and  deep  human  interest.  ” —Daily  N ews. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By  Bret  Harte.  Fcap. 

8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ; crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other  Sketches.  By  Bret 

Harte.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  By  Bret  Harte.  Fcap.  8vo,  pictur 

cover,  IS.  ; cloth  extra,  2.?.  6d. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  full-page  Portraits,  45.  6d. 

Brewster’s  (Sir  David)  Martyrs  of  Science. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Astronomical  Plates,  4J.  6d. 

Brewster’s  (Sir  D.)  More  Worlds  than  One, 

the  Creed  of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of  the  Christian. 

Demy  8vo,  profusely  Illustrated  in  Colours,  30J. 

British  Flora  Medica : 

A History  of  the  Medicinal  Plants  of  Great  Britain.  Illustrated  by 
a Figure  of  each  Plant,  coloured  by  hand.  By  Benjamin  H. 
Barton,  F.L.S.,  and  Thomas  Castle,  M.D.,  F.R.S.  A New  Edi- 
tion, revised  and  partly  re-written  by  John  R.  Jackson,  A.L.S., 
Curator  of  the  Museums  of  Economic  Botany,  Royal  Gardens,  Kew. 

THE  STOTHARD  BUNYAN.— Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Banyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17  beautiful  Steel  Plates  by 
Stothard,  engraved  by  Goodall  ; and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  75.  6d, 

Byron’s  Letters  and  Journals. 

With  Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas  Moore.  A Reprint  of  the 
Original  Edition  newly  revised,  with  Twelve  full-page  Plates. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s. 

Campbell’s  (Sir  G.)  White  and  Black : 

The  Outcome  of  a Visit  to  the  United  States.  By  Sir  George 
Campbell,  M.P. 

“ Few  persons  are  likely  to  take  it  up  without  finishing  it.** — Nonconformist. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas)  On  the  Choice  of  Books. 

With  Portrait  and  Memoir. 

Small  4to,  cloth  gilt,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  ioj.  6d, 

Chaucer  for  Children: 

A Golden  Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Eight  Coloured 
Pictures  and  numerous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 

**  It  not  only  take  a high  among  the  Christmas  and  New  Year  hooks 

of  this  season,  but  is  also  of  permanent  value  as  an  introduction  to  the  study  of 
Chaucer,  whose  works,  in  selections  of  some  kind  or  other,  are  now  text-books  in 
every  school  that  aspires  to  give  sound  instruction  in  English! — Academy. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Map  and  Illustrations,  2.5.  6d, 

Cleopatra’s  Needle: 

Its  Acquisition  and  Removal  to  England  Described.  By  Sir  J.  E. 

Alexander. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  js,  6d» 

Colman’s  Humorous  Works : 

“ Broad  Grins,”  “ My  Nightgown  and  Slippers,”  and  other  Humorous 
Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  (Holman.  With  Life  by  G. 
B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by: 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.  By  Moncure  D.  Conway, 

M.A.  Two  Vols. , royal  8vo,  with  65  Illustrations,  28^. 

“ A valuable  contribution  to  mythological  literature.  . . . There  is  much 
good  writing  among  these  disquisitions,  a va^st  fund  of  humanity , undeniable 
earnestness,  and  a delicate  sense  of  humour,  all  set  forth  in  pure  English! 
— Contemporary  Revie\y. 

A Necklace  of  Stories.  By  Moncure  D.  Conway,  M.A. 

Illustrated  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

This  delightftil^  Necklace  of  Stories^  is  inspired  with  lovely  and  lofty 
sentiments.  . , . It  is  a beatctiful  conception,  and  is  designed  to  teach  a 

great  moral  lesson.^^ — Illustrated  London  News. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Illustrations  and  Maps,  24 j. 

Cope’s  History  of  the  Rifle  Brigade 

(The  Prince  Consort’s  Own),  formerly  the  95th.  By  Sir  William 
H.  Cope,  formerly  Lieutenant,  Rifle  Brigade. 

Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13  Portraits,  js.  6d. 

Creasy’s  Memoirs  of  Eminent  Etonians ; 

with  Notices  of  the  Early  History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir  Edward 
Creasy,  Author  of  “The  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World.’* 

"A  new  edition  of 'Creasy*  s Etonians*  will  be  welcome.  The  book  was  a 
fopvourite  a quarter  of  a century  ago,  and  it  has  maintained  its  reputoUion.  The 
value  of  this  new  edition  is  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  Sir  Edward  Creasy  has 
added  to  it  sevey'al  memoirs  of  Etonians  who  have  died  since  the  first  edition 
prepared.  The  work  is  eminently  interesting! —'SiQnTSiUiA.ri. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece,  yj.  (id. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present. 

By  William  Jones,  F.S.  A.,  Author  of  ‘‘  Finger-Ring  Lore,*’  &c. 

\In  the  press. 
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Crovm  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Two  very  thick  Volumes,  6d.  each. 

Crnikshank’s  Comic  Almanack. 

Complete  in  Two  Series  ; The  First  from  1835  to  1843  ; the  Second 
from  1844  to  1853.  A Gathering  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A’Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000  Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings 
by  Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 


Parts  I.  to  XIV.  now  ready,  2i.y.  each. 

Cussans’  History  of  Hertfordshire. 

By  John  E.  Cussans.  Illustrated  with  full-page  Plates  on  Copper 
and  Stone,  and  a profusion  of  small  Woodcuts. 

” Mr,  Cussans  has,  from  sources  not  accessible  to  Clutterbuck,  made  most 
valuable  additions  to  the  manorial  history  of  the  county  from  the  earliest  period 
downwards,  cleared  up  many  doubtful  points,  and  given  original  details  con» 
ceming  various  subjects  untouched  or  imperfectly  treated  by  that  viriter.  The 
Pedigrees  seem  to  have  been  constructed  with  great  care,  and  are  a valuable  addition 
to  ^le  genealogical  history  of  the  county,  Mr»  Cussans  appears  to  have  do7ie 
his  work  conscientiously,  and  to  have  spared  neither  time,  leCbour,  nar  expense  t 
render  his  volumes  worthy  of  ranking  in  the  highest  class  cf  County  Histories ^ 
—Academy. 


Two  Volumes,  demy  4to,  handsomely  bound  in  half-morocco,  gilt, 
profusely  Illustrated  with  Coloured  and  Plain  Plates  and 
Woodcuts,  price  £j  yj. 

Cyclopaedia  of  Costume ; 

or,  A Dictionary  of  Dress — Regal,  Ecclesiastical,  Civil,  and  Military — 
from  the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the  reign  of  George  the  Third. 
Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous  Fashions  on  the  Continent, 
and  a General  History  of  the  Costumes  of  the  Principal  Countries  of 
Europe.  By  J.  R,  Blanche,  Somerset  Herald. 

The  Volumes  may  also  be  had  separately  (each  Complete  in  itself)  at  135. 6^/.  each : 

Vol.  I.  THE  DICTIONARY. 

Vol.  II.  A GENERAL  HISTORY  OF  COSTUME  IN  EUROPE. 

Also  in  25  Parts,  at  5s.  each.  Cases  for  binding,  ss.  each. 

“ A comprehensive  and  highly  valuable  book  of  reference.  . . . We  have 

rarely  failed  to  find  in  this  book  an  accotmt  of  an  article  of  dress,  while  in  most 
of  the  entries  curious  and  instructive  details  are  given.  . . , Mr.  Planchi*s 

enormous  labour  of  love,  the  production  of  a text  which,  whether  in  its  dictionary 
form  or  in  that  of  the  * General  History  f is  within  its  intended  scope  immeasurably 
the  best  and  richest  work  on  Costume  in  English.  . . . This  book  is  net  only 

one  of  the  most  readable  works  of  the  kind,  but  intrinsically  attractive  and 
amusing.*" — Athenaeum. 

**  A most  readable  and  interesting  work — and  it  can  scarcely  be  consulted  in 
vain,  whether  the  reader  is  in  search  for  information  as  to  military,  court, 
ecclesiastical,  legal,  or  professional  costume.  . . • All  the  chromolithographs, 

and  most  of  the  woodcut  illustrations—  the  latter  amountifig  to  several  thousands 
— are  very  elaborately  executed;  and  the  work  forms  a livre  de  luxe  which  renders 
it  equally  suited  to  the  library  and  the  ladies'  drawing-room.** — Times. 

“ One  o f the  most  perfect  works  ever  published  upon  the  subject.  The  illustra^ 
Hons  are  numerous  and  excellent,  and  would,  even  without  the  letterpress,  render 
the  work  an  invaluable  book  of  reference  for  ioiformation  as  to  costumes  for  fancy 
balls  and  character  quadrilles.  . • . Beautifully  printed  and  superbly  Ulus- 
t Standard. 
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Second  Edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  Illustrations,  24J. 

Dodge’s  (Colonel)  The  Hunting  Grounds  of 

the  Great  West : A Description  of  the  Plains,  Game,  and  Indians  of 
the  Great  North  American  Desert.  By  Richard  Irving  Dodge, 
Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the  United  States  Army.  With  an  Introduction 
by  William  Blackmore  ; Map,  and  numerous  Illustrations  drawn 
by  Ernest  Griset. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

Doran’s  Memories  of  our  Great  Towns. 

With  Anecdotic  Gleanings  concerning  their  Worthies  and  their 
Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran,  F.S.A. 

‘‘  A greater  genius  for  writing  of  the  anecdotic  kind  few  men  have  had.  As 
to  giving  any  idea  OT  the  contents  of  the  book,  it  is  quite  impossible.  Those  who 
know  how  Dr.  Dor  cm  used  to  write — it  is  sad  to  have  to  use  the  past  tense  of  one  of 
the  most  cheerful  of  men — will  understand  what  we  mean  ; and  those  who  do  not 
must  take  it  on  trust from  us  that  this  is  a remarkably  entertaining  volume.*' — 
Spkctator. 

Second  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  i8j. 

Dunraven’s  The  Great  Divide : 

A Narrative  of  Travels  in  the  Upper  Yellowstone  in  the  Summer  of 
1874.  By  the  Earl  of  Dunraven.  With  Maps  and  numerous 
striking  full-page  Illustrations  by  Valentine  W.  Bromley. 

“ There  has  not  for  a long  time  appeared  a better  book  of  travel  than  Lord 
Dunravet^s '' The  Great  Divide.*  . . . The  book  is  full  of  clever  observation j 

and  both  narrative  and  illustrations  are  thoroughly  good.** — Athen^um. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6s. 

Dutt’s  India,  Past  and  Present; 

with  Minor  Essays  on  Cognate  Subjects.  By  Shoshee  Chunder 
Dutt,  Rai  Bdhddoor. 

Crown  8v@,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Emanuel  On  Diamonds  and  Precious 

Stones  ; their  History,  Value,  and  Properties  ; with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted  and  Plain. 

Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  365. 

Emanuel  and  Grego.— A History  of  the  Gold- 

smith’s  and  Jeweller’s  Art  in  all  Ages  and  in  all  Countries.  By  E. 
Emanuel  and  Joseph  Grego.  With  numerous  fine  Engravings. 

[In  preparation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  6d. 

Englishman’s  House,  The : 

A Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a House, 
with  full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J.  Richardson. 
Third  Edition.  With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 
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Crown  8 VO,  cloth  boards,  6j.  per  Volume. 

Early  English  Poets. 

Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart. 
"Mr,  Grosart  has  spent  the  most  laborious  and  the  most  enthusiastic  care  on 
the  perfect  restoration  and  preservation  of  the  text ; and  it  is  very  unlikely  that 
any  other  edition  of  the  poet  can  ever  be  called  for.  , . From  Mr.  Grosart  we 

always  expect  and  always  receive  the  final  results  of  most  patient  and  competent 
scholarships — Examiner. 


1.  Fletcher’s  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 

plete Poems : Christ’s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-In- 
troduction and  Notes.  OneVol. 

2.  Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto 
Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited.  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes.  TwoVols. 


3.  Herrick’s  (Robert)  Hesperi- 

des,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 
Collected  Poems.  With  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  Steel  Por- 
trait, Index  of  First  Lines,  and 
Glossarial  Index,  &c.  Three  Vols. 

4.  Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Com- 
plete Poetical  Works,  including  all 
those  in  “Arcadia.”  With  Portrait, 
Memorial- Introduction,  Essay  on 
the  Poetry  of  Sidney,  and  Notes. 
Three  Vols. 


Folio,  cloth  extra,  £1  lu.  6d. 

Examples  of  Contemporary  Art. 

Etchings  from  Representative  Works  by  living  English  and  Foreign 
Artists.  Edited,  with  Critical  Notes,  by  J.  Comyns  Carr. 

“ It  would  not  be  easy  to  meet  with  a more  sumptuous,  and  at  the  same  time 
a more  tasteful  and  instructive  drawing-room  bookS — Nonconformist. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Fairholt’s  Tobacco : 

Its  History  and  Associations  ; with  an  Account  of  the  Plant  and  its 
Manufacture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all  Ages  and  Countries.  By  F. 
W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  upwards  of 
100  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

"A  very  pleasant  and  instructive  history  of  tobacco  and  its  associations,  which 
we  cordially  recommend  alike  to  the  votaries  and  to  the  enemies  of  the  mzich~ 
maligned  but  certainly  not  neglected  weed.  . . . lull  of  interest  and  in- 

formation.^*— News. 

Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  4J.  6d. 

Faraday’s  Chemical  History  of  a Candle. 

Lectures  delivered  to  a Juvenile  Audience.  A New  Edition.  Edited 
by  W.  Crookes,  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  4?.  6d. 

Faraday’s  Various  Forces  of  Nature. 

New  Edition.  Edited  by W.  Crookes,  F.C.S.  Numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  js,  6d, 

Finger-Ring  Lore: 

Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.  By  Wm.  Jones,  F.S.A.  With 
Hundreds  of  Illustrations  of  Curious  Rings  of  all  Ages  and  Countries. 
“ One  of  those  gossiping  books  which  are  as  full  of  amusement  as  of  instruct 
tlonS — Athen.^um. 
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One  Shilling  Monthly,  mostly  Illustrated. 

Gentleman’s  Magazine,  The, 

For  January  contained  the  First  Chapters  of  a New  Novel  entitled 
Queen  Cophetua,  by  R.  E.  Francillon  ; to  be  continued  through- 
out the  year. 

Now  ready,  the  Volume January  to  June,  1880,  cloth  extra, 
price  8 s.  6d./  and  Cases  for  binding,  price  2s,  each. 

The  Gentleman’s  Annual,  containing  one  or  more  works  of  high- 

class  fiction,  is  published  every  Christmas  as  an  Extra  Number  of  the  Magazine, 
price  xs. 

THE  RUSK  IN  GRIMM. — Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  6d,  ; 
gilt  edges,  js.  6d, 

German  Popular  Stories. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin.  With  22  Illustrations 
after  the  inimitable  designs  of  George  Cruikshank.  Both  Series 
Complete. 

**  The  illustrations  of  this  volume  . . . are  oj  quite  sterling  and  admirahle 

arty  of  a class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  character  of  the  tales  which 
they  illustrate;  and  the  original  etchings  y as  I have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to 
my  ‘ Elements  of  Drawing,  were  unrivalled  in  masterfulness  oftozich  since  Rem- 
brandt (in  some  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  even  by  him),  , . , To  make 
somewhat  enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them  through  a magnifying  glass, 
and  never  putting  two  lines  where  Cruikshank  has  put  only  one,  would  be  an  exer- 
cise in  decision  and  severe  drawing  which  would  leave  afte^  wards  little  to  be  learnt 
in  schools.” — Extract  from  Introdttction  by  John  Ruskin. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

Glenny’s  A Year’s  Work  in  Garden  and 

Greenhouse : Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny. 

**  A great  deal  of  valuable  information,  conveyed  in  very  simple  language.  The 
amateur  need  not  wish  fo-y"  a better  guide. — Leeds  Mercury. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  •]s.6d, 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life  of  the, 

Described  from  Antique  Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third  German  Edition,  and  Edited  by 
Dr.  F.  Hueffer.  With  545  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  6d, 

Greenwood’s  Low-Life  Deeps : 

An  Account  of  the  Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By  James  Green- 
wood. With  Illustrations  in  tint  by  Alfred  Concanen. 

Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  js,  6d, 

Greenwood’s  Wilds  of  London: 

Descriptive  Sketches,  from  Personal  Observations  and  Experience,  of 
Remarkable  Scenes,  People,  and  Places  in  London.  By  J ames  Green- 
wood. With  12  Tinted  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Concanen. 
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Square  i6rao  (Tauchnitz  size), 

Golden  Library,  The ; 

Ballad  History  of  England.  By 

W.  C.  Bennett. 

Bayard  Taylor’s  Diversions  of 

the  Echo  Club. 

Byron’s  Don  Juan. 

Emerson’s  Letters  and  Social 

Aims. 

Godwin’s  (William)  Lives  of 

the  Necromancers. 

Holmes’s  Autocrat  of  the 
Breakfast  Table.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  G.  A.  Sala. 

Holmes’s  Professor  at  the 

Breakfast  Table. 

Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities. 

Complete.  With  all  the  original  Il- 
lustrations. 

Irving’s  (Washington)  Tales  of 

a Traveller. 

Irving’s  (Washington)  Tales  of 

the  Alhambra. 

Jesse’s  (Edward)  Scenes  and 

Occupations  of  Country  Life. 

Lamb’s  Essays  of  Elia.  Both 

Series  Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  Essays  : A Tale 

for  a Chimney  Corner,  and  other 
Pieces.  With  Portrait,  and  Introduc- 
tion by  Edmund  Ollier. 


cloth  extra,  2s.  per  volume. 


Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d’ Arthur ; The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round 
Table.  Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie 
Ranking. 

Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M*Crie, 

D.D. 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve. 

St.  Pierre’s  Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, 
with  Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 
Shelley’s  Early  Poems,  and 
Queen  Mab,  with  Essay  by  Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley’s  Later  Poems  ; Laon 

and  Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley’s  Posthumous  Poems, 

the  Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley’s  Prose  Works,  Includ- 
ing A Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi, 
St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

White’s  Natural  History  of  SeL 

borne.  Edited,  with  additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  js.  6d. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The : 

An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quotations  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor. 


Large  4to,  with  14  facsimile  Plates,  price  One  Guinea. 

Grosvenor  Gallery  Illustrated  Catalogue. 

Winter  Exhibition  (1877-78)  of  Drawings  by  the  Old  Masters  and 
Water-Colour  Drawings  by  Deceased  Artists  of  the  British  School. 
With  a Critical  Introduction  by  J.  Comyns  Carr. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  4J.  6d, 

Guyot’s  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  Relation  to  the  History  of  Mankind. 
With  Additions  by  Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray  ; 12  Maps 
and  Engravings  on  Steel,  some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
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HakeKDr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by ; 

Maiden  Ecstasy.  Small  4to,  cloth  extia,  8j. 

New  Symbols.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Legends  of  the  Morrow.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  ys.  6d. 

Hairs(Mrs.  S,  C.)Sketches  of  Irish  Character. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gil- 
bert, Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank. 

**^The  Dish  Sketches  of  this  lady  resemble  Miss  Mitford's  heautiful  English 
sketches  in  ‘ Our  Village y but  they  are  far  more  vigorous  and  picturesque  and 
Blackwood’s  Magazine. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  45.  6d. ; a few  large-paper  copies,  half-Roxb.,  ioj.  6d^ 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of. 

By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  With  134  Facsimiles  of  Signatures. 


Haweis  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

The  Art  of  Dress.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis,  Author  of  “ The 
Art  of  Beauty,”  &c.  Illustrated  by  the  Author.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover,  \s. ; cloth  limp,  xs.  6d. 

**  A well- considered  attempt  to  apply  canons  of  good  taste  to  the  costumes 

of  ladies  of  our  time Mrs.  Haweis  writes  frankly  and  to  the 

pointy  she  does  not  mince  matterSy  hut  boldly  remonstrates  with  her  (run  sex 

on  the  follies  they  indulge  in We  may  recommend  the  book  to  the 

ladies  whom  it  concerns! — Athen.<eum, 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis,  Author  of 

Chaucer  for  Children.”  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly  100  Illustrations,  loy.  6d. 


Vols.  I.  and  II.,  demy  8vo,  I2J.  each. 

History  of  Onr  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession 

of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  Berlin  Congress.  By  J ustin  McCarthy. 

“ Criticism  is  disarmed  before  a composition  which  provokes  little  but  approval. 
This  is  a really  good  book  on  a really  hiteresting  subject  y and  words  piled  on  words 
could  say  no  more  for  it.  . . . Such  is  the  effect  of  its  general justicCy  its  breadth 
of  vieWy  and  its  sparkling  buoyancyy  that  very  few  of  its  readers  will  close  these 
volumes  without  looking  forward  with  interest  to  the  two  that  are  to  follow!-^ 
Saturday  Review. 

Vols.  III.  and  IV.,  completing  the  work,  will  he  ready  immediately. 
Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  55. 

Hobhouse’s  The  Dead  Hand : 

Addresses  on  the  subject  of  Endowments  and  Settlements  of  Property. 
By  Sir  Arthur  Hobhouse,  Q.C.,  K.C.S.I. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2J.  6d. 

Holmes’s  The  Science  of  Voice  Production 

and  Voice  Preservation  : A Popular  Manual  for  the  Use  of  Speakers 
and  Singers.  By  Gordon  Holmes,  L.R.C.P.E. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4J-.  6d, 

Hollingshead’s  (John)  Plain  English. 

I anticipate  immense  entertainment  from  the  perusal  of  Mr.  HoUingsheaa  's 
* Plain  English^  uohich  I imagined  to  be  a philological  work,  but  which  I find  to 
be  a series  of  essays,  in  the  H ollingsheadian  or  S ledge- Haimner  style,  on  those 
matters  theatrical  with  which  he  is  so  eminently  co7iversa7it'' — G.  A.  S.  in  the 
Illustrated  London  News. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7J.  ^d. 

Hood’s  (Thomas)  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the  Comic  Annuals. 
With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Hood’s  (Tom)  From  Nowhere  to  the  North 

Pole  : A Noah’s  Arkaeological  Narrative.  With  25  Illustrations  by 
W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  Barnes. 

**  The  amusing  letterpress  is  profusely  interspersed  with  the  jingling  rhymes 
which  children  love  and  learn  so  easily.  Messrs.  Brunton  atid  Barttes  do  full 
f ustice  to  the  writer's  meanhig,  and  a pleasanter  result  of  the  harmonious  co» 
operation  of  author  and  artist  could  not  be  desired.**  —Tim¥.s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  js.  6d, 

Hook’s  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works, 

including  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes. 
With  a new  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations, 


Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  ys. 

Home’s  Orion : 

An  Epic  Poem  in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  a brief  Commentary  by  the  Author.  With  Photographic  Portrait 
from  a Medallion  by  Summers.  Tenth  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6d. 

Howell’s  Conflicts  of  Capital  and  Labour 

Historically  and  Economically  considered.  Being  a History  and 
Review  of  the  Trade  Unions  of  Great  Britain,  showing  their  Origin, 
Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in  their  Political,  Social,  Eco- 
nomical, and  Industrial  Aspects.  By  George  Howell. 

•*  This  hook  is  an  attempt,  aTtd  on  the  whole  a successful  attempt,  to  place  the 
work  of  trade  unions  in  the  past,  and  their  objects  in  the  future,  fairly  before  the 
public  from  the  working  man*  s point  of  view.**— Mall  Gazette. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12J.  6d. 

Hueffer’s  The  Troubadours; 

A History  of  Provencal  Life  and  Literature  in  the  Middle  Ages.  By 

Francis  Hueffer. 

Two  Vols.  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations  and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14J. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of. 

Translated  by  Whiston.  Containing  both  “ The  Antiquities  of  the 
]ews  ” and  “ The  Wars  of  the  Jews.” 
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A New  Edition,  Revised  and  partly  Re-written,  with  several  New 
Chapters  and  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys,  61, 

Jennings’  The  Rosicrucians : 

Their  Rites  and  Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire  and 
Serpent  Worshippers.  By  Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 

One  of  those  volumes  which  may  he  taken  up  and  dipped  into  at  random for  half 
ftn-hour's  reading^  or,  on  the  other  hand,  appealed  to  by  the  student  as  a source  of 
valuable  information  on  a system  which  has  not  only  exercised  for  hundreds  of  years 
an  extraordinary  influence  on  the  mental  development  of  so  shrewd  a people  as  the 
yews,  but  has  captivated  the  minds  of  some  of  the  greatest  thinkers  of  Christendom 
in  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries! — Leeds  Mercury. 

Small  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  6j. 

Kavanaghs’  Pearl  Fountain, 

And  other  Fairy  Stories.  By  Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh.  With 
Thirty  Illustrations  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

“ Genuine  new  fairy  stories  of  the  old  type,  some  of  them  as  delightful  as  the 
best  of  Grimm* s * German  Popular  Stories!  ....  For  the  most  part  the 
stories  are  downright,  thorough- going  fairy  stories  of  the  most  admirable  kind. 

. . . Mr.  Moyr  Smith! s illustrations,  too,  are  admirable.*' — Spectator. 

Crown  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  with  numerous  Plates,  2J.  6d, 

Lace  (Old  Point),  and  How  to  Copy  and 

Imitate  it.  By  Daisy  Waterhouse  Hawkins.  With  17  Illustra- 
tions by  the  Author. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  ioj.  6d, 

Lamb  (Mary  and  Charles) : 

Their  Poems,  Letters,  and  Remains.  With  Reminiscences  and  Notes 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  With  Hancock’s  Portrait  of  the  Essayist, 
Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First  Editions  of  Lamb's  and 
Coleridge’s  Works,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

“ Very  many  passages  will  delight  those  fond  of  literary  trifles  ; hardly  any 
portion  will  fail  in  interest  for  lovers  of  Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister.  ” — Standard. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  55. 

Lamb’s  Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 

Dorus.  Carefully  Reprinted  from  unique  copies. 

“ The  quaint  and  delightful  little  book,  over  the  recovery  of  which  all  the  hearts 
of  his  lovers  are  yet  warm  with  rejoicing! — A.  C.  Swinburne. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Portraits,  75. 6d, 

Lamb’s  Complete  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions,  with  many 
Pieces  hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction, 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a Page 
of  the  “ Essay  on  Roast  Pig.” 

A complete  edition  of  Lamds  writings,  in  prose  and  verse,  has  long  been 
wanted,  and  is  now  supplied.  The  editor  appears  to  have  taken  great  pains 
to  bring  together  Lamb's  scattered  contributions,  and  his  collection  contains  a 
number  of  pieces  which  are  now  reproduced  fo^'  the  f^^st  time  since  their  original 
appearance  in  various  old  periodicals! — Saturday  Review. 
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Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  i8r. 

Lamont’s  Yachting  in  the  Arctic  Seas  ; 

or,  Notes  of  Five  Voyages  of  Sport  and  Discovery  in  the  Neighbour- 
hood of  Spitzbergen  and  Nova)ra  Zemlya.  By  James  Lamont, 
F.R.G.S.  With  numerous  full-page  Illustrations  by  Dr.  Livesay. 

**  After  wading  through  numberless  volumes  of  icy  fiction^  concocted  narrative^ 
and  spurious  biography  of  Arctic  voyagers,  it  is  pleasant  to  meet  with  a real  and 
genuine  volume,  . . . He  shows  mtcch  tact  in  recounting  his  adventures,  arid 

they  are  so  interspersed  with  anecdotes  and  information  as  to  make  them  any  thit^ 
but  wearisome  ',  , , , The  book,  as  a whole,  is  the  most  important  addition 
made  to  our  Arctic  literature  for  a long  time." — Athenaeum. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  js,  6d, 

Latter-Day  Lyrics: 

Poems  of  Sentiment  and  Reflection  by  Living  Writers  ; selected  and 
arranged,  with  Notes,  by  W.  Davenport  Adams.  With  a Note  on 
■ some  Foreign  Forms  of  Verse,  by  Austin  Dobson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  6s, 

Leigh’s  A Town  Garland. 

By  Henry  S.  Leigh,  Author  of  “Carols  of  Cockayne.” 

Mr.  Leigh* s verse  survive  to  a future  generation — and  there  is  no  reason 
why  that  honour  should  not  be  accorded  productions  so  delicate,  so  finished,  and  so 
full  of  humour — their  author  will  probably  be  remembered  as  the  Poet  of  the 
Strand,  ....  Very  whimsically  does  Mr.  Leigh  treat  the  subjects  which  com- 
mend themselves  to  him.  His  verse  is  always  admiraile  in  rhythm,  and  his 

rhymes  are  happy  enough  to  deserve  a place  by  the  best  of  Barham The 

entire  contents  of  the  volume  are  equally  noteworthy  for  humour  and  for  daintu 
ness  of  workmanships — Athen^um. 

Second  Edition. — Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  los,  6d, 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Biological. 

By  Andrew  Wilson,  Ph.D.,  Lecturer  on  Zoology  and  Comparative 
Anatomy  in  the  Edinburgh  Medical  School. 

“ is  well  when  we  can  take  uf  the  work  of  a really  qualified  investigator, 
who  in  tJu  intervals  of  Ms  more  serious  professional  labours  sets  himself  to  impart 
knowledge  in  such  a simple  and  elementary  form  as  may  attract  and  instruct, 
with  no  danger  of  misleading  the  tyro  in  natural  science.  Such  a work  is  this 
little  volume,  made  up  of  essays  and  addresses  written  and  delivered  by  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson,  lecturer  and  examiner  in  scie7trce  at  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow,  at 
leisure  intervals  in  a busy  professional  life.  . . . Dr.  Wilsons  pages  teem  with 

matter  sthnulating  to  a healthy  love  of  science  aftd  a reverence  for  the  truths 
of  ^^Z^«rg.’*~SATURDAY  REVIEW. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  75.  6d, 

Life  in  London; 

or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  With  the 
whole  of  Cruikshank’s  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after  the  Originals, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65, 

Lights  on  the  Way : 

Some  Tales  within  a Tale.  By  the  latej.  H.  Alexander,  B.A. 
Edited,  with  an  Explanatory  Note,  by  H.  A.  Page,  Author  of 
“Thoreau:  A Study,” 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ^s.  6d. 

Longfellow’s  Complete  Prose  Works. 

Including  “Outre  Mer,”  “Hyperion,”  ” Kavanagh,”  “The  Poets 
and  Poetry  of  Europe,”  and  “Driftwood.”  With  Portrait  and  Illus- 
trations by  Valentine  Bromley. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  6d. 

Longfellow’s  Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions.  With  numerous 
fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Lunatic  Asylum,  My  Experiences  in  a. 

By  a Sane  Patient. 

“ The  story  is  clever  and  interesting^  sad  beyond  measure  though  the  subject 
be.  There  is  no  personal  bitterness ^ and  no  violence  or  anger.  Whatever  may 
have  been  the  evidence  for  our  author's  madness  when  he  was  consigned  to  an 
asylum^  nothing  can  be  clearer  than  his  sanity  when  he  wrote  this  book ; it  is 
bright^  calm^  and  to  the  point." — Spectator. 

Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page  Plates,  cloth  boards,  i8j. 

Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian  verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff, 
Knight  Commander  of  the  Portuguese  Royal  Order  of  Christ. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

In  the  Ardennes.  By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With 

numerous  fine  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid.  Uniform  with 
“ Pictures  and  Legends.”  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lo^.  (id.  [A/ preparation. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.  By 
Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  lo^.  (d. 

“ Mr,  and  Mrs.  Macquoid  have  been  strolling  in  Normandy  and  Brittany y 
and  the  result  of  their  observations  and  researches  in  that  picturesque  land 
of  romantic  associations  is  an  attractive  volume^  which  is  neither  a work  of 
travel  nor  a collection  of  storiesy  but  a book  partfking  almost  in  equal  degree 
of  each  of  these  characters.  . , . The  illustrations y which  are  numerous 

are  drawn  y as  a ruhy  with  remarkable  delicacy  as  well  as  with  true  artistic 
feeling.'' — Daily  News. 

Through  Normandy.  By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With 

go  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

“ One  of  the  few  books  which  can  be  read  as  a piece  of  liter ature  y whilst  at 
the  same  time  handy  in  the  knapsack." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Through  Brittany.  By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  ^s.  6d. 

“ The  pleasant  companionship  which  Mrs.  Macquoid  offerSy  while  wander- 
ing from  one  point  of  interest  to  another y seems  to  throw  a re7uwed  charm 
around  each  oft-depicted  scene." — Morning  Post. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  2J.  (id. 

Madre  Natura  v.  The  Moloch  of  Fashion. 

By  Luke  Limner.  With  32  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Fourth 
Edition,  revised  and  enlarged. 
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Handsomely  printed  in  facsimile,  price  5^. 

Magna  Charta. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  Document  in  the  British  Museum, 
printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3 feet  long  by  2 feet  wide,  with  the 
Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 

Small  8 VO,  is. ; cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Milton’s  The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin. 

A Concise  Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of  the  Skin  ; with  Direc- 
tions for  Diet,  Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c.  By  J.  L.  Milton,  Senior 
Surgeon  to  St.  John’s  Hospital. 

By  the  same  Author. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin.  Sm.  8vo,  ly.;  cl.  extra,  is.6d. 

Mallock’s  (W.  H.)  Works ; 

Is  Life  Worth  Living  ? By  William  Hurrell  Mallock. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

**  This  deeply  interesting  volume It  is  the  most  powerful  vin- 

dication ofreligiony  both  natural  and  revealedy  that  has  appeared  since  Bishop 
Butler  wrote y and  is  much  more  useful  than  either  the  A nalogy  or  the  Ser- 
mons of  that  great  divine^  as  a refutation  of  the  peculiar  form  assumed  by 

the  infidelity  of  the  present  day Deeply  philosophical  as  the  book 

isy  there  is  not  a heavy  page  in  it.  The  writer  is  * possessed^'  so  to  speaky 
with  his  great  subject y has  sounded  its  depthsy  surveyed  it  in  all  its  extent, 
and  brought  to  bear  on  it  all  the  resources  of  a vividy  rich,  and  impassioned 
style,  as  well  as  an  adequate  acquaintance  with  the  science,  the  philosophy, 
and  the  literature  of  the  day.*'— Irish  Daily  News. 

The  New  Republic  ; or.  Culture,  Faith,  and  Philosophy  in  an 
English  Country  House.  By  William  Hurrell  Mallock.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6^.  Also  a Cheap  Edition,  in  the  “ Mayfair  Library,”  at  2s.  6d. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia  ; or.  Positivism  on  an  Island.  By 

William  Hurrell  Mallock.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  Also  a 
Cheap  Edition,  in  the  “ Mayfair  Library,’’  at  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  By  W.  H.  Mallock.  Small  4to,  bound  in  parchment,  Ss. 

Mark  Twain’s  Works: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.  Revised  and  Corrected 

throughout  by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer.  By  Mark  Twain.  With 

One  Hundred  Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d.  Cheap  Edition, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent  of  Europe  : The  Innocents 
Abroad,  and  The  New  Pilgrim’s  Progress.  By  Mark  Twain.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Idle  Excursion,  and  other  Sketches.  By  Mark  Twain. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2^. 

A Tramp  Abroad.  By  Mark  Twain.  With  314  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

“ The  fun  and  tenderness  of  the  conception,  of  which  no  living  man  but 
Mark  Twain  is  capable.  Us  grace  and  fantasy  and  slyness,  the  wonderful 
feeling  for  animals  that  is  manifest  in  every  line,  make  oj  all  this  episode  of 
yim  Baker  and  his  joys  a piece  of  work  that  is  not  only  delightful  as  mere 
reading,  but  aho  of  a high  degree  of  merit  as  literature.  . . . The  book  is 

full  of  good  thing'',  and  contains  passages  and  episodes  that  are  equal  to  the 
funniest  of  those  that  have  gone  before.** — Athen.(Eum. 
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BOORS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  6^/.  per  vol. 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 


The  New  Republic.  By  W.  H. 

Mallock. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia. 

By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

The  True  History  of  Joshua 

Davidson.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  By  Walter 

Thornbury. 

Thoreau  : His  Life  and  Aims. 

By  H.  A.  Page. 


Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 

Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  the  Hon. 

Hugh  Rowley. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H, 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by 
H.  Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Gastronomy  as  a Fine  Art.  By 
Brillat-Savarin. 


By  stream  and  Sea.  By  Wil- 
liam Senior. 

J eux  d’Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry 
S.  Leigh. 


Original  Plays.  By  W.  S.  Gil- 
bert. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  By  Henry 

S.  Leigh. 


Other  Volumes  are  in  preparation. 


New  Novels. 


NEW  NOVEL  BY  MRS.  LYNN  LINTON, 

WITH  A SILKEN  THREAD,  and  other  Stories.  By  E. 

Lynn  Linton.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


OUIDA^S  NEW  NOVEL, 

PIPISTRELLO,  and  other  Stories.  By  OuiDA.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

CHARLES  GIBBON ^S  NEW  NOVEL. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN,  and  other  Stories.  By  Charles 

Gibbon.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lo^.  (id.  [_I^  Ihe press. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  (d, 

UNDER  ONE  ROOF.  By  James  Payn. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d. 

THE  SEAMY  SIDE.  By  the  Authors  of  ‘‘  The  Golden  Butter- 

fly,’’ “The  Monks  of  Thelema,”  &c. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  JULIAN  HA  WTHORNE. 

ELLICE  QUENTIN,  and  other  Stories.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne. Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  [^Nearly  ready. 

MR.  FRANCILLON'S  NEW  NOVEL, 

QUEEN  COPHETUA.  By  R.  E.  FrANCILLON.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo.  [/«  preparation, 

JAMES  PAYNES  NEW  NOVEL. 

A CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT.  By  James  Payn.  With  12 

Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

[/«  preparation, 

MRS.  HUNT^S  NEW  NOVEL. 

THE  LEADiEN  CASKET.  By  Mrs.  Alfred  W.  Hunt. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  [/« preparation. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  MRS.  LINTON. 

THE  REBEL  OP  THE  FAMILY.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  [/«  preparation. 
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Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d, 

Miller’s  Physiology  for  the  Young; 

Or,  The  House  of  Life : Human  Physiology,  with  its  Applications  to 
the  Preservation  of  Health.  For  use  in  Classes  and  Popular  Reading. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick  Miller. 

An  admirable  inirodttcUon  to  a subject  which  all  who  value  health  and  enjoy 
life  should  have  at  their  lingers'  ends," — Echo. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  gs. 

North  Italian  Folk. 

By  Mrs.  Comyns  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Randolph  Caldecott. 

“ A delightful  book,  of  a kind  which  is  far  too  rare.  If  anyone  wants  to  really 
know  the  North  Italian  folk^  we  can^  honestly  advise  him  to  omit  the  jotirney,  and 
sit  down  to  read  Mrs.  Carr's  jages  instead.  . . . Description  with  Mrs,  Carr 

is  a real  gift.  ...  It  is  rarely  that  a book  is  so  happily  illustrated," 

TEMPORARY  REVIEW. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette  Portraits,  price  6s.  per  Vol. 


Old  Dramatists,  The 

Ben  Jonson’s  Works. 

With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a Biographical  Memoir  by  Wil- 
liam Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel 
Cunningham.  Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works. 

Now  First  Collected.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete,  including  the  doubtful  ones; 
Vol.  II.  the  Poems  and  Minor  Trans- 
lations, with  an  Introductory  Essay 


by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 
Vol.  III.  the  Translations  of  the  Iliad 
and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe’s  Works. 

Including  his  Translations.  Edited, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  Col. 
Cunningham.  One  Vol. 
Massinger’s  Plays. 

From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford. 
With  the  addition  of  the  Tragedy  of 
“ Believe  as  you  List.**  Edited  b f 
Col.  Cunningham.  One  Vol. 


Crown  8vo,  red  cloth  extra,  5^.  each. 

Ouida’s  Novels.— Library  Edition. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags, 
Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine. 
Trieotrin. 

Puck. 

PoUe  Parine. 


By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 
By  OuiDA. 


Dog  of  Flanders.  By  Ouida. 
Pascarel.  By  Ouida. 

Two  Wooden  Shoes.  By  Ouida. 


Signa. 

In  a Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 


By  Ouida. 
By  Ouida. 
By  Ouida. 
By  Ouida. 
By  Ouida. 


Also  a Cheap  Edition  of  all  but  the  last,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
at  2J.  each. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Parliamentary  Procedure,  A Popular  Hand- 

book  of.  By  Henry  W.  Lucy. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations,  js.  6d, 

Poe’s  Choice  Prose  and  Poetical  Works. 

With  Baudelaire’s  “ Essay.” 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Crown  8vo,  carefully  printed  on  creamy  paper,  and  tastefully  bound 
in  cloth  for  the  Library,  price  3^.  (id,  each. 

Piccadilly  Novels,  The. 

^P0jiular  tip  ^utl^0r^* 

READY-MONEY  MORTIBO Y.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
MY  LITTLE  GIRL.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 

THE  CASE  OF  MR.  LUORAFT.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice, 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
WITH  HARP  AND  CROWN.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 

THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
With  a Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Walker. 

BY  CELIA’S  ARBOUR.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 

THE  MONKS  OF  THELEMA.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
’TWAS  IN  TRAFALGAR’S  BAY.  By  W.  Besant  & James  Rice. 
THE  SEAMY  SIDE.  By  Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice. 

ANTONINA.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert 
and  Alfred  Concanen. 

BASIL.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert 

and  J.  Mahoney. 

HIDE  AND  SEEK.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  Sir 

John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

THE  DEAD  SECRET.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  H.  Furniss. 

QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

MY  MISCELLANIES.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  With  Steel  Por- 

trait,  and  Illustrations  by  A.  Concanen. 

THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated 
by  Sir  J.  Gilbert  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 

THE  MOONSTONE.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  G. 
Du  Maurier  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 

MAN  AND  WIFE.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illust.  by  Wm.  Small. 

POOR  MISS  FINCH.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  G. 
Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 

MISS  OR  MRS.  ? By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 

THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by 
G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhart. 

THE  FROZEN  DEEP.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by  G, 
Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 

THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illus- 
trated by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
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Piccadilly  Novels — continued, 

THE  TWO  DESTINIES.  By  Wilkie  Collins. 

THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.  By  Wilkie  Collins.  Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

THE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  By  Wilkie  Collins. 

DECEIVERS  EVER.  By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron. 
JULIET’S  GUARDIAN.  By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron.  Ulus- 

tratedby  Valentine  Bromley. 

FELICIA.  By  M.  Betham-Edwards.  Frontispiece  by  W.  Bowles. 
OLYMPIA.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 

GARTH.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 

IN  LOVE  AND  WAR.  By  Charles  Gibbon, 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY  ? By  Charles  Gibbon. 

FOR  THE  KING.  By  Charles  Gibbon. 

IN  HONOUR  BOUND.  By  Charles  Gibbon. 

UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
THORNICROFT’S  MODEL.  By  Mrs.  A.  W.  Hunt. 

FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  By  Jean  Ingelow. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUGHT.  By  Harriett  Jay. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEN.  By  Harriett  Jay. 

NUMBER  SEVENTEEN.  By  Henry  Kingsley. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.  By  Henry  Kingsley,  With  a Frontis- 
piece by  Shirley  Hodson. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton.  Illustrated 

by  J.  Lawson  and  Henry  French. 

THE  ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  By  E.  Lynn 

Linton.  With  a Frontispiece  by  Henry  Woods. 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton.  With  a Frontis- 
piece by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS.  By  Justin  McCarthy. 
MY  ENEMY’S  DAUGHTER.  By  Justin  McCarthy. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD.  By  Justin  McCarthy. 

A FAIR  SAXON.  By  JusTiN  McCarthy. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN.  By  Justin  McCarthy. 

MISS  MISANTHROPE.  By  JusTiN  McCarthy.  Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 

LOST  ROSE.  By  Katharjne  S.  Macquoid. 

THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.  By  Katharine  S.  Mac- 
quoid. Illustrated  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid  and  Percy  Macquoid. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Piccadilly  Novels — continued, 

OPEN ! SESAME  I By  Florence  Marryat,  Illustrated  by 
F.  A.  Fraser. 


TOUCH  AND  GO.  By  Jean  Middlemass. 

WHITELADIES.  By  Mrs.  OliphAnt.  With  Illustrations  by  A. 
Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 


THE  BEST  OP  HUSBANDS.  By  James  Payn.  Illustrated  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES.  By  James  Payn. 

HALVES.  By  James  Payn.  With  a Frontispiece  by  J.  Mahoney. 
WALTER’S  WORD.  By  James  Payn.  Illust.  by  J.  Moyr  Smith, 
WHAT  HE  COST  HER.  By  James  Payn. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE’RE  PAINTED.  By  James  Payn. 
BY  PROXY.  By  James  Payn.  Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF.  By  James  Payn. 

HER  MOTHER’S  DARLING.  By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.  By  John  Saunders. 

GUY  WATERMAN.  By  John  Saunders. 

ONE  AGAINST  THE  WORLD.  By  John  Saunders. 

THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  By  John  Saunders. 

THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  By  Anthony  Trollope.  lUust. 
THE  AMERICAN  SENATOR.  By  Anthony  Trollope. 
DIAMOND  OUT  DIAMOND.  By  T.  A.  Trollope. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 

Popular  Novels,  Cheap  Editions  of. 

[Wilkie  Collins’  Novels  and  Besant  and  Rice’s  Novels  may  also  be  had  in 
doth  limp  at  2J.  (id.  See,  too^  the  Piccadilly  Novels,  for  Library  Editions. 


Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  By 
Mrs.  Alexander. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.  By 
Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.  By  Au- 
thors of  **  Ready-Money  Mortiboy.” 

This  Son  of  Vulcan.  By  the  same. 
My  Little  Girl.  By  the  same. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft.  By 

Authors  of  **Ready-MoneyMortiboy.” 
With  Harp  and  Crown.  By 
Authors  of  ‘ * Ready-M  oney  M ortiboy 
The  Monks  of  Thelema.  By 
Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice. 


By  Celia’s  Arbour.  By  Walter 
Besant  and  James  Rice. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay.  By 
Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
Juliet’s  Guardian.  By  Mrs.  H. 
Lovett  Cameron. 

Surly  Tim.  By  F.  H.  Burnett. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.  By  Mac- 

LAREN  Cobban. 

The  Woman  in  White.  By 
Wilkie  Collins. 

Antonina.  By  Wilkie  Collins, 
Basil.  By  Wilkie  Collins. 

1 Hide  and  Seek.  By  the  same. 
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Popular  Novels — continued. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts.  By 

Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Dead  Secret.  By  the  same. 
My  Miscellanies.  By  the  same. 
The  Moonstone.  By  the  same. 
Man  and  Wife.  By  the  same. 
Poor  Miss  Pinch,  By  the  same. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? By  the  same. 
TheNewMagdalen.  By  the  same. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  By  the  same. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady.  By 

Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Two  Destinies.  By  Wilkie 
Collins. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  By  Wilkie 
Collins. 

Roxy.  By  Edward  Eggleston. 
Felicia.  M.  Betham-Edwards. 
Filthy  Lucre.  By  Albany  de 

Fonblanque. 

Olympia.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Dick  Temple.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  Thomas  Hardy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  By 
Bret  Harte. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 

By  Bret  Harte. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  Bret  Harte. 
Fated  to  be  Free.  By  Jean 
Ingelow. 

Confidence.  By  Henry  James, 
Jun. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught.  By 

Harriett  Jay. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  By  Har- 
riett Jay. 

Number  Seventeen.  By  Henry 

Kingsley, 

Oakshott  Castle.  By  the  same. 
Patricia  Kemball.  By  E . Lynn 
Linton. 

The  Atonement  of  LeamDundas 
By  E.  Lynn  Linton, 


The  World  Well  Lost.  By  E. 

Lynn  Linton. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

By  Justin  McCarthy. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter.  By 

Justin  McCarthy. 

Linley  Rochford.  By  the  same, 
A Fair  Saxon.  By  the  same. 
DearLadyDisdain.  By  the  same. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  By  Justin 

McCarthy. 

Lost  Rose.  By  Katharine  S. 
Macquoid. 

The  Evil  Eye.  By  Katharine 
S.  Macquoid. 

Open!  Sesame!  By  Florence 
Marryat. 

Whiteladies.  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
Held  in  Bondage.  By  OuidA. 
Strathmore.  By  Ouida. 
Chandos.  By  Ouida. 

Under  Two  Flags.  By  Ouida. 
Idalia.  By  Ouida. 

Cecil  Castlemaine.  By  Ouida. 
Tricotrin.  By  Ouida. 

Puck.  By  Ouida. 

PoUe  Parine.  By  Ouida. 

Dog  of  Flanders.  By  Ouida. 
Pascarel.  By  Ouida. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes.  By 

Ouida. 

Signa.  By  Ouida. 

In  a Winter  City.  By  Ouida. 
Ariadne.  By  Ouida. 

Fallen  Fortunes.  By  J.  Payn. 
Halves.  By  James  Payn. 

What  He  Cost  Her.  By  ditto. 
By  Proxy.  By  James  Payn. 

Less  Black  than  We’re  Painted. 
By  James  Payn. 

The  Best  of  Husbands,  By 
James  Payn. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Popular  'NoYm.s— continued 

Walter’s  Word.  By  J.  Payn. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Edgar  A.  Poe. 

Her  Mother’s  Darling.  By  Mrs. 

J.  H.  Riddell. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight.  By 

George  Augustus  Sala. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.  By  J ohn 

Saunders. 

Guy  Waterman.  J.  Saunders. 
One  Against  the  World.  By 

John  Saunders. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path.  By  John 

•and  Katherine  Saunders. 


Tales  for  the  Marines.  By 

Walter  Thornbury. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  By 

Anthony  Trollope. 

The  American  Senator.  By 

Anthony  Trollope. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond.  By 

T.  A.  Trollope. 

An  Idle  Excursion.  By  Mark 

Twain. 

Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

By  Mark  Twain. 

A Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Conti- 

nent of  Europe.  By  Mark  Twain. 


Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covers,  is.  each. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  By  Bret  Harte. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By  Bret  Harte. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds.  By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen.  By  the  Author  of  “That  Lass  o’  Lov^rrie’s. ” 
Lindsay’s  Luck.  By  the  Author  of  “ That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.  By  Author  of  “ That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping  with  Crows.  By  Mrs.  Pirkis. 


Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ioj.  6d. 

Plutarch’s  Lives  of  Illustrious  Men. 

Translated  from  the  Greek,  with  Notes,  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a 
Ivife  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and  William  Langhorne.  New  Edi- 
tion, with  Medallion  Portraits. 


Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  js,  6d. 

Primitive  Manners  and  Customs. 

By  James  A.  Farrer. 

“ A hook  which  is  really  loth  instructive  and  amusingy  and  which  will  oj>en  a 
new  field  of  thought  to  many  readersP — Athenaeum. 

An  admirable  example  of  the  application  of  the  scientific  method  and  the 
working  of  the  truly  scientific  spirit  f — Saturday  Review. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  y.  6d. 

Prince  of  Argolis,  The : 

A Story  of  the  Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  By  J.  Moyr  Smith.  With 
130  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Facsimile,  y.  6d, 

Prout  (Father),  The  Final  Reliques  of. 

Collected  and  Edited,  from  MSS.  supplied  by  the  family  of  the  Rev. 
Francis  Mahony,  by  Blanchard  Jerrold. 


CHAT70  WINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 


25 


Proctor’s  (R.  A.)  Works: 

Easy  Star  Lessons  for  Young  Learners.  With  Star  Maps  for 

Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Drawings  of  the  Constellations,  &c.  By  Richard 
A.  Proctor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j.  \_In  preparation. 

Myths  and  Marvels  of  Astronomy.  By  Rich.  A.  Proctor, 

Author  of  “ Other  Worlds  than  Ours,”  &c.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12J.  (id. 

Pleasant  Ways  in  Science.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor. 

Crown  8 VO,  cloth  extra,  \os.  6d. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth : A Series  of  Familiar  Essays  on 

Scientific  Subjects.  By  R.  A.  Proctor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lo^.  6d. 

Our  Place  among  Infinities  : A Series  of  Essays  contrasting 
our  Little  Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the  Infinities  Around  us.  By 
Richard  A.  Proctor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

The  Expanse  of  Heaven  : A Series  of  Essays  on  the  Wonders 
of  the  Firmament.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.  Showing  the  Re- 
sources of  Science  as  a Vocation,  and  Discussing  the  Scheme  for  their 
Increase  out  of  the  National  Exchequer.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor. 
Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

**Mr.  Proctor^  0/  all  writers  of  our  iime^  best  conforms  to  Matthew 
Arnold  Is  conception  of  a man  of  culture^  in  that  he  strives  to  humanise 
knowledge  and  divest  it  of  whatever  is  harshy  crude^  or  technicaly  and  so 
makes  it  a source  of  happiness  and  brightness  for  allf* — Westminster 
Review. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  yj.  6d. 

Pursuivant  of  Arms,  The; 

or,  Heraldry  founded  upon  Facts.  A Popular  Guide  to  the  Science  of 
Heraldry.  By  J.  R.  Blanche,  Somerset  Herald.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece,  Plates,  and  200  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  6d. 

Rabelais’  Works. 

Faithfully  Translated  from  the  French,  with  variorum  Notes,  and 
numerous  characteristic  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore. 

“ His  buf^oonery  was  not  merely  Brutus's  rough  skiny  which  contained  a rod 
of  gold:  it  was  necessary  as  an  amulet  against  the  monks  and  legates;  and 
he  must  be  classed  with  the  greatest  creative  minds  in  the  world—with  Shake^ 
spearey  with  Dante y and  with  Cervantes." — S.  T.  Coleridge. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  the  various  Spectra,  yj.  6d. 

Rambosson’s  Astronomy. 

By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of  the  Institute  of  France.  Translated 
by  C.  B.  Pitman.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  los.  6d. 

Rimmer’s  Our  Old  Country  Towns. 

Described  by  Pen  and  Pencil.  With  over  50  Illustrations  by  Alfred 
Rimmer.  [/«  preparation. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d, 

Bichardson’s  (Dr.)  A Ministry  of  Health, 

and  Other  Papers.  By  Benjamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 

**  Tkts  highly  interesting  volume  contains  upwards  of  ru'^e  addresses^  written 
in  the  authors  well-known  style,  and  full  of  great  and  good  thoughts.  The 

work  is,  like  all  those  of  the  author,  that  of  a man  of  genius,  of  great  fower,  of 
experience,  and  noble  independence  of  thought! — Popular  Science  Review. 


Handsomely  printed,  price  55; 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The ; 

or,  A List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came  over  from  Normandy 
with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7. 
Printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  three  feet  by  two,  with  the  prin- 
cipal Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 


Two  Vols.,  large  4to,  profusely  Illustrated,  half-morocco,  £2.  i6s, 

Rowlandson,  the  Caricaturist. 

A Selection  from  his  Works,  with  Anecdotal  Descriptions  of  his  B'amous 
Caricatures,  and  a Sketch  of  his  Life,  Times,  and  Contemporaries. 
With  nearly  400  Illustrations,  mostly  in  Facsimile  of  the  Originals.  By 
Joseph  Grego,  Author  of  “James  Gillray, the  Caricaturist;  his  Life, 
Works,  and  Times.’* 

'‘'Mr.  Grego' s excellent  accotmt  of  the  works  of  Thomas  Rowlandson  . . 
illustrated  with  some  400  spirited,  accurate,  and  clever  transcripts  from  his 
designs.  . . . The  thanks  of  all  who  care  for  what  is  original  and  persotial  in 

art  are  dtie  to  Mr.  Grego  for  the  pains  he  has  been  at,  and  the  time  he  has  ex- 
pended, in  the  preparation  of  this  very  pleasant,  very  careful,  and  adequate 
memorial.** —V KiA.  Mall  Gazette. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  41.  6^.  each. 

“ Secret  Out”  Series,  The. 


The  Pyroteclinist’s  Treasury; 

or.  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fire- 
works. By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

The  Art  of  Amusing : 

A Collection  of  Graceful  Arts,  Games, 
Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By 
Frank  Bellew.  300  Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky : 

Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tri^s, White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  200  Illus- 
trations. 

The  Merry  Circle : 

A Book  of  New  Intellectual  Games 
and  Amusements.  By  Clara  Bellew. 
Many  Illustrations. 


Magician’s  Own  Book : 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  HandkercMefs,  &c.  All 
from  Actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  200  Illustrations. 

Magic  No  Mystery : 

Tricks  with  Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c., 
with  fully  descriptive  Directions  ; the 
Art  of  Secret  Writing ; Training  of 
Perfonning  Animals,  &c.  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 

The  Secret  Out : 

One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards,  and 
other  RecreatioES  ; with  Entertaining 
Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or 
“White  Magic.”  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
300  Engravings. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Senior’s  Travel  and  Trout  in  the  Antipodes. 

An  Angler’s  Sketches  in  Tasmania  and  New  Zealand.  By  William 
Senior  (“Red  Spinner”),  Author  of  “ Stream  and  Sea.” 

“/«  every  way  a hap^y  prodttcHon.  % , , What  Turner  effected  in  colour  on 
canvas,  Mr.  Senior  may  be  said  to  effect  by  the  force  of  a practical  mind,  in  Ian-' 
guage  that  is  magnificently  descriptive,  on  his  subject.  There  is  in  both  painter 
and  writer  the  same  magical  combination  of  idealism  and  realism,  and  the  same 
hearty  appreciation  for  all  that  is  iublime  and  pathetic  in  natural  scenery.  That 
there  is  an  undue  share  of  travel  to  the  number  of  trout  caught  is  certainly  not 
Mr.  Seniofis  fault;  but  the  comparative  scarcity  of  the  prince  of  fishes  is 
adequately  atoned  for,  in  that  the  writer  was  led  pretty  well  through  all  the 
glorious  scenery  of  the  antipodes  in  quest  of  him.  ...  So  great  is  the  charm  and 
the  freshness  and  the  ability  of  the  book,  that  it  is  hafd  to  put  it  down  when  once 
taken  upf'* — Home  News. 


Shakespeare  and  Shakespeareana : 

Shakespeare,  The  First  Folio.  Mr.  William  Shakespeare's 

Comedies,  Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  true 
Originall  Copies.  London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount, 
1623, — A Reproduction  of  the  extremely  rare  original,  in  reduced  facsimile 
by  a photographic  process — ensuring  the  strictest  accuracy  in  every  detaU. 
Small  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  loy.  6d. 

“ To  Messrs.  Chatto  and  Windus  belongs  the  merit  of  having  done  more 
to  facilitate  the  critical  study  of  the  text  of  our  great  dramatist  than  all  the 
Shakespeare  clubs  and  societies  put  together.  A complete  facsimile  of  the 
celebrated  First  Folio  edition  of  1622  for  halfa-guinea  is  at  once  a miracle  of 
cheajmess  and  enterprise.  Being  in  a reduced  form,  the  type  is  necessarily 
rather  diminutive,  but  it  is  as  distinct  as  in  a genuine  copy  of  the  original, 
and  will  be  found  to  be  as  useful  and  far  more  handy  to  the  student  than  the 
latter.  ” — Athen^um. 

Shakespeare,  The  Lansdowne.  Beautifully  printed  in  red 

and  black,  in  small  but  very  clear  type.  With  engraved  facsimile  of 
Droeshout’s  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  qs.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales  from  Shakespeare.  By 
Charles  and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  coloured  and 
plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  lo^.  6^. 

Shakespeare  Music,  The  Handbook  of.  Being  an  Account  of 
Three  Hundred  and  Fifty  Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken  from  the 
Plays  and  Poems  of  Shakespeare,  the  compositions  ranging  from  the  Eliza- 
bethan Age  to  thePresent  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe.  4to, half-Roxburghe,  qs, 

Shakespeare,  A Study  of.  By  Algernon  Charles  Swin- 
burne. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8j. 


CrowuSvo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d, 

Sheridan’s  Complete  Works, 

wkh  Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed 
from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Transla- 
tions, Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  ; with  a Collection  of  Sheridaniana. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7J. 

Signboards ; 

Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and  Remarkable 
Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  nearly  100  Illustrations. 

**  Even  if  we  were  ever  so  maliciously  inclined ^ we  could  not out  all  Messrs, 
Larwood  and  Hotten' s plums ^ because  the  good  things  are  so  numerous  as  to  defy 
the  most  wholesale  depredation^ — Times. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6j.  6d, 

Slang  Dictionary,  The : 

Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  An  Entirely  New 
Edition  , revised  throughout,  and  considerably  Enlarged. 

“ We  are  glad  to  see  the  Slang  Dictionary  reprinted  and  enlarged.  From  a high 
scientific  point  of  view  this  bo^  is  not  to  be  despised.  Of  course  it  cannot  fail  to 
be  amusing  also.  It  contains  the  very  vocabulary  of  unrestrained  humour ^ and 
oddity^  and  grotesqueness.  In  a word,  it  provides  valuable  material  both  for  the 
student  of  hxnguage  and  the  student  of  human  nature." — Academy. 


Exquisitely  printed  in  miniature,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2J.  6d, 

Smoker’s  Text-Book,  The. 

By  J.  Hamer,  F.R.S.L. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Spalding’s  Elizabethan  Demonology : 

An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  them,  with  Special  Reference  to  Shakspere 
and  his  Works.  By  T.  Alfred  Spalding,  LL.B. 

A very  thoughtful  and  weighty  book,  which  cannot  but  be  welcome  to  every 
earnest  student.'*— Ac A.T>-E.mY. 


Crown  4to,  uniform  with  “Chaucer  for  Children,”  with  Coloured 
Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  loj.  6d, 

Spenser  for  Children. 

By  M.  H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  in  Colours  by  Walter  J. 
Morgan. 

"Spenser  has  simply  been  transferred  into  plain  prose,  with  here  and  there  a 
line  or  stanza  quoted,  where  the  meaning  and  the  diction  are  within  a child  *s 
comprehension,  and  additional  point  is  thus  given  to  the  narrative  without  the 
cost  of  obscurity.  . . . Altogether  the  work  has  been  well  and  carefully  done P 
—The  Times. 


Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Illustrated,  21s. 

Sword,  The  Book  of  the : 

Being  a History  of  the  Sword,  and  its  Use,  in  all  Times  and  in  all 
Countries.  By  Captain  Richard  Burton.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. [/«  preparation. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs. 

Stedman’s  Victorian  Poets: 

Critical  Essays.  By  Edmund  Clarence  Stedman. 

“ We  ought  to  be  thankful  to  those  who  do  critical  work  with  competent  skill 
and  understanding ^ with  honesty  of  purpose^  and  with  diligence  and  thoroughness 
of  execution.  And  Mr.  Stedman^  having  chosen  to  work  in  this  line^  deserves  the 
thanks  of  English  scholars  by  these  qualities  and  by  something  more  ; • . , . 

he  is  faithful^  studious^  and  discerning." — Saturday  Review. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  ^d. 

Strutt’s  Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People 

of  England  ; including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Processions,  Pageants,  and  Pompous 
Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  With  140 
Illustrations.  Edited  by  William  Hone. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  yj.  ^d. 

Swift’s  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the 
Maps  in  the  Original  Edition  of  “Gulliver’s  Travels.” 


Swinburne’s  Works : 

The  Queen  Mother  and  Kosa- 

mond.  Fcap.  8vo,  5s. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon. 

A New  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  6j. 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  js. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

First  Series.  Fcap.  8vo,  gj.  Also 
in  crown  8vo,  at  same  price. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

Second  Series.  Fcap.  8vo,  gs.  Also 
in  crown  8vo,  at  same  price. 

Notes  on  “Poems  and  Bal- 

lads.” 8vo,  IS. 

William  Blake : 

A Critical  Essay.  With  Facsimile 
Paintings.  Demy  8vo,  idr. 

Songs  before  Sunrise. 

Crown  8vo,  lo^.  6d. 


Bothwell : 

A Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 

George  Chapman : 

An  Essay.  Crown  8vo,  js. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations. 

Crown  8vo,  6^. 

Essays  and  Studies. 

Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Erechtheus : 

A Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Note  of  an  English  Republican 

on  the  Muscovite  Crusade.  8vo,  is. 

A Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. 

Crown  8vo,  6^. 

A Study  of  Shakespeare. 

Crown  8vo,  8^. 

Songs  of  the  Spring-Tides.  By 

Algernon  C.  Swinburne.  Grown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ys. 

Syntax’s  (Dr.)  Three  Tours, 

in  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search 
of  a Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowlandson’s  droll  page  Illustra- 
tions, in  Colours,  and  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 
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Four  Vols.  small  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30J. 

Taine’s  History  of  English  Literature. 

Translated  by  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Also  a Popular  Edition,  in  Two  Vols.  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  151. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illustrated,  6s. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule. 

Collected  and  Illustrated  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

“ It  is  not  often  that  we  meet  with  a volume  of  faiiy  tales  possessing  more  fully 
the  double  recommendation  of  absorbing  interest  and  purity  of  tone  than  does  the 
one  before  us  containing  a collection  of  ‘ Tales  of  Old  Thule.  These  come^  to 
say  the  leasts  near  fulfilling  the  idea  of  Perfect  works  of  the  kind ; and  the  illus- 
trations with  which  the  volume  is  embellished  are  equally  excellent.  , . . We 

commend  the  book  to  parents  and  teachers  as  an  admirable  gift  to  their  children 
and Literary  World. 

One  Vol.  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6d, 

Taylor’s  (Tom)  Historical  Dramas: 

“ Clancarty,”  “Jeanne  Dare,”  “ ’Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,”  “The  Fool’s 
Revenge,”  “ Arkwright’s  Wife,”  “ Anne  Boleyn,”  “ Plot  and  Passion.” 
***  The  Plays  may  also  he  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  numerous 
Illustrations,  yj.  6d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  a profusion  of  Sketches  by 
William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents 
in  his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of  his  every- 
day reading.  With  Hundreds  of  Wood  Engravings,  facsimiled  from 
Mr.  Thackeray’s  Original  Drawings. 
would  have  been  a real  loss  to  bibliographical  literature  had  copyright 
difficulties  deprived  the  general  public  of  this  very  amusing  collection.  One  of 
Thackeray's  haiits^  from  his  schoolboy  days,  was  to  ornament  the  margins  and 
blank  pages  of  the  hooks  he  had  in  use  with  caricature  illustrations  of  their 
contents.  This  gave  special  value  to  the  sale  of  his  library,  and  is  almost  cause 
for  regret  that  it  could  not  have  been  preserved  in  its  integrity.  Thackerafs 
place  in  literature  is  eminent  enough  to  have  made  this  an  interest  to  future 
generations.  The  anonymous  editor  has  done  the  best  that  he  could  to  compen- 
sate for  the  lack  of  this.  It  is  an  admirable  addendum,  not  only  to  his  collected 
worfis,  hut  also  to  any  memoir  of  him  that  has  been,  or  that  is  likely  to  he, 
written," — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  illustrations,  js.  6d. 

Thornbury’s  (Walter)  Haunted  London. 

A New  Edition,  edited  by  Edward  Walford,  M.A.,  with  numerous 
Illustrations  by  F,  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

“ Mr.  Thombury  knew  and  loved  his  Lonaon.  , , , He  had  read  much  his- 

tory, and  every  by -lane  and  every  court  had  associations  for  him.  His  memory 
and  his  note- becks  were  stored  with  anecdote,  a7id,  as  he  had  singular  skill  in  the 
matter  of  narration,  it  will  be  readily  believed  that  when  he  took  to  writing  a set 
book  about  the  places  he  knew  and  cared  for,  the  said  book  would  be  charming. 
Charming  the  volume  before  us  certainly  is.  It  may  be  begun  in  the  beginning , or 
middle,  or  end,  it  is  all  one:  wherever  one  lights,  there  is  some  pleasant  and 
curious  bits  of  gossip,  some  atnusing  fragment  of  allusion  or  quotation," — Vanity 
Fair. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  71.  ^d, 

Thomson’s  Seasons  and  Castle  of  Indolence. 

With  a Biographical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan  Cunning- 
ham, and  over  50  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  js,  6d. 

Timbs’  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London. 

With  Anecdotes  of  its  famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns . 
By  John  Times,  F.S.A.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ys.  6d. 

Timbs’  English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentrici- 

ties:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights  and  Sporting  Scenee,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.  By  John  Times, 
F.S.A.  With  nearly  50  Illustrations. 


Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14J. 

Torrens’  The  Marquess  Wellesley, 

Architect  of  Empire.  An  Historic  Portrait.  Forming  Vol.  /,  of  Pro- 
CoNSUL  and  Trieune  : Wellesley  and  O’Connell  : Historic 
Portraits.  By  W.  M.  Torrens,  M.P.  In  Two  Vols. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  yj.  6d, 

Turner’s  ( J.  M.  W.)  Life  and  Correspondence; 

Founded  upon  Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends  and  fellow- 
Academicians.  By  Walter  Thornbury.  A New  Edition,  con- 
siderably Enlarged.  With  numerous  Illustrations  in  Colours,  facsimiled 
from  Turner’s  original  Drawings. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and  Ground- Plans,  14J. 

Walcott’s  Church  Work  and  Life  in  English 

Minsters ; and  the  English  Student’s  Monasticon.  By  the  Rev. 
Mackenzie  E.  C.  Walcott,  B.D. 


Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  with  Illustrations,  js.  6d, 

Walton  and  Cotton’s  Complete  Angler; 

or.  The  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation  : being  a Discourse  of  Rivers. 
Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written  by  Izaak  Walton  ; and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a Trout  or  Grayling  in  a clear  Stream,  by 
Charles  Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris 
Nicolas,  and  61  Copperplate  Illustrations. 


Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.,  zs. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
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20th  Annual  Edition,  for  1880,  cloth,  full  gilt,  50J. 

Walford’s  County  Families  of  the  United 

Kingdom.  A Royal  Manual  of  the  Titled  and  Untitled  Aristocracy  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  By  Edward  Walford,  M.  A.,  late  Scholar 
of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.  Containing  Notices  of  the  Descent,  Birth, 
Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  more  than  12,000  distinguished  Heads  of 
Families  in  the  United  Kingdom,  their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presump- 
tive, together  with  a Record  of  the  Patronage  at  their  disposal,  the 
Offices  which  they  hold  or  have  held,  their  Town  Addresses,  Country 
Residences,  Clubs,  &c. 


Beautifully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original  MS.,  price  2s, 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

An  exact  Facsimile,  including  the  Signature  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  a 
Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

Westropp’s  Handbook  of  Pottery  and  Force- 

lain  ; or.  History  of  those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period.  By  Hodder 
M.  Westropp,  Author  of  “ Handbook  of  Archaeology,”  &c.  With 
numerous  beautiful  Illustrations,  and  a List  of  Marks. 


Seventh  Edition.  Square  8vo,  is. 

Whistler  v.  Ruskin : Art  and  Art  Critics. 

By  J.  A.  Macneill  Whistler. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  4J-.  6d. 

Williams’  A Simple  Treatise  on  Heat. 

By  W.  Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S.,  F.C.S.,  Author  of  “ The  Fuel 
of  the  Sun,  &c.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  [In  the  press. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ^s.  6d. 

Wright’s  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 

(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs, 
Broadsides,  Window  Pictures,  &c.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 


Large  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  js.  6d. 

Wright’s  History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 

Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and  Painting,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Present  Day.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A., 
F.S.A,  Profusely  Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 


J.  OGDEN  AND  CO.,  PRINTERS,  I72,  ST.  JOHN  STREET  E.C. 


